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I nt roducti on

| LOOKED AT MY NOTES AND | DIDN'T LIKE THEM 1'd spent three days at U S. Robots and
nm ght as well have spent themat home with the Encycl opedia Tellurica.

Susan Calvin had been born in the year 1982, they said, which made her seventy-five now.
Everyone knew that. Appropriately enough, U S. Robot and Mechani cal Men, Inc. was seventy-five
al so, since it had been in the year of Dr. Calvin's birth that Lawence Robertson had first taken
out incorporation papers for what eventually becanme the strangest industrial giant in man's
history. Well, everyone knew that, too.

At the age of twenty, Susan Calvin had been part of the particular Psycho-Math seni nar at
which Dr. Alfred Lanning of U S. Robots had denonstrated the first nmobile robot to be equi pped
with a voice. It was a large, clumsy unbeautiful robot, smelling of machine-oil and destined for
the projected mines on Mercury. But it could speak and nmake sense.

Susan said nothing at that sem nar; took no part in the hectic discussion period that
followed. She was a frosty girl, plain and colorless, who protected herself against a world she
di sliked by a masklike expression and a hypertrophy of intellect. But as she watched and |i stened,
she felt the stirrings of a cold enthusiasm

She obtai ned her bachelor's degree at Col unbia in 2003 and began graduate work in
cybernetics.

Al that had been done in the md-twentieth century on "cal cul ati ng machi nes" had been
upset by Robertson and his positronic brain-paths. The mles of relays and photocells had given
way to the spongy gl obe of plantinuniridiumabout the size of a human brain.

She | earned to calculate the paraneters necessary to fix the possible variables within the
"positronic brain"; to construct "brains" on paper such that the responses to given stinuli could
be accurately predicted.

In 2008, she obtained her Ph.D. and joined United States Robots as a "Robopsychol ogist,"
becom ng the first great practitioner of a new science. Lawence Robertson was still president of
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the corporation; Al fred Lanning had becone director of research
For fifty years, she watched the direction of human progress change and | eap ahead.
Now she was retiring - as much as she ever could. At |east, she was all owi ng soneone
el se's nane to be inset upon the door of her office.
That, essentially, was what | had. | had a long |ist of her
publ i shed papers, of the patents in her nane; | had the
chronol ogi cal details of her pronotions. In short | had her
professional "vita" in full detail
But that wasn't what | wanted.
I needed nore than that for ny feature articles for Interplanetary Press. Mich nore.
| told her so.

"Dr. Calvin," | said, as lushly as possible, "in the nmind of the public you and U S
Robots are identical. Your retirenent will end an era and-"

"You want the human-interest angle?" She didn't snmile at ne. | don't think she ever
snmles. But her eyes were sharp, though not angry. | felt her glance slide through me and out ny

occi put and knew that | was uncommonly transparent to her; that everybody was.
But | said, "That's right."
"Human i nterest out of robots? A contradiction.”
"No, doctor. Qut of you."

"Well, I've been called a robot nyself. Surely, they've told you I'mnot human."
They had, but there was no point in saying so.
She got up fromher chair. She wasn't tall and she | ooked frail. |I followed her to the

wi ndow and we | ooked out.
The offices and factories of U S. Robots were a small city; spaced and planned. It was
flattened out |ike an aerial photograph

"When | first cane here," she said, "I had a little roomin a building right about there
where the fire-house is now " She pointed. "It was torn down before you were born. | shared the
roomwith three others. | had half a desk. W built our robots all in one building. Qutput - three
a week. Now | ook at us."

"Fifty Years," | hackneyed, "is a long tine."

"Not when you're | ooking back at them" she said. "You wonder how t hey vani shed so
qui ckly."

She went back to her desk and sat down. She didn't need expression on her face to | ook
sad, sonehow.

"How ol d are you?" she wanted to know.

"Thirty-two," | said.

"Then you don't remenber a world without robots. There was a tinme when hunmanity faced the
uni verse alone and without a friend. Now he has creatures to help him stronger creatures than
hinsel f, nore faithful, nore useful, and absolutely devoted to him Mankind is no | onger al one.
Have you ever thought of it that way?"

“"I"'mafraid | haven't. May | quote you?"

"You may. To you, a robot is a robot. Gears and metal; electricity and positrons. M nd and
i ron! Human-rmade! It necessary, human-destroyed! But you haven't worked with them so you don't
know t hem They're a cleaner better breed than we are."

| tried to nudge her gently with words, "W'd like to hear sone of the things you could
tell us; get your views on robots. The Interplanetary Press reaches the entire Solar System
Potential audience is three billion, Dr. Calvin. They ought to know what you could tell them on
robots."

It wasn't necessary to nudge. She didn't hear me, but she was noving in the right
direction.

"They mi ght have known that fromthe start. W sold robots for Earth-use then - before ny
tinme it was, even. O course, that was when robots could not talk. Afterward, they becane nore
human and opposition began. The | abor unions, of course, naturally opposed robot conpetition for
human j obs, and various segnents of religious opinion had their superstitious objections. It was
all quite ridiculous and quite useless. And yet there it was."

| was taking it down verbatimon nmy pocket-recorder, trying not to show the knuckl e-
motions of my hand. |If you practice a bit, you can get to the point where you can record
accurately without taking the little gadget out of your pocket.

"Take the case of Robbie," she said. "I never knew him He was disnmantled the year before
| joined the conpany - hopel essly out-of-date. But | sawthe little girl in the nuseum"
She stopped, but | didn't say anything. | let her eyes nmist up and her mnd travel back
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She had lots of time to cover

"I heard about it later, and when they called us blasphenmers and denon-creators, | always
t hought of him Robbie was a non-vocal robot. He couldn't speak. He was nade and sold in 1996.
Those were the days before extrene specialization, so he was sold as a nursenmid-"

"As a what ?"

"As a nursemaid-"

Robbi e

"N NETY-ElI GHT - NINETY-NI NE - ONE HUNDRED." G oria wthdrew

her chubby little forearmfrom before her eyes and stood for a nonent,

wri nkling her nose and blinking in the sunlight. Then, trying to watch in all directions at once,
she withdrew a few cautious steps fromthe tree agai nst which she had been | eani ng.

She craned her neck to investigate the possibilities of a clunp of bushes to the right and
then withdrew farther to obtain a better angle for viewing its dark recesses. The qui et was
prof ound except for the incessant buzzing of insects and the occasional chirrup of sone hardy
bird, braving the m dday sun.

Goria pouted, "I bet he went inside the house, and |'ve told hima mllion tinmes that
that's not fair."

Wth tiny lips pressed together tightly and a severe frown crinkling her forehead, she
moved determ nedly toward the two-story building up past the driveway.

Too | ate she heard the rustling sound behind her, followed by the distinctive and rhythm c
clump-clunp of Robbie's netal feet. She whirled about to see her triunphing conpani on energe from
hi di ng and make for the hone-tree at full speed.

Goria shrieked in dismay. "Wait, Robbie! That wasn't fair, Robbie! You prom sed you
woul dn't run until | found you." Her little feet could make no headway at all against Robbie's
giant strides. Then, within ten feet of the goal, Robbie's pace slowed suddenly to the nerest of
crawls, and Goria, with one final burst of wild speed, dashed pantingly past himto touch the
wel cone bark of hone-tree first.

A eefully, she turned on the faithful Robbie, and with the basest of ingratitude, rewarded
himfor his sacrifice by taunting himcruelly for a lack of running ability.

"Robbie can't run," she shouted at the top of her eight-year. old voice. "I can beat him
any day. | can beat him any day." She chanted the words in a shrill rhythm

Robbi e didn't answer, of course-not in words. He pantom nmed running instead, inching away
until doria found herself running after himas he dodged her narrowy, forcing her to veer in
hel pless circles, little arnms outstretched and fanning at the air.

"Robbi e, " she squeal ed, "stand still!" - And the |aughter was forced out of her in
breat hl ess j erks.

-Until he turned suddenly and caught her up, whirling her round, so that for her the world
fell away for a nonent with a blue enptiness beneath, and green trees stretching hungrily downward
toward the void. Then she was down in the grass again, |eaning against Robbie's |leg and stil
hol di ng a hard, netal finger.

After a while, her breath returned. She pushed usel essly at her disheveled hair in vague
imtation of one of her nother's gestures and twisted to see if her dress were torn

She sl apped her hand agai nst Robbie's torso, "Bad boy! I'll spank you!"

And Robbi e cowered, holding his hands over his face so that she had to add, "No, | won't,
Robbie. I won't spank you. But anyway, it's ny turn to hide how because you've got |onger |egs and
you promi sed not to run till | found you."

Robbi e nodded his head - a small parallel epiped with rounded edges and corners attached to
a simlar but rmuch |arger parallelepiped that served as torso by neans of a short, flexible stalk -
and obediently faced the tree. Athin, metal film descended over his glow ng eyes and fromwthin
hi s body cane a steady, resonant ticking.

"Don't peek now - and don't skip any nunbers," warned doria, and scurried for cover

Wth unvarying regularity, seconds were ticked off, and at the hundredth, up went the
eyelids, and the glowi ng red of Robbie's eyes swept the prospect. They rested for a nonent on a
bit of colorful ginghamthat protruded from behind a boul der. He advanced a few steps and
convinced hinself that it was G oria who squatted behind it.

Slow y, remaining always between d oria and home-tree, he advanced on the hiding place
and when Joria was plainly in sight and could no | onger even theorize to herself that she was not
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seen, he extended one armtoward her, slapping the other against his leg so that it rang again.
doria energed sul kily.

"You peeked!" she exclained, with gross unfairness. "Besides |'mtired of playing hide-and-
seek. | want a ride."

But Robbi e was hurt at the unjust accusation, so he seated
hinsel f carefully and shook his head ponderously fromside to side.

G oria changed her tone to one of gentle coaxing i mediately, "Cone on, Robbie. | didn't
mean it about the peeking. Gve ne a ride."

Robbi e was not to be won over so easily, though. He gazed stubbornly at the sky, and shook
hi s head even nore enphatically.

"Pl ease, Robbie, please give ne a ride." She encircled his neck with rosy arms and hugged
tightly. Then, changing noods in a nonent, she noved away. "If you don't, I'mgoing to cry," and
her face twisted appallingly in preparation

Har d- heart ed Robbi e paid scant attention to this dreadful possibility, and shook his head
athirdtime. Qoria found it necessary to play her trunmp card

"I'f you don't," she exclainmed warmy, "I won't tell you any nore stories, that's all. Not
one-"

Robbi e gave in imediately and unconditionally before this ultimtum nodding his head
vigorously until the nmetal of his neck humed. Carefully, he raised the little girl and placed her
on his broad, fiat shoul ders.

Goria's threatened tears vanished i medi ately and she crowed with delight. Robbie's neta
skin, kept at a constant tenperature of seventy by the high resistance coils within, felt nice and
confortable, while the beautifully | oud sound her heels nmade as they bumped rhyt hm cally agai nst
hi s chest was enchanti ng.

"You're an air-coaster, Robbie, you're a big, silver aircoaster. Hold out your arnms
straight. - You got to, Robbie, if you're going to be an aircoaster."

The logic was irrefutable. Robbie's arnms were wings catching the air currents and he was a
silver 'coaster.

Goria twisted the robot's head and | eaned to the right. He banked sharply. doria
equi pped the 'coaster with a notor that went "Br-r-r" and then with weapons that went "Pow e" and
"Sh-sh-shshsh." Pirates were giving chase and the ship's blasters were conming into play. The
pirates dropped in a steady rain.

"CGot anot her one. Two nore," she cried.

Then "Faster, nmen," doria said ponmpously, "we're running out of ammunition." She ained
over her shoul der wi th undaunted courage and Robbi e was a bl unt-nosed spaceshi p zoom ng t hrough
the void at maxi mum accel erati on

Clear across the field he sped, to the patch of tall grass on
the other side, where he stopped with a suddenness that evoked a shriek fromhis flushed rider
and then tunbled her onto the soft, green carpet.

G oria gasped and panted, and gave voice to internittent whispered exclamations of "That
was nice!"

Robbi e waited until she had caught her breath and then pulled gently at a | ock of hair.

"You want sonething?" said Aoria, eyes wide in an apparently artless conplexity that
fool ed her huge "nursermaid" not at all. He pulled the curl harder

"Ch, | know. You want a story."

Robbi e nodded rapidly.

"Whi ch one?"

Robbi e made a senmi-circle in the air with one finger

The little girl protested, "Again? |I've told you Cinderella a nmllion times. Aren't you
tired of it? -It's for babies."

Anot her sem -circle.

"Ch, well,"” doria conposed herself, ran over the details of the tale in her nind
(together with her own el aborations, of which she had several) and began
"Are you ready? Well - once upon a tine there was a beautiful little girl whose nanme was

Ella. And she had a terribly cruel step-nother and two very ugly and very cruel step-sisters and-"

G oria was reaching the very clinmax of the tale - midnight was striking and everythi ng was
changi ng back to the shabby originals lickety-split, while Robbie listened tensely with burning
eyes - when the interruption cane.

"dorial"

It was the high-pitched sound of a woman who has been calling not once, but several tinmes;
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and had the nervous tone of one in whom anxiety was begi nning to overcone inpatience

"Mamma's calling nme," said Aoria, not quite happily. "You'd better carry ne back to the
house, Robbie."

Robbi e obeyed with alacrity for sonehow there was that in himwhich judged it best to obey
Ms. Weston, without as nmuch as a scrap of hesitation. Joria's father was rarely home in the
dayti me except on Sunday - today, for instance - and when he was, he proved a genial and
under standi ng person. Goria's nmother, however, was a source of uneasiness to Robbie and there was
al ways the inpulse to sneak away from her sight.

Ms. Weston caught sight of themthe mnute they rose above the masking tufts of |ong
grass and retired inside the house to wait.

"“I've shouted nyself hoarse, doria," she said, severely. "Were were you?"

"I was with Robbie," quavered Goria. "I was telling himCinderella, and | forgot it was
dinner-tinme."

"Well, it's a pity Robbie forgot, too." Then, as if that rem nded her of the robot's
presence, she whirled upon him "You may go, Robbie. She doesn't need you now. " Then, brutally,
"And don't come back till I call you."

Robbi e turned to go, but hesitated as Qoria cried out in his defense, "Wit, Manma, you
got to let himstay. | didn't finish Cnderella for him | said | would tell him C nderella and
I'"'mnot finished."

"dorial"

"Honest and truly, Manma, he'll stay so quiet, you won't even know he's here. He can sit

on the chair in the corner, and he won't say a word,| nmean he won't do anything. WII you,
Robbi e?"

Robbi e, appeal ed to, nodded his massive head up and down once.

"doria, if you don't stop this at once, you shan't see Robbie for a whole week."

The girl's eyes fell, "All right! But Cinderella is his favorite story and | didn't finish
it. -And he likes it so nuch.”

The robot left with a disconsolate step and d oria choked back a sob

George Weston was confortable. It was a habit of his to be confortable on Sunday
aft ernoons. A good, hearty di nner bel ow the hatches; a nice, soft, dilapidated couch on which to
spraw ; a copy of the Tinmes; slippered feet and shirtless chest; how could anyone hel p but be
confortabl e?

He wasn't pleased, therefore, when his wife walked in. After ten years of narried life, be
still was so unutterably foolish as to love her, and there was no question that he was al ways gl ad
to see her - still Sunday afternoons just after dinner were sacred to himand his idea of solid
confort was to be left in utter solitude for two or three hours. Consequently, he fixed his eye
firmy upon the | atest reports of the Lefebre-Yoshida expedition to Mars (this one was to take off
from Lunar Base and mi ght actually succeed) and pretended she wasn't there.

Ms. Weston waited patiently for two mnutes, then inpatiently for two nore, and finally
broke the silence.

"CGeorge!"

" Hrpph?"

"George, | say! WIIl you put down that paper and | ook at ne?"

The paper rustled to the floor and Weston turned a weary face toward his wife, "Wat is
it, dear?"

"You know what it is, George. It's Aoria and that terrible nachine."

"What terrible machine?"

"Now don't pretend you don't know what |'mtal king about. It's that robot Goria calls
Robbi e. He doesn't |eave her for a nmonment."

"Well, why should he? He's not supposed to. And he certainly isn't a terrible nmachine.
He's the best darn robot nobney can buy and |'m damed sure he set ne back half a year's incone.
He's worth it, though - darn sight cleverer than half ny office staff."

He made a nmove to pick up the paper again, but his wife was quicker and snatched it away.

"You listen to ne, George. | won't have ny daughter entrusted to a machine - and | don't
care how clever it is. It has no soul, and no one knows what it may be thinking. A child just
isn't made to be guarded by a thing of netal.”

Weston frowned, "Wen did you decide this? He's been with Aoria tw years now and
haven't seen you worry till now "

"I't was different at first. It was a novelty; it took a load off ne, and - and it was a
fashi onable thing to do. But now | don't know. The nei ghbors-"
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"Well, what have the neighbors to do with it. Now, |ook. A robot is infinitely nore to be
trusted than a hunman nursemai d. Robbie was constructed for only one purpose really - to be the
conpanion of a little child. H's entire "nentality' has been created for the purpose. He just
can't help being faithful and |loving and kind. He's a nmachi ne-nade so. That's nore than you can
say for humans."

"But sonething might go wong. Sone- some-" Ms. Weston was a bit hazy about the insides
of a robot, "sone little jigger will come |oose and the awful thing will go berserk and- and-" She
couldn't bring herself to conplete the quite obvious thought.

"Nonsense, " Weston denied, with an involuntary nervous shiver. "That's conpletely
ridiculous. W had a |ong discussion at the tinme we bought Robbie about the First Law of Roboti cs.
You know that it is inpossible for a robot to harma human being; that |ong before enough can go
wong to alter that First Law, a robot would be conpletely inoperable. It's a nathenatical
i mpossibility. Besides | have an engineer fromU. S. Robots here twice a year to give the poor
gadget
a conpl ete overhaul. Wiy, there's no nore chance of any thing at all going wong with Robbie than
there is of you or | suddenly going |ooney - considerably less, in fact. Besides, how are you
going to take himaway fromdoria?"

He made another futile stab at the paper and his wife tossed it angrily into the next
room

"That's just it, George! She won't play with anyone el se. There are dozens of little boys
and girls that she should nake friends with, but she won't. She won't go near themunless |I make
her. That's no way for a little girl to grow up. You want her to be normal, don't you? You want
her to be able to take her part in society."

"You're junping at shadows, Grace. Pretend Robbie's a dog. |'ve seen hundreds of children
who woul d rather have their dog than their father."

"A dog is different, George. W nust get rid of that horrible thing. You can sell it back
to the conpany. |'ve asked, and you can."

"You' ve asked? Now | ook here, Grace, let's not go off the deep end. W' re keeping the
robot until Goria is older and I don't want the subject brought up again." And with that he
wal ked out of the roomin a huff.

Ms. Weston net her husband at the door two evenings later. "You'll have to listen to
this, George. There's bad feeling in the village."

"About what?" asked Weston. He stepped into the washroom and drowned out any possible
answer by the splash of water.

Ms. Weston waited. She said, "About Robbie."

Weston stepped out, towel in hand, face red and angry, "Wat are you tal ki ng about ?"

"Ch, it's been building up and building up. I've tried to close ny eyes to it, but I'm not
going to any nore. Most of the villagers consider Robbie dangerous. Children aren't allowed to go
near our place in the evenings."

"We trust _our_ child with the thing."

"Wl |, people aren't reasonabl e about these things."
"Then to hell with them"
"Saying that doesn't solve the problem 1've got to do ny shopping down there. |'ve got to

meet themevery day. And it's even worse in the city these days when it cones to robots. New York
has just passed an ordi nance keeping all robots off the streets between sunset and sunrise."”
"Al'l right, but they can't stop us from keeping a robot in our hone. -Gace, this is one

of your canpaigns. | recognize it. But it's no use. The answer is still, no! W' re keeping
Robbi e! "

And yet he loved his wife - and what was worse, his wife knew it. George Weston, after
all, was only a man - poor thing - and his wife made full use of every device which a clunsier and
nmore scrupul ous sex has learned, with reason and futility, to fear

Ten tinmes in the ensuing week, he cried, "Robbie stays,and that's final!" and each tinme it

was weaker and acconpani ed by a | ouder and nore agoni zed groan

Cane the day at |ast, when Weston approached his daughter guiltily and suggested a
"beautiful" visivox show in the village.

G oria clapped her hands happily, "Can Robbie go?"

"No, dear," he said, and winced at the sound of his voice, "they won't allow robots at the
visivox - but you can tell himall about it when you get honme." He stunbled all over the last few
wor ds and | ooked away.
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G oria came back fromtown bubbling over with enthusiasm for the visivox had been a
gor geous spectacl e i ndeed.

She waited for her father to naneuver the jet-car into the sunken garage, "Wt till |
tell Robbie, Daddy. He would have liked it |ike anything. -Especially when Francis Fran was
backi ng away so-o0-o0 quietly, and backed right into one of the Leopard-Men and had to run." She
| aughed agai n, "Daddy, are there really Leopard-Men on the Mon?"

"Probably not," said Weston absently. "It's just funny make-believe." He couldn't take
much [ onger with the car. He'd have to face it.

G oria ran across the lawn. "Robbie. -Robbie!"

Then she stopped suddenly at the sight of a beautiful collie which regarded her out of
serious brown eyes as it wagged its tail on the porch

"Ch, what a nice dog!" doria clinbed the steps, approached cautiously and patted it. "Is
it for ne, Daddy?"

Her nother had joined them "Yes, it is, Goria. Isn't it nice - soft and furry. It's very
gentle. It likes little girls."

"Can he play ganes?"

"Surely. He can do any nunber of tricks. Wuld you |like to see sone?"

"Ri ght away. | want Robbie to see him too. -Robbie!" She stopped, uncertainly, and
frowned, "I1'Il bet he's just staying in his room because he's nmad at me for not taking himto the
visivox. You'll have to explain to him Daddy. He mi ght not believe me, but he knows if you say
it, it's so."

Weston's lip grew tighter. He | ooked toward his wife but could not catch her eye.

Goria turned precipitously and ran down the basenent steps, shouting as she went, "Robbie-
Cone and see what Daddy and Manmma brought me. They brought ne a dog, Robbie."

In a mnute she had returned, a frightened little girl. "Mamma, Robbie isn't in his room
Where is he?" There was no answer and Ceorge Weston coughed and was suddenly extremnely interested
in an aimessly drifting cloud. Goria's voice quavered on the verge of tears, "Were's Robbie,
Manma?"

Ms. Wston sat down and drew her daughter gently to her, "Don't feel bad, doria. Robbie
has gone away, | think."

"CGone away? \Were? Were's he gone away, Mama?"

"No one knows, darling. He just wal ked away. W' ve | ooked and we' ve | ooked and we've
| ooked for him but we can't find him"

"You nean he'll never come back agai n?" Her eyes were round with horror

"W may find himsoon. W'll keep |ooking for him And neanwhile you can play with your
ni ce new doggi e. Look at him H's name is Lightning and he can-"

But doria's eyelids had overflown, "I don't want the nasty dog - | want Robbie. | want
you to find nme Robbie." Her feelings became too deep for words, and she spluttered into a shril
wai | .

Ms. Weston glanced at her husband for help, but he nmerely shuffled his feet norosely and
did not withdraw his ardent stare fromthe heavens, so she bent to the task of consol ation, "Wy
do you cry, doria? Robbie was only a nmachine, just a nasty old machine. He wasn't alive at all."

"He was not no machine!" screamed Goria, fiercely and ungranmatically. "He was a person
just like you and ne and he was ny friend. | want hi mback. Ch, Manma, | want hi m back."

Her not her groaned in defeat and |left Goria to her sorrow.

"Let her have her cry out,"” she told her husband. "Childish griefs are never lasting. In a
few days, she'll forget that awful robot ever existed.”

But time proved Ms. Wston a bit too optinmistic. To be sure, Goria ceased crying, but
she ceased snmiling, too, and the passing days found her ever nore silent and shadowy. G adually,
her attitude of passive unhappi ness wore Ms. Wston down and all that kept her fromyielding was
the inmpossibility of adnmitting defeat to her husband.

Then, one evening, she flounced into the living room sat down, folded her arns and | ooked
boi |l i ng mad.

Her husband stretched his neck in order to see her over his newspaper, "Wat now, G ace?"

“I't's that child, George. |'ve had to send back the dog today. Goria positively couldn't
stand the sight of him she said. She's driving ne into a nervous breakdown."

Weston | aid down the paper and a hopeful gleamentered his eye, "Maybe- Maybe we ought to
get Robbie back. It mght be done, you know. | can get in touch with-"

"No!" she replied, grimy. "I won't hear of it. W're not giving up that easily. My child
shal | not be brought up by a robot if it takes years to break her of it."

Weston picked up his paper again with a disappointed air. "A year of this will have ne
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prematurely gray."
"You're a big help, Ceorge," was the frigid answer. "What G oria needs is a change of
environnent. OF course she can't forget Robbie here. How can she when every tree and rock rem nds

her of hin? It is really the silliest situation | have ever heard of. Inagine a child pining away
for the loss of a robot."
"Well, stick to the point. Wat's the change in environnent you' re planning?"

"We're going to take her to New York."

"The city! In August! Say, do you know what New York is like in August? It's unbearable."

"MIlions do bear it."

"They don't have a place like this to go to. If they didn't have to stay in New York, they
woul dn't."

“"Well, we have to. | say we're leaving now - or as soon as we can nake the arrangenents.
In the city, Qoria will find sufficient interests and sufficient friends to perk her up and make
her forget that machine."”

"Ch, Lord," groaned the |esser half, "those frying pavenents!"”

"W have to," was the unshaken response. "G oria has lost five pounds in the last nonth
and ny little girl's health is nore inportant to nme than your confort."

"It's a pity you didn't think of your little girl's health before you deprived her of her
pet robot," he nmuttered - but to hinself.

A oria displayed i medi ate signs of inprovenent when told of the inpending trip to the
city. She spoke little of it, but when she did, it was always with lively anticipation. Again, she
began to snile and to eat with something of her forner appetite.

Ms. Weston hugged herself for joy and | ost no opportunity to triunph over her stil
skepti cal husband.

"You see, Ceorge, she helps with the packing like a little angel, and chatters away as if
she hadn't a care in the world. It's just as | told you - all we need do is substitute other
interests."

"“Hnpph," was the skeptical response, "I hope so."

Preliminaries were gone through quickly. Arrangenents were nmade for the preparation of
their city home and a couple were engaged as housekeepers for the country home. When the day of
the trip finally did come, Goria was all but her old self again, and no nmention of Robbie passed
her lips at all

In high good-hunor the famly took a taxi-gyro to the airport (Wston would have preferred
using his own private 'gyro, but it was only a two-seater with no room for baggage) and entered
the waiting liner.

"Come, Goria," called Ms. Wston. "I've saved you a seat near the wi ndow so you can
wat ch the scenery.”

GQoria trotted down the aisle cheerily, flattened her nose into a white oval against the
thick clear glass, and watched with an intentness that increased as the sudden coughing of the
nmotor drifted backward into the interior. She was too young to be frightened when the ground
dropped away as if let through a trap-door and she hersel f suddenly becane tw ce her usual weight,
but not too young to be mightily interested. It wasn't until the ground had changed into a tiny
patch-work quilt that she w thdrew her nose, and faced her nother again

"WIl we soon be in the city, Mamm?" she asked, rubbing her chilled nose, and watching
with interest as the patch of noisture which her breath had forned on the pane shrank slowy and
vani shed.

“I'n about hal f an hour, dear." Then, with just the faintest trace of anxiety, "Aren't you
glad we're going? Don't you think you'll be very happy in the city with all the buildings and
people and things to see? W'll go to the visivox every day and see shows and go to the circus and
t he beach and-"

"Yes, Mamma," was doria's unenthusiastic rejoinder. The |iner passed over a bank of
clouds at the nmonment, and A oria was instantly absorbed in the usual spectacle of clouds
under neat h one. Then they were over clear sky again, and she turned to her nother with a sudden
mysterious air of secret know edge.

"I know why we're going to the city, Manma."

"Do you?" Ms. Weston was puzzled. "Wy, dear?"

“"You didn't tell ne because you wanted it to be a surprise, but | know. " For a nonent, she
was lost in admiration at her own acute penetration, and then she |aughed gaily. "W're going to
New York so we can find Robbie, aren't we? -Wth detectives."

The statenent caught George Weston in the middle of a drink of water, with disastrous
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results. There was a sort of strangled gasp, a geyser of water, and then a bout of choki ng coughs.
When all was over, he stood there, a red-faced, water-drenched and very, very annoyed person

Ms. Weston nmintai ned her conposure, but when doria repeated her question in a nore
anxi ous tone of voice, she found her tenper rather bent.

"Maybe," she retorted, tartly. "Now sit and be still, for Heaven's sake."

New York City, 1998 A D., was a paradi se for the sightseer nore than ever in its history.
Goria' s parents realized this and nade the nost of it.

On direct orders fromhis wife, George Wston arranged to have his business take care of
itself for a nonth or so, in order to be free to spend the time in what he, termed "dissipating
Goria to the verge of ruin." Like everything el se Wston did, this was gone about in an
efficient, thorough, and business-like way. Before the nonth had passed, nothing that could be
done had not been done.

She was taken to the top of the half-nmle tall Roosevelt Building, to gaze down in awe
upon t he jagged panorama of rooftops that blended far off in the fields of Long Island and the
flatlands of New Jersey. They visited the zoos where oria stared in delicious fright at the
"real live lion" (rather disappointed that the keepers fed himraw steaks, instead of hunan
bei ngs, as she had expected), and asked insistently and perenptorily to see "the whale."

The various nuseuns cane in for their share of attention, together with the parks and the
beaches and the aquarium

She was taken hal fway up the Hudson in an excursion steanmer fitted out in the archai sm of
the mad Twenties. She travelled into the stratosphere on an exhibition trip, where the sky turned
deep purple and the stars came out and the nisty earth bel ow | ooked |i ke a huge concave bow . Down
under the waters of the Long Island Sound she was taken in a glass-walled sub-sea vessel, where in
a green and wavering world, quaint and curious sea-things ogled her and w ggl ed suddenly away.

On a nore prosaic level, Ms. Wston took her to the departnent stores where she could
revel in another type of fairyl and.

In fact, when the nonth had nearly sped, the Westons were convinced that everything
concei vabl e had been done to take Aoria's nind once and for all off the departed Robbie - but
they were not quite sure they had succeeded.

The fact remai ned that wherever doria went, she displayed the nost absorbed and
concentrated interest in such robots as happened to be present. No nmatter how exciting the
spect acl e before her, nor how novel to her girlish eyes, she turned away instantly if the corner
of her eye caught a glinpse of metallic novenent.

Ms. Weston went out of her way to keep Goria away fromall robots.

And the matter was finally climxed in the episode at the Miseum of Science and I ndustry.
The Museum had announced a special "children's progrant in which exhibits of scientific witchery
scaled down to the child mnd were to be shown. The Westons, of course, placed it upon their |ist
of "absolutely."

It was while the Westons were standing totally absorbed in the exploits of a powerful
el ectro-magnet that Ms. Weston suddenly becane aware of the fact that Goria was no longer with
her. Initial panic gave way to cal mdecision and, enlisting the aid of three attendants, a carefu
search was begun.

Goria, of course, was not one to wander ainlessly, however. For her age, she was an
unusual | y determ ned and purposeful girl, quite full of the maternal genes in that respect. She
had seen a huge sign on the third floor, which had said, "This Way to the Tal ki ng Robot" Havi ng
spelled it out to herself and having noticed that her parents did not seemto wish to nove in the
proper direction, she did the obvious thing. Waiting for an opportune nmonment of parenta
di straction, she calmy disengaged herself and followed the sign

The Tal ki ng Robot was a tour de force, a thoroughly inpractical device, possessing
publicity value only. Once an hour, an escorted group stood before it and asked questions of the
robot engineer in charge in careful whispers. Those the engineer decided were suitable for the
robot's circuits were transnitted to the Tal ki ng Robot.

It was rather dull. It may be nice to know that the square of fourteen is one hundred
ni nety-six, that the tenperature at the nonent is 72 degrees Fahrenheit, and the air-pressure
30.02 inches of nercury, that the atom c weight of sodiumis 23, but one doesn't really need a
robot for that. One especially does not need an unwieldy, totally imobile mass of wires and coils
spreadi ng over twenty-five square yards.

Few peopl e bothered to return for a second hel ping, but one girl in her mddle teens sat
quietly on a bench waiting for a third. She was the only one in the roomwhen Joria entered
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Goria did not look at her. To her at the noment, another human being was but an
i nconsi derable item She saved her attention for this large thing with the wheels. For a noment,
she hesitated in dismay. It didn't ook |like any robot she had ever seen

Cautiously and doubtfully she raised her treble voice; "Please, M. Robot, sir, are you
the Tal ki ng Robot, sir?" She wasn't sure, but it seened to her that a robot that actually talked
was worth a great deal of politeness.

(The girl in her nmid-teens allowed a | ook of intense concentration to cross her thin,
pl ain face. She whi pped out a small notebook and began witing in rapid pot-hooks.)

There was an oily whir of gears and a nmechanically tinbred voice boonmed out in words that
| acked accent and intonation, "lI- am the- robot- that- talks."

Goria stared at it ruefully. It did talk, but the sound cane frominsi de sonewheres.
There was no face to talk to. She said, "Can you help ne, M. Robot, sir?"

The Tal ki ng Robot was designed to answer questions, and only such questions as it could
answer had ever been put to it. It was quite confident of its ability, therefore, "I- can- hel p-
you. "

"Thank you, M. Robot, sir. Have you seen Robbie?"

"Who -is Robbie?"

"He's a robot, M. Robot, sir." She stretched to tip-toes. "He's about so high, M. Robot,
sir, only higher, and he's very nice. He's got a head, you know. | nean you haven't, but he has,
M. Robot, sir."

The Tal ki ng Robot had been | eft behind, "A- robot?"

"Yes, M. Robot, sir. A robot just |ike you, except he can't talk, of course, and- |ooks
like a real person.”

"A- robot- |ike- me?"

"Yes, M. Robot, sir."

To which the Tal ki ng Robot's only response was an erratic splutter and an occasi ona
i ncoherent sound. The radical generalization offered it, i.e., its existence, not as a particular
object, but as a nenber of a general group, was too nuch for it. Loyally, it tried to enconpass
the concept and half a dozen coils burnt out. Little warning signals were buzzing.

(The girl in her nmd-teens left at that point. She had enough for her Physics-1 paper on
"Practical Aspects of Robotics." This paper was Susan Calvin's first of many on the subject.)

Goria stood waiting, with carefully conceal ed i npati ence, for the machi ne's answer when
she heard the cry behind her of "There she is," and recogni zed that cry as her nother's.

"What are you doing here, you bad girl?" cried Ms. Wston, anxiety dissolving at once
into anger. "Do you know you frightened your mamma and daddy al nbst to death? Wiy did you run
away ?"

The robot engi neer had al so dashed in, tearing his hair, and demandi ng who of the
gathering crowd had tanpered with the machine. "Can't anybody read signs?" he yelled. "You're not
allowed in here without an attendant."

G oria raised her grieved voice over the din, "I only cane to see the Tal ki ng Robot,
Mama. | thought he m ght know where Robbie was because they're both robots.”" And then, as the
t hought of Robbi e was suddenly brought forcefully honme to her, she burst into a sudden storm of
tears, "And | got to find Robbie, Manma. | got to."

Ms. Weston strangled a cry, and said, "Ch, good Heavens. Cone home, George. This is nore
than I can stand."

That eveni ng, CGeorge Weston left for several hours, and the next norning, he approached
his wife with sonething that | ooked suspiciously |Iike smug conpl acence.

"“I've got an idea, Gace."

"About what?" was the gl ooy, uninterested query.

"About doria."

"You're not going to suggest buying back that robot?"

"No, of course not."

"Then go ahead. | might as well listen to you. Nothing |I've done seens to have done any
good. "

"All right. Here's what |'ve been thinking. The whole trouble with Goria is that she
t hi nks of Robbie as a person and not as a nachine. Naturally, she can't forget him Nowif we
managed to convince her that Robbie was nothing nore than a ness of steel and copper in the form
of sheets and wires with electricity its juice of life, howlong would her longings last? It's the
psychol ogi cal attack, if you see ny point."

"How do you plan to do it?"

"Sinple. Where do you suppose | went |ast night? | persuaded Robertson of U S. Robots and
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Mechani cal Men, Inc. to arrange for a conplete tour of his prenises tonmorrow. The three of us wll
go, and by the time we're through, Goria will have it drilled into her that a robot is not
alive."

Ms. Wston's eyes wi dened gradually and sonething glinted in her eyes that was quite |ike
sudden admiration, "Wy, CGeorge, that's a good idea."

And Ceorge Weston's vest buttons strained. "Only kind | have," he said.

M. Struthers was a conscientious General Manager and naturally inclined to be a bit
tal kative. The conbination, therefore, resulted in a tour that was fully expl ai ned, perhaps even
over -abundantly expl ai ned, at every step. However, Ms. Wston was not bored. |Indeed, she stopped
him several times and begged himto repeat his statenents in sinpler |anguage so that G oria m ght
under stand. Under the influence of this appreciation of his narrative powers, M. Struthers
expanded geni ally and becane ever nore comunicative, if possible.

CGeorge Weston, hinself, showed a gathering inpatience.

"Pardon me, Struthers," he said, breaking into the mddle of a |lecture on the photo-
electric cell, "haven't you a section of the factory where only robot |abor is enpl oyed?"

"Eh? Oh, yes! Yes, indeed!" He smiled at Ms. Wston. "A vicious circle in a way, robots
creating nore robots. O course, we are not making a general practice out of it. For one thing,
the unions would never let us. But we can turn out a very few robots using robot |abor
exclusively, nerely as a sort of scientific experinment. You see,"” he tapped his pince-nez into one
pal m argunentatively, "what the | abor unions don't realize - and | say this as a man who has

al ways been very synpathetic with the | abor novenment in general - is that the advent of the robot,
whil e invol ving some dislocation to begin with, will inevitably-"

"Yes, Struthers," said Weston, "but about that section of the factory you speak of - may
we see it? It would be very interesting, |'msure.”

"Yes! Yes, of course!™ M. Struthers replaced his pince-nez in one convul sive novenent and
gave vent to a soft cough of disconfiture. "Follow ne, please."

He was conparatively quiet while I eading the three through a | ong corridor and down a
flight of stairs. Then, when they had entered a large well-lit roomthat buzzed with nmetallic
activity, the sluices opened and the flood of explanation poured forth again.

"There you are!" he said with pride in his voice. "Robots only! Five nmen act as overseers
and they don't even stay in this room In five years, that is, since we began this project, not a
singl e accident has occurred. O course, the robots here assenbl ed are conparatively sinple,
but..."

The General Manager's voice had long died to a rather soothing murnmur in doria' s ears.
The whole trip seened rather dull and pointless to her, though there were nmany robots in sight.
None were even renotely |ike Robbie, though, and she surveyed them w th open contenpt.

In this room there weren't any people at all, she noticed. Then her eyes fell upon six or
seven robots busily engaged at a round table hal fway across the room They wi dened in incredul ous
surprise. It was a big room She couldn't see for sure, but one of the robots |ooked |ike- |ooked
like- it was!

"Robbi el™ Her shriek pierced the air, and one of the robots about the table faltered and
dropped the tool he was holding. Goria went alnost mad with joy. Squeezing through the railing
before either parent could stop her, she dropped lightly to the floor a few feet bel ow, and ran
toward her Robbie, arns waving and hair flying.

And the three horrified adults, as they stood frozen in their tracks, saw what the excited
little girl did not see, -a huge, lunbering tractor bearing blindly down upon its appointed track

It took split-seconds for Wston to cone to his senses, and those split-seconds neant
everything, for Goria could not be overtaken. Al though Weston vaulted the railing in a wild
attenpt, it was obviously hopeless. M. Struthers signalled wildly to the overseers to stop the
tractor, but the overseers were only human and it took tinme to act.

It was only Robbie that acted inmediately and with precision

Wth netal |egs eating up the space between hinself and his little mistress he charged
down fromthe opposite direction. Everything then happened at once. Wth one sweep of an arm
Robbi e snatched up d oria, slackening his speed not one iota, and, consequently, knocking every
breath of air out of her. Weston, not quite conprehending all that was happening, felt, rather
than saw, Robbie brush past him and canme to a sudden bew | dered halt. The tractor intersected
Goria's path half a second after Robbie had, rolled on ten feet further and cane to a grinding,
| ong drawn-out stop

G oria regai ned her breath, submitted to a series of passionate hugs on the part of both
her parents and turned eagerly toward Robbie. As far as she was concerned, nothing had happened
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except that she had found her friend.

But Ms. Weston's expression had changed fromone of relief to one of dark suspicion. She
turned to her husband, and, despite her dishevel ed and undi gnifi ed appearance, managed to | ook
quite form dable, "You engineered this, didn't you?

George Weston swabbed at a hot forehead with his handkerchief. H's hand was unsteady, and
his lips could curve only into a tremul ous and exceedi ngly weak smle

Ms. Weston pursued the thought, "Robbie wasn't designed for engineering or construction
work. He couldn't be of any use to them You had him placed there deliberately so that doria
would find him You know you did."

“Well, I did," said Weston. "But, Grace, how was | to know the reunion woul d be so
vi ol ent ? And Robbi e has saved her life; you'll have to admt that. You can't send himaway again."

G ace Weston considered. She turned toward doria and Robbi e and watched them abstractedly
for a noment. doria had a grip about the robot's neck that woul d have asphyxi ated any creature
but one of nmetal, and was prattling nonsense in half-hysterical frenzy. Robbie's chronesteel arns
(capabl e of bending a bar of steel two inches in dianmeter into a pretzel) wound about the little
girl gently and lovingly, and his eyes glowed a deep, deep red.

"Well," said Ms. Wston, at last, "I guess he can stay with us until he rusts."

Susan Cal vin shrugged her shoul ders, "OF course, he didn't. That was 1998. By 2002, we had
i nvented the nobil e speaking robot which, of course, made all the non-speaki ng nodel s out of date,
and which seened to be the final straw as far as the non-robot el ements were concerned. Most of
the worl d governnents banned robot use on Earth for any purpose other than scientific research
bet ween 2003 and 2007."

"So that Qoria had to give up Robbie eventual | y?"

"I'mafraid so. | imagine, however, that it was easier for her at the age of fifteen than
at eight. Still, it was a stupid and unnecessary attitude on the part of humanity. U S. Robots
hit its low point, financially, just about the tine | joined themin 2007. At first, | thought ny

job mght come to a sudden end in a matter of nonths, but then we sinply devel oped the extra-
Terrestrial market."

"And then you were set, of course."

“"Not quite. W began by trying to adapt the nodels we had on hand. Those first speaking
nmodel s, for instance. They were about twelve feet high, very clunmsy and not nuch good. W sent
themout to Mercury to help build the nmining station there, but that failed."

I | ooked up in surprise, "It did? Wy, Mercury Mnes is a nulti-billion dollar concern.”

"It is now, but it was a second attenpt that succeeded. It you want to know about that,
young nman, |'d advise you to | ook up Gregory Powell. He and M chael Donovan handl ed our nost
difficult cases in the teens and twenties. | haven't heard from Donovan in years, but Powell is
living right here in New York. He's a grandfather now, which is a thought difficult to get used
to. | can only think of himas a rather young man. O course, | was younger, too."

| tried to keep her talking, "If you would give ne the bare bones, Dr. Calvin, | can have
M. Powell fill it in afterward.” (And this was exactly what | later did.)

She spread her thin hands out upon the desk and | ooked at them "There are two or three,"
she said, "that | know a little about."

"Start with Mercury," | suggested.

"Well, | think it was in 2015 that the Second Mercury Expedition was sent out. It was
exploratory and financed in part by U S. Robots and in part by Solar Mnerals. It consisted of a
newtype robot, still experinmental; Gegory Powell, M chael Donovan-'

Runar ound

I T WAS ONE OF GREGORY POVELL'S FAVORI TE pl atitudes that nothing was to be gai ned from excitenent,
so when M ke Donovan cane | eaping down the stairs toward him red hair matted with perspiration
Powel | frowned

"What's wrong?" he said. "Break a fingernail ?"

"Yaaaah," snarl ed Donovan, feverishly. "Wat have you been doing in the sublevels al
day?" He took a deep breath and blurted out, "Speedy never returned."”

Powel | 's eyes wi dened nonentarily and he stopped on the stairs; then he recovered and
resumed his upward steps. He didn't speak until he reached the head of the flight, and then

"You sent himafter the sel eni unf"
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"Yes."

"And how | ong has he been out?"

"Five hours now. "

Silence! This was a devil of a situation. Here they were, on Mercury exactly twelve hours-
and already up to the eyebrows in the worst sort of trouble. Mercury had | ong been the jinx world
of the System but this was drawing it rather strong - even for a jinx.

Powel | said, "Start at the beginning, and let's get this straight."

They were in the radio roomnow - with its already subtly antiquated equi prent, untouched
for the ten years previous to their arrival. Even ten years, technol ogically speaking, meant so
much. Conpare Speedy with the type of robot they nust have had back in 2005. But then, advances in
robotics these days were trenendous. Powell touched a still gleaning netal surface gingerly. The
air of disuse that touched everything about the room- and the entire Station - was infinitely
depr essi ng.

Donovan nust have felt it. He began: "I tried to locate himby radio, but it was no go.
Radio isn't any good on the Mercury Sunside - not past two mles, anyway. That's one of the
reasons the First Expedition failed. And we can't put up the ultrawave equi pnent for weeks yet -

"Skip all that. Wat did you get?"

"I located the unorgani zed body signal in the short wave. It was no good for anything
except his position. | kept track of himthat way for two hours and plotted the results on the
map. "

There was a yel |l owed square of parchment in his hip pocket - a relic of the unsuccessfu
First Expedition - and he slapped it down on the desk with vicious force, spreading it flat with
the pal mof his hand. Powell, hands clasped across his chest, watched it at |ong range.

Donovan's pencil pointed nervously. "The red cross is the selenium pool. You narked it
yoursel f."

"Which one is it?" interrupted Powell. "There were three that MacDougal |ocated for us
before he left."

"I sent Speedy to the nearest, naturally. Seventeen miles away. But what difference does
that make?" There was tension in his voice. "There are the penciled dots that nark Speedy's
position."

And for the first tine Powell's artificial aplonb was shaken and his hands shot forward
for the map.

"Are you serious? This is inpossible.”

"There it is,” grow ed Donovan

The little dots that marked the position fornmed a rough circle about the red cross of the
sel enium pool. And Powel|'s fingers went to his brown nustache, the unfailing signal of anxiety.

Donovan added: "In the two hours | checked on him he circled that dammed pool four tines.
It seems likely to me that he'll keep that up forever. Do you realize the position we're in?"
Powel | | ooked up shortly, and said nothing. Ch, yes, he realized the position they were

in. It worked itself out as sinply as a syllogism The photo-cell banks that al one stood between
the full power of Mercury's nonstrous sun and thensel ves were shot to hell
The only thing that could save them was sel enium The only thing that could get the
sel enium was Speedy. |If Speedy didn't cone back, no selenium No selenium no photo-cell banks. No
phot o- banks - well, death by slow broiling is one of the nore unpl easant ways of being done in.
Donovan rubbed his red nmop of hair savagely and expressed hinself with bitterness. "We'l|
be the | aughi ngstock of the System G eg. How can everything have gone so wong so soon? The great
team of Powell and Donovan is sent out to Mercury to report on the advisability of reopening the
Sunside Mning Station with nodern techni ques and robots and we ruin everything the first day. A
purely routine job, too. We'll never live it down."

"W won't have to, perhaps,” replied Powell, quietly. "If we don't do sonething quickly,
living anything down - or even just plain living - will be out of the question.”
"Don't be stupid! If you feel funny about it, Geg, | don't. It was crimnal, sending us

out here with only one robot. And it was your bright idea that we could handl e the photo-cel
banks oursel ves."

“"Now you're being unfair. It was a nutual decision and you know it. Al we needed was a
kil ogram of selenium a Stillhead Dielectrode Plate and about three hours' tine and there are
pool s of pure seleniumall over Sunside. MacDougal's spectroreflector spotted three for us in five

mnutes, didn't it? Wiat the devil! W couldn't have waited for next conjunction.”
"Well, what are we going to do? Powell, you've got an idea. | know you have, or you
woul dn't be so calm You're no nore a hero than | am Go on, spill it!"

"W can't go after Speedy ourselves, Mke- not on the Sunside. Even the new insosuits
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aren't good for nore than twenty minutes in direct sunlight. But you know the old saying, 'Set a
robot to catch a robot' Look, Mke, maybe things aren't so bad. W' ve got six robots down in the
subl evel s, that we nay be able to use, if they work. If they work."

There was a glint of sudden hope in Donovan's eyes. "You nean six robots fromthe First
Expedition. Are you sure? They may be subrobotic nmachines. Ten years is a long tinme as far as
robot -types are concerned, you know. "

"No, they're robots. |'ve spent all day with themand I know They've got positronic
brains: primtive, of course.” He placed the map in his pocket. "Let's go down."
The robots were on the | owest sublevel - all six of them surrounded by nusty packi ng cases

of uncertain content. They were large, extrenely so, and even though they were in a sitting
position on the floor, |egs straddl ed out before them their heads were a good seven feet in the
air.

Donovan whi stled. "Look at the size of them w Il you? The chests nust be ten feet
around. "

"That's because they're supplied with the old McGQuffy gears. |'ve been over the insides -
crumm est set you've ever seen.”

"Have you powered them yet?"

"No. There wasn't any reason to. | don't think there's anything wong with them Even the
di aphragmis in reasonable order. They night talk."

He had unscrewed the chest plate of the nearest as he spoke, inserted the two-inch sphere
that contained the tiny spark of atomi c energy that was a robot's life. There was difficulty in
fitting it, but he managed, and then screwed the plate back on again in | aborious fashion. The
radi o controls of nore nodern nodels had not been heard of ten years earlier. And then to the
other five.

Donovan sai d uneasily, "They haven't noved."

"No orders to do so," replied Powell, succinctly. He went back to the first in the line
and struck himon the chest. "You! Do you hear ne?"

The nonster's head bent slowy and the eyes fixed thensel ves on Powell. Then, in a harsh,
squawki ng voice - |like that of a nedi eval phonograph, he grated, "Yes, Master!"

Powel | grinned hunorlessly at Donovan. "Did you get that? Those were the days of the first
tal ki ng robots when it |ooked as if the use of robots on Earth woul d be banned. The nakers were
fighting that and they built good, healthy slave conpl exes into the dammed nachi nes."

"It didn't help them" muttered Donovan

"No, it didn't, but they sure tried." He turned once nore to the robot. "Get up!"

The robot towered upward sl owy and Donovan's head craned and his puckered |ips whistled.

Powel | said: "Can you go out upon the surface? In the |ight?"

There was consideration while the robot's slow brain worked. Then, "Yes, Master."

"Good. Do you know what a mile is?"

Anot her consi deration, and anot her gl ow answer. "Yes, Master."

"W will take you up to the surface then, and indicate a direction. You will go about
seventeen niles, and sonewhere in that general region you will neet- another robot, snmaller than
yoursel f. You understand so far?"

"Yes, Master."

"You will find this robot and order himto return. If he does not wish to, you are to
bring himback by force."

Donovan clutched at Powell's sleeve. "Wy not send himfor the seleniumdirect?"

"Because | want Speedy back, nitwit. | want to find out what's wong with him" And to the
robot, "All right, you, follow ne."

The robot remai ned notionless and his voice runbl ed: "Pardon, Mster, but | cannot. You
must mount first." H's clunmsy arnms had cone together with a thwack, blunt fingers interlacing.

Powel | stared and then pinched at his nustache. "Unh... oh!"
Donovan's eyes bulged. "W've got to ride hinf Like a horse?"
"I guess that's the idea. | don't know why, though. | can't see- Yes, | do. | told you

they were playing up robot-safety in those days. Evidently, they were going to sell the notion of
safety by not allowing themto nove about, w thout a mahout on their shoulders all the tine. Wuat
do we do now?"

"That's what |'ve been thinking," muttered Donovan. "W can't go out on the surface, with
a robot or without. Ch, for the love of Pete" - and he snapped his fingers twi ce. He grew excited.
"Gve nme that map you've got. | haven't studied it for two hours for nothing. This is a Mning
Station. What's wong with using the tunnel s?"

The M ning Station was a black circle on the nap, and the light dotted |lines that were
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tunnel s stretched out about it in spiderweb fashion

Donovan studied the list of synbols at the bottomof the map. "Look," he said, "the snall
bl ack dots are openings to the surface, and here's one maybe three mles away fromthe sel enium
pool. There's a nunber here - you'd think they'd wite larger - 13a. If the robots know t heir way
around here-"

Powel I shot the question and received the dull "Yes, Master," in reply. "Cet your
insosuit," he said with satisfaction

It was the first tinme either had worn the insosuits - which marked one time nore than
either had expected to upon their arrival the day before - and they tested their |inb novenents
unconfortably.

The insosuit was far bul kier and far uglier than the regul ati on spacesuit; but wthal
considerably lighter, due to the fact that they were entirely nonnetallic in conposition. Conposed
of heat-resistant plastic and chemically treated cork |ayers, and equi pped with a desiccating unit
to keep the air bone-dry, the insosuits could withstand the full glare of Mercury's sun for twenty
mnutes. Five to ten mnutes nore, as well, without actually killing the occupant.

And still the robot's hands forned the stirrup, nor did he betray the slightest atom of
surprise at the grotesque figure into which Powell had been convert ed.

Powel | ' s radi o- har shened voi ce booned out: "Are you ready to take us to Exit 13a?"

"Yes, Master."

CGood, thought Powell; they night |lack radio control but at |east they were fitted for
radi o reception. "Munt one or the other, Mke," he said to Donovan

He placed a foot in the inprovised stirrup and swng upward. He found the seat
confortable; there was the hunped back of the robot, evidently shaped for the purpose, a shall ow
groove al ong each shoul der for the thighs and two el ongated "ears" whose purpose now seened
obvi ous.

Powel | seized the ears and twi sted the head. H s nount turned ponderously. "Lead on
Macduff." But he did not feel at all |ighthearted.

The gigantic robots noved slowy, with nmechanical precision, through the doorway that
cleared their heads by a scant foot, so that the two nen had to duck hurriedly, along a narrow
corridor in which their unhurried footsteps boonmed nonotonously and into the, air |ock

The long, airless tunnel that stretched to a pinpoint before them brought hone forcefully
to Powel |l the exact nagnitude of the task acconplished by the First Expedition, with their crude
robots and their start-fromscratch necessities. They m ght have been a failure, but their failure
was a good deal better than the usual run of the Systenis successes.

The robots plodded onward with a pace that never varied and with footsteps that never

| engt hened.

Powel | said: "Notice that these tunnels are blazing with lights and that the tenperature
is Earth-normal. It's probably been like this all the ten years that this place has remi ned
enpty. "

"How s that?"

"Cheap energy; cheapest in the System Sunpower, you know, and on Mercury's Sunsi de,
sunpower is sonething. That's why the Station was built in the sunlight rather than in the shadow
of a mountain. It's really a huge energy converter. The heat is turned into electricity, light,
mechani cal work and what have you; so that energy is supplied and the Station is cooled in a
si mul t aneous process."

"Look," said Donovan. "This is all very educational, but would you nmind changing the
subject? It so happens that this conversion of energy that you talk about is carried on by the
photo-cell banks mainly - and that is a tender subject with ne at the nonent."

Powel | grunted vaguely, and when Donovan broke the resulting silence, it was to change the
subj ect conpletely. "Listen, Geg. Wiat the devil's wong with Speedy, anyway? | can't understand
it."

It's not easy to shrug shoulders in an insosuit, but Powell tried it. "I don't know, M ke
You know he's perfectly adapted to a Mercurian environnent. Heat doesn't nean anything to him and
he's built for the Iight gravity and the broken ground. He's fool proof-or, at |east, he should
be. "

Silence fell. This tine, silence that |asted.
"Master," said the robot, "we are here."
"Eh?" Powel| snapped out of a semi drowse. "Well, get us out of here - out to the surface."

They found thenselves in a tiny substation, enpty, airless, ruined. Donovan had i nspected
a jagged hole in the upper reaches of one of the walls by the |light of his pocket flash.
"Meteorite, do you suppose?" he had asked
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Powel | shrugged. "To hell with that. It doesn't matter. Let's get out."

A towering cliff of a black, basaltic rock cut off the sunlight, and the deep ni ght shadow
of an airless world surrounded them Before them the shadow reached out and ended in knife-edge
abruptness into an all-but-unbearable blaze of white light, that glittered fromnyriad crystals
al ong a rocky ground.

"Space!" gasped Donovan. "It |looks |like snow " And it did.

Powel | 's eyes swept the jagged glitter of Mercury to the horizon and wi nced at the
gorgeous brilliance.

"This rmust be an unusual area,"” he said. "The general al bedo of Mercury is | ow and nost of
the soil is gray pumce. Sonething |like the Mbon, you know. Beautiful, isn't it?"

He was thankful for the light filters in their visiplates. Beautiful or not, a |ook at the
sunl i ght through straight glass would have blinded theminside of half a mnute.

Donovan was | ooking at the spring thermonmeter on his wist. "Holy snokes, the tenperature
is eighty centigrade!"

Powel | checked his own and said: "Unmm A little high. Atnosphere, you know. "

"On Mercury? Are you nuts?"

“"Mercury isn't really airless," explained Powell, in absentm nded fashion. He was
adj usting the binocular attachnments to his visiplate, and the bloated fingers of the insosuit were
clumsy at it. "There is a thin exhalation that clings to its surface - vapors of the nore volatile
el ements and conpounds that are heavy enough for Mercurian gravity to retain. You know sel enium
i odi ne, nmercury, gallium potassium bismuth, volatile oxides. The vapors sweep into the shadows
and condense, giving up heat. It's a sort of gigantic still. In fact, if you use your flash,
you'll probably find that the side of the cliff is covered with, say, hoar-sul phur, or naybe
qui cksi | ver dew.

"I't doesn't matter, though. Qur suits can stand a neasly eighty indefinitely."

Powel | had adj usted the binocul ar attachnments, so that he seened as eye-stal ked as a

snail .

Donovan wat ched tensely. "See anything?”

The other did not answer inmediately, and when he did, his voice was anxi ous and
thoughtful . "There's a dark spot on the horizon that nmight be the seleniumpool. It's in the right
pl ace. But | don't see Speedy."

Powel | cl ambered upward in an instinctive striving for better view, till he was standing
i n unsteady fashion upon his robot's shoulders. Legs straddl ed wi de, eyes straining, he said: "I
think... I think- Yes, it's definitely he. He's comng this way."

Donovan foll owed the pointing flnger. He had no binoculars, but there was a tiny noving
dot, black against the blazing brilliance of the crystalline ground.

"I see him" he yelled. "Let's get going!"

Powel | had hopped down into a sitting position on the robot again, and his suited hand
sl apped agai nst the Gargantuan's barrel chest. "Get going!"

"G ddy-ap, " yelled Donovan, and thunped his heels, spur fashion

The robots started off, the regular thudding of their footsteps silent in the airlessness,
for the nonnetallic fabric of the insosuits did not transnmt sound. There was only a rhythmic
vi bration just bel ow the border of actual hearing.

"Faster," yelled Donovan. The rhythm did not change.

"No use," cried Powell, in reply. "These junk heaps are only geared to one speed. Do you
think they' re equi pped with sel ective flexors?”

They had burst through the shadow, and the sunlight came down in a white-hot wash and
poured |iquidly about them

Donovan ducked involuntarily. "Ww 1Is it inmagination or do | feel heat?"

"You'll feel nore presently,"” was the grimreply. "Keep your eye on Speedy."

Robot SPD 13 was near enough to be seen in detail now Hi s graceful, streanm ined body
threw out bl azing highlights as he | oped with easy speed across the broken ground. H s name was
derived fromhis serial initials, of course, but it was apt, nevertheless, for the SPD nodels were
anong the fastest robots turned out by the United States Robot & Mechanical Men Corp

"Hey, Speedy," how ed Donovan, and waved a frantic hand.

"Speedy!" shouted Powell. "Cone here!"

The di stance between the men and the errant robot was being cut down monmentarily - nore by
the efforts of Speedy than the slow plodding of the fifty-year-old anti que nmounts of Donovan and
Powel | .

They were cl ose enough now to notice that Speedy's gait included a peculiar rolling
stagger, a noticeable side-to-side lurch- and then, as Powell waved his hand again and sent
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maxi mum juice into his conpact head-set radio sender, in preparation for another shout, Speedy
| ooked up and saw t hem

Speedy hopped to a halt and rerai ned standing for a moment with just a tiny, unsteady
weave, as though he were swaying in a light w nd.

Powel | yelled: "Al'l right, Speedy. Cone here, boy."

Wher eupon Speedy's robot voice sounded in Powell's ear. phones for the first tine.

It said: "Hot dog, let's play ganes. You catch nme and | catch you; no |ove can cut our
knife in two. For I"'mLittle Buttercup, sweet Little Buttercup. Woops!" Turning on his heel, he
sped off in the direction fromwhich he had come, with a speed and fury that kicked up gouts of
baked dust.

And his last words as he receded into the distance were, "There grew a little flower
‘"neath a great oak tree," followed by a curious netallic clicking that m ght have been a robotic
equi val ent of a hiccup

Donovan said weakly: "Were did he pick up the Glbert and Sullivan? Say, Geg, he... he's
drunk or sonething."

“I'f you hadn't told me," was the bitter response, "I'd never realize it. Let's get back to
the cliff. I'"'mroasting."
It was Powel |l who broke the desperate silence. "In the first place," he said, "Speedy

isn't drunk - not in the hunman sense - because he's a robot, and robots don't get drunk. However,
there's something wong with himwhich is the robotic equival ent of drunkenness"

"To nme, he's drunk," stated Donovan, enphatically, "and all | know is that he thinks we're
pl ayi ng games. And we're not. It's a matter of |life and very gruesone death.™

"Al'l right. Don't hurry ne. Arobot's only a robot. Once we find out what's wong with
him we can fix it and go on."

"Once," said Donovan, sourly.

Powel | ignored him "Speedy is perfectly adapted to nornmal Mercurian environment. But this
region" -and his armswept wide- "is definitely abnormal. There's our clue. Now where do these
crystals cone fronf? They m ght have fornmed froma slowy cooling liquid; but where would you get
liquid so hot that it would cool in Mercury's sun?"

"Vol canic action," suggested Donovan, instantly, and Powell's body tensed.

"Qut of the nouths of sucklings ," he said in a small, strange voice and renained very
still for five m nutes.

Then, he said, "Listen, Mke, what did you say to Speedy when you sent himafter the
sel eni un®”

Donovan was taken aback. "Well damm it- | don't know. | just told himto get it."

"Yes, | know. But how? Try to renenber the exact words."
"I said... uh... | said: 'Speedy, we need sone selenium You can get it such-and-such a place. Go
get it' That's all. Wat nore did you want nme to say?"

"You didn't put any urgency into the order, did you?"

"What for? It was pure routine.”

Powel | sighed. "Well, it can't be hel ped now - but we're in a fine fix." He had di snounted
fromhis robot, and was sitting, back against the cliff. Donovan joined himand they |inked arns:
In the distance the burning sunlight seemed to wait cat-and-nouse for them and just next them
the two giant robots were invisible but for the dull red of their photoelectric eyes that stared
down at them unblinking, unwavering and unconcer ned.

Unconcerned! As was all this poisonous Mercury, as large in jinx as it was small in size

Powel | 's radio voice was tense in Donovan's ear: "Now, |ook, let's start with the three
fundanmental Rul es of Robotics - the three rules that are built nost deeply into a robot's
positronic brain." In the darkness, his gloved fingers ticked off each point.

"We have: One, a robot may not injure a human being, or, through inaction, allow a human
being to come to harm™"

"Right!"

"Two, " continued Powell, "a robot must obey the orders given it by human bei ngs except
where such orders would conflict with the First Law "

"Ri ght"

"And three, a robot nust protect its own existence as |ong as such protection does not
conflict with the First or Second Laws."

"Ri ght! Now where are we?"

"Exactly at the explanation. The conflict between the various rules is ironed out by the
different positronic potentials in the brain. W'll say that a robot is wal king into danger and
knows it. The automatic potential that Rule 3 sets up turns himback. But suppose you order himto
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wal k into that danger. In that case, Rule 2 sets up a counterpotential higher than the previous
one and the robot follows orders at the risk of existence."

"Well, | know that. What about it?"

"Let's take Speedy's case. Speedy is one of the |atest nodels, extrenely specialized, and
as expensive as a battleship. It's not a thing to be lightly destroyed"

" go2"

"So Rule 3 has been strengthened - that was specifically nmentioned, by the way, in the
advance notices on the SPD nodels - so that his allergy to danger is unusually high. At the same
time, when you sent himout after the selenium you gave himhis order casually and wi thout
speci al enphasis, so that the Rule 2 potential set-up was rather weak. Now, hold on; |I'mjust
stating facts."

"All right, go ahead. | think | get it."

"You see how it works, don't you? There's sonme sort of danger centering at the sel enium
pool. It increases as he approaches, and at a certain distance fromit the Rule 3 potenti al
unusually high to start with, exactly balances the Rule 2 potential, unusually lowto start with."

Donovan rose to his feet in excitenent. " And it strikes an equilibrium | see. Rule 3
drives himback and Rule 2 drives himforward-"

"So he follows a circle around the sel enium pool, staying on the |locus of all points of

potential equilibrium And unless we do sonething about it, he'll stay on that circle forever
giving us the good old runaround."” Then, nore thoughtfully: "And that, by the way, is what makes
hi m drunk. At potential equilibrium half the positronic paths of his brain are out of kilter. I'm

not a robot specialist, but that seenms obvious. Probably he's | ost control of just those parts of
his voluntary mechani smthat a human drunk has. Ve-e-ery pretty."”

"But what's the danger? If we knew what he was running from"

"You suggested it. Volcanic action. Sonewhere right above the sel enium pool is a seepage
of gas fromthe bowels of Mercury. Sul phur dioxide, carbon dioxide - and carbon nonoxi de. Lots of
it and at this tenmperature.”

Donovan gul ped audi bly. "Carbon nonoxide plus iron gives the volatile iron carbonyl."

"And a robot," added Powell, "is essentially iron." Then, grimy: "There's nothing |like
deduction. We've deternined everything about our problembut the solution. W can't get the
sel eniumourselves. It's still too far. W can't send these robot horses, because they can't go

t hensel ves, and they can't carry us fast enough to keep us fromcrisping. And we can't catch
Speedy, because the dope thinks we're playing ganes, and he can run sixty nmiles to our four."

"If one of us goes," began Donovan, tentatively, "and comes back cooked, there'll still be
the other."

"Yes," came the sarcastic reply, "it would be a nost tender sacrifice - except that a
person would be in no condition to give orders before he ever reached the pool, and | don't think
the robots would ever turn back to the cliff wi thout orders. Figure it out! We're two or three
mles fromthe pool - call it two - the robot travels at four miles an hour; and we can | ast
twenty minutes in our suits. It isn't only the heat, remenber. Solar radiation out here in the
ultraviolet and bel ow i s poison."

"Unmm" said Donovan, "ten mnutes short."

"As good as an eternity. And another thing. In order for Rule 3 potential to have stopped
Speedy where it did, there nust be an appreciabl e amount of carbon nonoxide in the netal -vapor
at nosphere - and there nust be an appreciable corrosive action therefore. He's been out hours now -
and how do we know when a knee joint, for instance, won't be thrown out of kilter and keel him
over. It's not only a question of thinking - we've got to think fast!"

Deep, dark, dank, dismal silence!

Donovan broke it, voice trenbling in an effort to keep itself enptionless. He said: "As
long as we can't increase Rule 2 potential by giving further orders, how about working the other
way? | f we increase the danger, we increase Rule 3 potential and drive hi mbackward."

Powel | 's visiplate had turned toward himin a silent question.

"You see," cane the cautious explanation, "all we need to do to drive himout of his rut

is to increase the concentration of carbon nonoxide in his vicinity. Well, back at the Station
there's a conplete anal ytical |aboratory."
"Naturally," assented Powell. "It's a Mning Station."

"Al'l right. There nust be pounds of oxalic acid for calciumprecipitations."”

"Holy space! Mke, you're a genius."

"So-so," admitted Donovan, nodestly. "It's just a case of renmenbering that oxalic acid on
heati ng deconposes into carbon dioxide, water, and good ol d carbon nmonoxi de. Coll ege chem you
know. "
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Powel I was on his feet and had attracted the attention of one of the nonster robots by the
si mpl e expedi ent of poundi ng the machine's thigh.

"Hey," he shouted, "can you throw?"

"Mast er ?"

"Never mnd." Powell damed the robot's nol asses-slow brain. He scrabbled up a jagged
brick-size rock. "take this," he said, "and hit the patch of bluish crystals just across the
crooked fissure. You see it?"

Donovan pull ed at his shoulder. "Too far, Greg. It's alnpbst half a nmle off."

"Quiet," replied Powell. "It's a case of Mercurian gravity and a steel throwing arm
Watch, will you?"

The robot's eyes were neasuring the distance with machinely accurate stereoscopy. His arm
adjusted itself to the weight of the mssile and drew back. In the darkness, the robot's notions
went unseen, but there was a sudden thunping sound as he shifted his weight, and seconds later the
rock flew blackly into the sunlight. There was no air resistance to slowit down, nor wind to turn
it aside - and when it hit the ground it threw up crystals precisely in the center of the "blue
patch."

Powel | yelled happily and shouted, "Let's go back after the oxalic acid, Mke."

And as they plunged into the ruined substation on the way back to the tunnels, Donovan
said grimy: "Speedy's been hangi ng about on this side of the sel enium pool, ever since we chased
after him Did you see hinP"

"Yes."

"I guess he wants to play ganmes. Well, we'll play himganes!"”

They were back hours later, with three-liter jars of the white chemical and a pair of |ong
faces. The photo-cell banks were deteriorating nore rapidly than had seened |likely. The two
steered their robots into the sunlight and toward the waiting Speedy in silence and with grim
pur pose.

Speedy gal | oped slowy toward them "Here we are again. Wee! I've made a little list, the
pi ano organi st; all people who eat peppernmint and puff it in your face."

"We'll puff something in your face," nuttered Donovan. "He's linping, Geg."

"I noticed that," came the low, worried response. "The nmonoxide'll get himyet, if we
don't hurry.”

They were approachi ng cautiously now, alnobst sidling, to refrain fromsetting off the
thoroughly irrational robot. Powel|l was too far off to tell, of course, but even already he could

have sworn the crack-brai ned Speedy was setting hinmself for a spring.

"Let her go," he gasped. "Count three!l One- two-"

Two steel arns drew back and snapped forward simultaneously and two glass jars whirled
forward in towering parallel arcs, gleamng |ike dianonds in the inpossible sun. And in a pair of
soundl ess puffs, they hit the ground behind Speedy in crashes that sent the oxalic acid flying
i ke dust.

In the full heat of Mercury's sun, Powell knew it was fizzing |ike soda water.

Speedy turned to stare, then backed away fromit slowy - and as slowy gathered speed. In
fifteen seconds, he was leaping directly toward the two humans in an unsteady canter.

Powel | did not get Speedy's words just then, though he heard sonething that resenbl ed,
"Lover's professions when uttered in Hessians."

He turned away. "Back to the cliff, Mke. He's out of the rut and he'll be taking orders
now. |'mgetting hot."

They jogged toward the shadow at the sl ow nonotonous pace of their nounts, and it was not
until they had entered it and felt the sudden cool ness settle softly about themthat Donovan
| ooked back. "Greg!"

Powel | | ooked and al nost shrieked. Speedy was nmoving slowy now -so slowy- and in the
wong direction. He was drifting; drifting back into his rut; and he was picking up speed. He
| ooked dreadfully close, and dreadfully unreachable, in the binoculars.

Donovan shouted wildly, "After him" and thunped his robot into its pace, but Powel
cal l ed hi m back.

"You won't catch him Mke - it's no use." He fidgeted on his robot's shoul ders and
clenched his fist in tight inpotence. "Way the devil do | see these things five seconds after it's
all over? Mke, we've wasted hours."

"We need nore oxalic acid," declared Donovan, stolidly. "The concentration wasn't high
enough. "

"Seven tons of it wouldn't have been enough - and we haven't the hours to spare to get it,
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even if it were, with the nonoxi de chewing himaway. Don't you see what it is, Mke?"
And Donovan said flatly, "No."
"W were only establishing new equilibriuns. When we create new nonoxi de and increase Rule

3 potential, he noves backward till he's in balance again - and when the nonoxide drifted away, he
nmoved forward, and again there was bal ance."
Powel | ' s voi ce sounded thoroughly wetched. "It's the sanme old runaround. W can push at

Rule 2 and pull at Rule 3 and we can't get anywhere - we can only change the position of bal ance
We've got to get outside both rules.” And then he pushed his robot closer to Donovan's so that
they were sitting face to face, dimshadows in the darkness, and he whi spered, "M ke!"

"I's it the finish?"-dully. "I suppose we go back to the Station, wait for the banks to
fold, shake hands, take cyanide, and go out |ike gentlenen." He | aughed shortly.

"M ke," repeated Powell earnestly, "we've got to get Speedy."

"I know. "

"M ke," once nore, and Powell hesitated before continuing. "There's always Rule 1.
thought of it -earlier- but it's desperate.”

Donovan | ooked up and his voice livened. "W're desperate.”

"Al'l right. According to Rule 1, a robot can't see a human cone to harm because of his own
inaction. Two and 3 can't stand against it. They can't, Mke."

"Even when the robot is half cra- Well, he's drunk. You know he is."

"It's the chances you take."

"Cut it. What are you going to do?"

"I"mgoing out there now and see what Rule 1 will do. If it won't break the bal ance, then
what the devil - it's either now or three-four days from now "

"Hold on, Greg. There are human rul es of behavior, too. You don't go out there just |ike
that. Figure out a lottery, and give nme nmy chance."

"Al'l right. First to get the cube of fourteen goes." And al nost inmediately, "Twenty-seven
forty-four!”

Donovan felt his robot stagger at a sudden push by Powell's mount and then Powell was off
into the sunlight. Donovan opened his nouth to shout, and then clicked it shut. O course, the
damm fool had worked out the cube of fourteen in advance, and on purpose. Just like him

The sun was hotter than ever and Powell felt a maddening itch in the small of his back
| magi nation, probably, or perhaps hard radiati on beginning to tell even through the insosuit.

Speedy was watching him wi thout a word of G lbert and Sullivan gibberish as greeting
Thank God for that! But he daren't get too cl ose.

He was three hundred yards away when Speedy began backing, a step at a time, cautiously -
and Powel | stopped. He junped fromhis robot's shoulders and | anded on the crystalline ground with
a light thunp and a flying of jagged fragnents.

He proceeded on foot, the ground gritty and slippery to his steps, the |low gravity causing
himdifficulty. The soles of his feet tickled with warmh. He cast one gl ance over his shoul der at
t he bl ackness of the cliff's shadow and realized that he had come too far to return - either by
hinsel f or by the help of his antique robot. It was Speedy or nothing now, and the know edge of
that constricted his chest.

Far enough! He st opped.

"Speedy, " he called. "Speedy!"

The sl eek, nmodern robot ahead of himhesitated and halted his backward steps, then resuned
t hem

Powel|l tried to put a note of pleading into his voice, and found it didn't take nuch
acting. "Speedy, |'ve got to get back to the shadow or the sun'll get ne. It's |ife or death,
Speedy. | need you."

Speedy took one step forward and stopped. He spoke, but at the sound Powel | groaned, for
it was, "Wen you're |lying awake with a disnal headache and repose is tabooed-" It trailed off
there, and Powell took time out for some reason to murnur, "lolanthe."

It was roasting hot! He caught a novenment out of the corner of his eye, and whirled
dizzily; then stared in utter astonishment, for the nonstrous robot on which he had ridden was
moving - noving toward him and wi thout a rider.

He was tal king: "Pardon, Master. | nust not nove without a Master upon ne, but you are in
danger. "

O course, Rule 1 potential above everything. But he didn't want that clunmsy antique; he
want ed Speedy. He wal ked away and notioned frantically: "I order you to stay away. | order you to
stop!"
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It was quite useless. You could not beat Rule 1 potential. The robot said stupidly, "You
are in danger, Master."

Powel | | ooked about him desperately. He couldn't see clearly. H's brain was in a heated
whirl; his breath scorched when he breathed, and the ground all about himwas a shi mering haze.

He called a last tine, desperately: "Speedy! |'mdying, damm you! Were are you? Speedy,
need you."

He was still stumbling backward in a blind effort to get away fromthe giant robot he

didn't want, when he felt steel fingers on his arms, and a worried, apologetic voice of netallic
tinbre in his ears.
"Holy snokes, boss; what are you doing here? And what am | doing- |I'mso confused-"
“"Never mnd," nmurnured Powell, weakly. "Get me to the shadow of the cliff - and hurry!"
There was one |last feeling of being lifted into the air and a sensation of rapid notion and
burni ng heat, and he passed out.
He woke wi th Donovan bendi ng over himand smiling anxiously. "How are you, G eg?"
"Finel" came the response. "Were's Speedy?"

"Right here. | sent himout to one of the other seleniumpools - with orders to get that
seleniumat all cost this time. He got it back in forty-two mnutes and three seconds. | tined
him He still hasn't finished apol ogi zing for the runaround he gave us. He's scared to cone near
you for fear of what you'll say."

"Drag himover," ordered Powell. "It wasn't his fault.” He held out a hand and gri pped
Speedy's nmetal paw. "It's O K., Speedy." Then, to Donovan, "You know, M ke, | was just thinking-"

"Yes!"

"Well," -he rubbed his face - the air was so delightfully cool, "you know t hat when we get

things set up here and Speedy put through his Field Tests, they're going to send us to the Space
Stations next-"

"Nol "

"Yes! At least that's what old lady Calvin told ne just before we left, and | didn't say
anyt hi ng about it, because |I was going to fight the whole idea.™

"Fight it?" cried Donovan. "But ----"

"I know. It's all right with ne now Two hundred seventy-three degrees Centigrade bel ow
zero. Wn't it be a pleasure?”

"Space Station," said Donovan, "here | cone."

Reason

HALF A YEAR LATER, THE BOYS HAD CHANGED their mnds. The flane of a giant sun had given
way to the soft blackness of space but external variations nmean little in the business of checking
t he wor ki ngs of experinmental robots. Watever the background, one is face to face with an
i nscrutable positronic brain, which the slide-rule geniuses say should work thus-and-so.

Except that they don't. Powell and Donovan found that out after they had been on the
Station less than two weeks.

Gregory Powel | spaced his words for enphasis, "One week ago, Donovan and | put you
together." His brows furrowed doubtfully and he pulled the end of his brown nustache.

It was quiet in the officer's roomon Solar Station #5 - except for the soft purring of
the mghty Beam Director sonewhere far bel ow

Robot Qr-1 sat inmovable. The burni shed plates of his body gleaned in the Luxites and the
glowing red of the photoelectric cells that were his eyes, were fixed steadily upon the Earthman
at the other side of the table.

Powel | repressed a sudden attack of nerves. These robots possessed peculiar brains. On,
the three Laws of Robotics held. They had to. Al of U S. Robots, from Robertson hinself to the
new fl oor-sweeper, would insist on that. So Qr-1 was safe!l And yet the QT nodels were the first of
their kind, and this was the first of the QI's. Mathematical squiggles on paper were not always
the nost conforting protection against robotic fact.

Finally, the robot spoke. His voice carried the cold tinbre inseparable froma netallic
di aphragm "Do you realize the seriousness of such a statenent, Powell ?"

"Somet hi ng made you, Cutie," pointed out Powell. "You admit yourself that your nenory
seens to spring full-grown from an absol ute bl ankness of a week ago. |'mgiving you the
expl anati on. Donovan and | put you together fromthe parts shipped us."

Cutie gazed upon his long, supple fingers in an oddly human attitude of mystification, "It
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strikes me that there should be a nore satisfactory explanation than that. For you to make ne
seens i nprobable.”

The Eart hman | aughed quite suddenly, "In Earth's nanme, why?"

"Call it intuition. That's all it is so far. But | intend to reason it out, though. A
chain of valid reasoning can end only with the determination of truth, and I'Il stick till | get
there."

Powel | stood up and seated hinself at the table's edge next to the robot. He felt a sudden
strong synpathy for this strange machine. It was not at all like the ordinary robot, attending to
his specialized task at the station with the intensity of a deeply ingrooved positronic path.

He placed a hand upon Cutie's steel shoulder and the nmetal was cold and hard to the touch

"Cutie," he said, "I'mgoing to try to explain sonething to you. You're the first robot
who's ever exhibited curiosity as to his own existence - and | think the first that's really
intelligent enough to understand the world outside. Here, cone with ne."

The robot rose erect snmoothly and his thickly sponge-rubber soled feet made no noi se as he
foll owed Powel|l. The Earthnman touched a button and a square section of the wall flickered aside.
The thick, clear glass reveal ed space - starspeckl ed.

"I've seen that in the observation ports in the engine room" said Cutie.

"I know," said Powell. "Wat do you think it is?"
"Exactly what it seems - a black material just beyond this glass that is spotted with
little gleam ng dots. | know that our director sends out beans to sone of these dots, always to

the sane ones - and al so that these dots shift and that the beans shift with them That is all."

"Good! Now I want you to listen carefully. The bl ackness is enptinessvast enptiness
stretching out infinitely. The little, gleaning dots are huge nasses of energy-filled matter. They
are gl obes, some of themmnillions of mles in dianmeterand for conparison, this station is only one
m | e across. They seem so tiny because they are incredibly far off.

"The dots to which our energy beams are directed, are nearer and nuch snaller. They are
cold and hard and human beings like nyself live upon their surfaces - many billions of them It is
fromone of these worlds that Donovan and I cone. Qur beans feed these worlds energy drawn from
one of those huge incandescent gl obes that happens to be near us. W call that gl obe the Sun and
it is on the other side of the station where you can't see it."

Cutie remained notionless before the port, like a steel statue. Hi s head did not turn as
he spoke, "Wich particular dot of light do you claimto come fronP"

Powel | searched, "There it is. The very bright one in the corner. W call it Earth." He
grinned. "Good old Earth. There are three billions of us there, Cutie - and in about two weeks

I'"1l be back there with thenf

And then, surprisingly enough, Cutie humed abstractedly. There was no tune to it, but it
possessed a curious twanging quality as of plucked strings. It ceased as suddenly as it had begun
"But where do | cone in, Powell? You haven't explained ny existence."

"The rest is sinple. Wen these stations were first established to feed solar energy to
the planets, they were run by humans. However, the heat, the hard solar radiations, and the
el ectron storns nade the post a difficult one. Robots were devel oped to replace human | abor and
now only two human executives are required for each station. W are trying to replace even those,
and that's where you cone in. You' re the highest type of robot ever devel oped and if you show the
ability to run this station independently, no human need ever cone here again except to bring
parts for repairs.”

H s hand went up and the nmetal visi-lid snapped back into place. Powell|l returned to the
tabl e and polished an apple upon his sleeve before biting into it.

The red glow of the robot's eyes held him "Do you expect nme," said Cutie slowy, "to
bel i eve any such conplicated, inplausible hypothesis as you have just outlined? What do you take
me for?"

Powel | sputtered apple fragnents onto the table and turned red. "Wy dam you, it wasn't a
hypot hesi s. Those were facts"

Cutie sounded grim "d obes of energy millions of mles across! Worlds with three billion
humans on theml Infinite enptiness! Sorry, Powell, but | don't believe it. I'Il puzzle this thing
out for mnyself. Good-by."

He turned and stal ked out of the room He brushed past M chael Donovan on the threshold
with a grave nod and passed down the corridor, oblivious to the astounded stare that followed him

M ke Donovan runpled his red hair and shot an annoyed gl ance at Powell, "What was t hat
wal ki ng junk yard tal ki ng about? What doesn't he believe?"

The other dragged at his nmustache bitterly. "He's a skeptic," was the bitter response. "He
doesn't believe we nade himor that Earth exists or space or stars."
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"Sizzling Saturn, we've got a lunatic robot on our hands."
"He says he's going to figure it ail out for himself."

"Well, now," said Donovan sweetly, "I do hope he'll condescend to explain it all to ne
after he's puzzled everything out" Then, with sudden rage, "Listen! If that netal ness gives ne
any lip like that, 1'll knock that chromumcraniumright off its torso."

He seated hinself with a jerk and drew a paper-backed nystery novel out of his inner
j acket pocket, "That robot gives nme the willies anyway - too damed inquisitive!"

M ke Donovan growl ed from behind a huge | ettuce-and-tomato sandwi ch as Cutie knocked
gently and entered.

"I's Powell here?"

Donovan's voi ce was nmuffled, with pauses for mmstication, "He's gathering data on
el ectronic stream functions. W're heading for a storm |ooks like."

Gregory Powel|l entered as he spoke, eyes on the graphed paper in his hands, and dropped
into a chair. He spread the sheets out before himand began scribbling cal cul ati ons. Donovan
stared over his shoulder, crunching lettuce and dribbling bread crunbs. Cutie waited silently.

Powel | | ooked up, "The Zeta Potential is rising, but slowmy. Just the sane, the stream
functions are erratic and | don't know what to expect. Ch, hello, Cutie. | thought you were
supervising the installation of the new drive bar."

"It's done,"” said the robot quietly, "and so |I've cone to have a talk with the two of you"

"Ch!" Powel |l | ooked unconfortable. "Well, sit down. No, not that chair. One of the legs is
weak and you're no |ightweight."

The robot did so and said placidly, "I have conme to a decision."

Donovan gl owered and put the remmants of his sandwi ch aside. "If it's on any of that
screwy-"

The other notioned inpatiently for silence, "Go ahead, Cutie. W're listening."

"I have spent these last two days in concentrated introspection,” said Cutie, "and the
results have been nobst interesting. | began at the one sure assunption | felt permtted to nmake.
I, nyself, exist, because | think-"

Powel | groaned, "Ch, Jupiter, a robot Descartes!"”

"Who' s Descartes?" denmanded Donovan. "Listen, do we have to sit here and listen to this
metal mani ac-"

"Keep quiet, Mke!"

Cutie continued inperturbably, "And the question that inmredi ately arose was: Just what is
the cause of ny existence?"

Powell's jaw set lunpily. "You're being foolish. |I told you already that we rmade you."
"And if you don't believe us," added Donovan, "we'll gladly take you apart!"
The robot spread his strong hands in a deprecatory gesture, "I accept nothing on

authority. A hypothesis nust be backed by reason, or else it is worthless - and it goes agai nst
all the dictates of logic to suppose that you nmade ne."

Powel | dropped a restraining arm upon Donovan's suddenly bunched fist. "Just why do you
say that?"

Cutie laughed. It was a very inhuman | augh - the nobst nmachine-1ike utterance he had yet
given vent to. It was sharp and expl osive, as regular as a netronone and as uninfl ected.

"Look at you," he said finally. "I say this in no spirit of contenpt, but |ook at you! The
material you are nade of is soft and flabby, |acking endurance and strength, depending for energy
upon the inefficient oxidation of organic material - like that." He pointed a disapproving finger

at what remai ned of Donovan's sandwi ch. "Periodically you pass into a coma and the |east variation
in tenperature, air pressure, humdity, or radiation intensity inpairs your efficiency. You are
_makeshi ft_.

"I, on the other hand, ama finished product. | absorb electrical energy directly and
utilize it with an al nost one hundred percent efficiency. | am conposed of strong netal, am
continuously conscious, and can stand extremes of environment easily. These are facts which, with
the sel f-evident proposition that no being can create another being superior to itself, smashes
your silly hypothesis to nothing."

Donovan's nmuttered curses rose into intelligibility as he sprang to his feet, rusty
eyebrows drawn low. "All right, you son of a hunk of iron ore, if we didn't nake you, who di d?"

Cuti e nodded gravely. "Very good, Donovan. That was indeed the next question. Evidently mny
creator must be nore powerful than nyself and so there was only one possibility."

The Eart hnen | ooked bl ank and Cutie continued, "Wat is the center of activities here in
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the station? What do we all serve? What absorbs all our attention?" He waited expectantly.

Donovan turned a startled | ook upon his companion. "I'Il bet this tinplated screwball is
tal ki ng about the Energy Converter itself.”

"I's that right, Cutie?" grinned Powell.

"I amtal king about the Master," cane the cold, sharp answer.

It was the signal for a roar of laughter from Donovan, and Powel| hinself dissolved into a
hal f - suppressed gi ggl e.

Cutie had risen to his feet and his gl eam ng eyes passed fromone Earthman to the other
"It is so just the sane and | don't wonder that you refuse to believe. You two are not long to

stay here, I'msure. Powell hinself said that at first only nmen served the Master; that there
foll owed robots for the routine work; and, finally, nyself for the executive |labor. The facts are
no doubt true, but the explanation entirely illogical. Do you want the truth behind it all?"

"CGo ahead, Cutie. You're amnusing."

"The Master created humans first as the | owest type, nost easily forned. G adually, he
repl aced them by robots, the next higher step, and finally he created nme; to take the place of the
| ast humans. From now on, | serve the Master."

“"You'll do nothing of the sort," said Powell sharply. "You'll follow our orders and keep
quiet, until we're satisfied that you can run the Converter. Get that! The Converter - not the
Master. If you don't satisfy us, you will be dismantled. And now -if you don't mind- you can
| eave. And take this data with you and file it properly."

Cutie accepted the graphs handed himand left w thout another word. Donovan | eaned back
heavily in his chair and shoved thick fingers through his hair.

"There's going to be trouble with that robot. He's pure nuts!"

The drowsy hum of the Converter is louder in the control roomand mxed with it is the
chuckl e of the Geiger Counters and the erratic buzzing of half a dozen little signal |ights.

Donovan withdrew his eye fromthe tel escope and flashed the Luxites on. "The beam from
Station #4 caught Mars on schedule. W can break ours now. "

Powel | nodded abstractedly. "Cutie's down in the engine room |'Il flash the signal and he
can take care of it. Look, Mke, what do you think of these figures?"

The ot her cocked an eye at them and whistled. "Boy, that's what | call ganma-ray
intensity. dd Sol is feeling his oats, all right."

"Yeah," was the sour response, "and we're in a bad position for an electron storm too.

Qur Earth beamis right in the probable path." He shoved his chair away fromthe table pettishly.
"Nuts! If it would only hold off till relief got here, but that's ten days off. Say, Mke, go on
down and keep an eye on Cutie, will you?"

"O K. Throw nme sone of those al nonds.'
the el evator.

It slid snoothly downward, and opened onto a narrow catwal k in the huge engi ne room
Donovan | eaned over the railing and | ooked down. The huge generators were in notion and fromthe L-
tubes canme the | owpitched whir that pervaded the entire station

He coul d make out Cutie's large, gleanming figure at the Martian L-tube, watching closely
as the team of robots worked in close-knit unison.

And t hen Donovan stiffened. The robots, dwarfed by the mghty L-tube, lined up before it,
heads bowed at a stiff angle, while Cutie wal ked up and down the line slowy. Fifteen seconds
passed, and then, with a clank heard above the clanorous purring all about, they fell to their
knees.

He snatched at the bag thrown hi mand headed for

Donovan squawked and raced down the narrow staircase. He canme chargi ng down upon them
conpl exi on mat ching his hair and clenched fists beating the air furiously.

"What the devil is this, you brainless |unps? Come on! Get busy with that L-tube! If you
don't have it apart, cleaned, and together again before the day is out, |I'll coagul ate your brains
with alternating current."

Not a robot noved!

Even Cutie at the far end - the only one on his feet - renmained silent, eyes fixed upon
the gl oony recesses of the vast machine before him

Donovan shoved hard agai nst the nearest robot.

"Stand up!" he roared.

Slowy, the robot obeyed. Hi s photoel ectric eyes focused reproachfully upon the Earthman.

"There is no Master but the Master," he said, "and QI-1 is his prophet."

"Huh?" Donovan became aware of twenty pairs of mechanical eyes fixed upon himand twenty
stiff-tinbred voi ces declainng sol emmly:
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"There is no Master but the Master and QI-1 is his prophet!"”
"I"'mafraid,” put in Cutie hinself at this point, "that ny friends obey a higher one than

you, now.

"The hell they do! You get out of here. I'll settle with you later and with these ani mated
gadgets right now "

Cutie shook his heavy head slowy. "lI'msorry, but you don't understand. These are robots -
and that neans they are reasoni ng beings. They recognize the Master, now that | have preached
Truth to them All the robots do. They call me the prophet." H s head drooped. "I am unworthy -
but perhaps-"

Donovan | ocated his breath and put it to use. "lIs that so? Now, isn't that nice? Now,

isn't that just fine? Just let nme tell you sonething, ny brass baboon. There isn't any Mster and
there isn't any prophet and there isn't any question as to who's giving the orders. Understand?"
Hi s voice shot to a roar. "Now, get out!"

"I obey only the Master."

"Damm the Master!" Donovan spat at the L-tube. "That for the Master! Do as | say!"

Cutie said nothing, nor did any other robot, but Donovan becane aware of a sudden
hei ght eni ng of tension. The cold, staring eyes deepened their crinmson, and Cutie seened stiffer
t han ever.

"Sacrilege," he whispered - voice netallic with enotion.

Donovan felt the first sudden touch of fear as Cutie approached. A robot could not fee
anger - but Cutie's eyes were unreadable.

"I am sorry, Donovan," said the robot, "but you can no |onger stay here after this.
Henceforth Powel|l and you are barred fromthe control roomand the engine room"

H s hand gestured quietly and in a noment two robots had pinned Donovan's arnms to his
si des.

Donovan had tinme for one startled gasp as he felt hinself lifted fromthe fl oor and
carried up the stairs at a pace rather better than a canter

Gregory Powell raced up and down the officer's room fist tightly balled. He cast a | ook
of furious frustration at the closed door and scow ed bitterly at Donovan

"Why the devil did you have to spit at the L-tube?"

M ke Donovan, sunk deep in his chair, slamed at its arnms savagely. "What did you expect
me to do with that electrified scarecrow? |'mnot going to knuckle under to any do-jigger | put
t oget her nysel f."

“"No," came back sourly, "but here you are in the officer's roomwith tw robots standing
guard at the door. That's not knuckling under, is it?"

Donovan snarled. "Wait till we get back to Base. Someone's going to pay for this. Those
robots nust obey us. It's the Second Law. "

"What's the use of saying that? They aren't obeying us. And there's probably sone reason

for it that we'll figure out too late. By the way, do you know what's going to happen to us when
we get back to Base?" He stopped before Donovan's chair and stared savagely at him
"What ?"

"Ch, nothing! Just back to Mercury Mnes for twenty years. Or maybe Ceres Penitentiary."

"What are you tal king about?"

"The el ectron stormthat's com ng up. Do you know it's headi ng strai ght dead center across
the Earth bean? | had just figured that out when that robot dragged ne out of ny chair."

Donovan was suddenly pale. "Sizzling Saturn."

"And do you know what's going to happen to the beam - because the stormwill be a lulu.
It's going to junp like a flea with the itch. Wth only Cutie at the controls, it's going to go
out of focus and if it does, Heaven help Earth - and us!"

Donovan was wenching at the door wildly, when Powell was only half through. The door
opened, and the Earthman shot through to cone up hard agai nst an i movabl e steel arm

The robot stared abstractedly at the panting, struggling Earthman. "The Prophet orders you
to remain. Please do!" H s arm shoved, Donovan reel ed backward, and as he did so, Cutie turned the
corner at the far end of the corridor. He notioned the guardian robots away, entered the officer's
room and cl osed the door gently.

Donovan whirled on Cutie in breathless indignation. "This has gone far enough. You're
going to pay for this farce."

"Pl ease, don't be annoyed," replied the robot nmildly. "It was bound to cone eventually,
anyway. You see, you two have | ost your function."

"I beg your pardon," Powell drew hinself up stiffly. "Just what do you nean, we've | ost
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our function?"

"Until | was created," answered Cube, "you tended the Master. That privilege is mne now
and your only reason for existence has vanished. Isn't that obvious?"

"Not quite,"” replied Powell bitterly, "but what do you expect us to do now?"

Cutie did not answer inmrediately. He renmamined silent, as if in thought, and then one arm
shot out and draped itself about Powell's shoul der. The ot her grasped Donovan's wist and drew him
cl oser.

"I like you two. You're inferior creatures, with poor reasoning faculties, but | really
feel a sort of affection for you. You have served the Master well, and he will reward you for
that. Now that your service is over, you will probably not exist nmuch |onger, but as |long as you
do, you shall be provided food, clothing and shelter, so |long as you stay out of the control room
and t he engi ne room"

"He's pensioning us off, Geg!" yelled Donovan. "Do sonething about it. It's humliating!"

"Look here, Cutie, we can't stand for this. We're the bosses. This station is only a
creation of human beings like me - human beings that Iive on Earth and other planets. This is only
an energy relay. You're only - Aw, nuts!"

Cutie shook his head gravely. "This anpunts to an obsession. Wy should you insist so on
an absolutely false view of life? Admtted that non-robots | ack the reasoning faculty, there is

still the problemof-"
His voice died into reflective silence, and Donovan said with whispered intensity, "If you
only had a fl esh-and-bl ood face, | would break it in."

Powel | 's fingers were in his nmustache and his eyes were slitted. "Listen, Cutie, if there
is no such thing as Earth, how do you account for what you see through a tel escope?"

"Pardon ne!l"

The Earthman smiled. "I've got you, eh? You ve nade quite a few tel escopi c observations
since being put together, Cutie. Have you noticed that several of those specks of |ight outside
becone di sks when so vi ewed?"

"Ch, that! Wy certainly. It is sinple magnification - for the purpose of nore exact
ai m ng of the beam"

"Why aren't the stars equally magnified then?"

"You nean the other dots. Wll, no beans go to them so no magnification is necessary.

Real Iy, Powell, even you ought to be able to figure these things out."

Powel | stared bl eakly upward. "But you see nore stars through a tel escope. Wiere do they
come fron? Junping Jupiter, where do they conme fron"

Cutie was annoyed. "Listen, Powell, do you think I'mgoing to waste ny tine trying to pin
physical interpretations upon every optical illusion of our instruments? Since when is the
evi dence of our senses any match for the clear light of rigid reason?"

"Look," clanored Donovan, suddenly, withing out fromunder Cutie's friendly, but netal-
heavy arm "let's get to the nub of the thing. Wiy the beans at all? W're giving you a good,
| ogi cal explanation. Can you do better?"

"The beanms,"” was the stiff reply, "are put out by the Master for his own purposes. There
are some things" - he raised his eyes devoutly upward "that are not to be probed into by us. In
this matter, | seek only to serve and not to question.”

Powel| sat down slowly and buried his face in shaking hands. "Get out of here, Cutie. Get
out and let ne think."

“I'"l1l send you food," said Cutie agreeably.

A groan was the only answer and the robot |eft.

"Greg," was Donovan's huskily whispered observation, "this calls for strategy. W' ve got
to get himwhen he isn't expecting it and shortcircuit him Concentrated nitric acid in his joints-

"Don't be a dope, Mke. Do you suppose he's going to let us get near himwith acid in our
hands? W've got to talk to him | tell you. W' ve got to argue himinto letting us back into the
control roominside of forty-eight hours or our goose is broiled to a crisp.”

He rocked back and forth in an agony of inpotence. "Wo the heck wants to argue with a
robot? It's... it's-"

"Mortifying,"” finished Donovan

"Worse! "
"Say!" Donovan | aughed suddenly. "Wy argue? Let's show him Let's build us another robot
right before his eyes. He'll have to eat his words then."

A slowy widening smle appeared on Powel|'s face.
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Donovan continued, "And think of that screwball's face when he sees us do it?"

Robots are, of course, manufactured on Earth, but their shipnment through apace is much
simpler if it can be done in parts to be put together at their place of use. It also,
incidentally, elimnates the possibility of robots, in conplete adjustnment, wandering off while

still on Earth and thus bringing U S. Robots face to face with the strict |aws agai nst robots on
Eart h.

Still, it placed upon nmen such as Powel|l and Donovan the necessity of synthesis of
conpl ete robots, - a grievous and conplicated task

Powel | and Donovan were never so aware of that fact as upon that particular day when, in
the assenmbly room they undertook to create a robot under the watchful eyes of QI 1, Prophet of
the Master.

The robot in question, a sinmple MC nodel, lay upon the table, alnost conplete. Three
hours' work left only the bead undone, and Powel| paused to swab his forehead and gl anced
uncertainly at Cutie.

The gl ance was not a reassuring one. For three hours, Cutie had sat, speechless and
noti onl ess, and his face, inexpressive at all times, was now absol utely unreadabl e.

Powel| groaned. "Let's get the brain in now, Mke!"

Donovan uncapped the tightly sealed container and fromthe oil bath within he withdrew a
second cube. Opening this in turn, he renoved a globe fromits sponge-rubber casing.

He handled it gingerly, for it was the nost conplicated nmechani smever created by man.
Inside the thin platinunplated "skin" of the globe was a positronic brain, in whose delicately
unstabl e structure were enforced cal cul ated neuroni c paths, which i mbued each robot wi th what
anounted to a pre-natal education.

It fitted snugly into the cavity in the skull of the robot on the table. Blue netal closed
over it and was welded tightly by the tiny atomc flare. Photoelectric eyes were attached
carefully, screwed tightly into place and covered by thin, transparent sheets of steel-hard
pl astic.

The robot awaited only the vitalizing flash of high-voltage electricity, and Powell paused
with his hand on the switch.

"Now watch this, Cutie. Watch this carefully.”

The switch ramred honme and there was a crackling hum The two Eart hnen bent anxiously over
their creation.

There was vague notion only at the outset - a twitching of the joints. The bead lifted,
el bows propped it up, and the MC nodel swung clunsily off the table. Its footing was unsteady and
twi ce abortive grating sounds were all it could do in the direction of speech

Finally, its voice, uncertain and hesitant, took form "I would like to start work. Where
nmust | go?"

Donovan sprang to the door. "Down these stairs,"” he said. "You will be told what to do."

The MC nodel was gone and the two Earthmen were alone with the still unnmoving Cutie.
"Well," said Powell, grinning, "now do you believe that we made you?"
Cutie's answer was curt and final. "No!" he said.

Powell's grin froze and then rel axed sl oW y. Donovan's nouth dropped open and renai ned so.

"You see," continued Cutie, easily, "you have nmerely put together parts already made. You
did remarkably well -instinct, | suppose- but you didn't really create the robot. The parts were
created by the Master."

"Listen," gasped Donovan hoarsely, "those parts were manufactured back on Earth and sent
here. "

"Well, well,"” replied Cutie soothingly, "we won't argue."

"No, | nean it." The Earthman sprang forward and grasped the robot's netal arm "If you
were to read the books in the library, they could explain it so that there could be no possible
doubt . "

"The books? |'ve read them- all of theml They're npbst ingenious."

Powel | broke in suddenly. "If you've read them what else is there to say? You can't
di spute their evidence. You just can't!"
There was pity in Cutie's voice. "Please, Powell, | certainly don't consider thema valid

source of information. They, too, were created by the Master - and were neant for you, not for
me. "

"How do you make that out?" denmanded Powel |

"Because |, a reasoning being, am capable of deducing Truth froma priori Causes. You
being intelligent, but unreasoning, need an expl anation of existence supplied to you, and this the
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Master did. That he supplied you with these | aughable ideas of far-off worlds and people is, no
doubt, for the best. Your mnds are probably too coarsely grained for absolute Truth. However,

since it is the Master's will that you believe your books, I won't argue with you any nore."

As he left, he turned, and said in a kindly tone, "But don't feel badly. In the Master's
schene of things there is roomfor all. You poor hunans have your place and though it is hunble,
you will be rewarded if you fill it well."

He departed with a beatific air suiting the Prophet of the Master and the two hunans
avoi ded each other's eyes.

Finally Powell spoke with an effort. "Let's go to bed, Mke. | give up."

Donovan said in a hushed voice, "Say, Geg, you don't suppose he's right about all this,
do you? He sounds so confident that [|-"

Powel I whirled on him "Don't be a fool. You'd find out whether Earth exists when relief
gets here next week and we have to go back to face the nmusic."

"Then, for the love of Jupiter, we've got to do sonething." Donovan was half in tears. "He
doesn't believe us, or the books, or his eyes."

"No," said Powell bitterly, "he's a reasoning robot - dam it. He believes only reason
and there's one trouble with that-" Hs voice trailed away.

"What's that?" pronpted Donovan.

"You can prove anything you want by coldly |ogical reason - if you pick the proper
postul ates. W have ours and Cutie has his."

"Then let's get at those postulates in a hurry. The storm s due tonorrow. "

Powel | sighed wearily. "That's where everything falls down. Postul ates are based on
assunption and adhered to by faith. Nothing in the Universe can shake them 1'm going to bed."

"Ch, hell! | can't sleep!"

"Neither can 1! But | mght as well try - as a natter of principle.”

Twel ve hours later, sleep was still just that -a matter of principle, unattainable in
practice.

The storm had arrived ahead of schedul e, and Donovan's florid face drained of blood as he
poi nted a shaking finger. Powell, stubble-jawed and dry-1lipped, stared out the port and pulled

desperately at his nustache

Under other circunstances, it mght have been a beautiful sight. The stream of hi gh-speed
el ectrons inpingi ng upon the energy beam fluoresced into ultra-spicules of intense |light. The beam
stretched out into shrinking nothingness, a-glitter with dancing, shining notes.

The shaft of energy was steady, but the two Earthmen knew the val ue of naked-eyed
appearances. Deviations in arc of a hundredth of a nillisecond -invisible to the eye- were enough
to send the beamwi ldly out of focus - enough to blast hundreds of square miles of Earth into
i ncandescent ruin.

And a robot, unconcerned with beam focus, or Earth, or anything but his Master was at the
control s.

Hours passed. The Earthmen watched in hypnotized silence. And then the darting dotlets of
Iight di med and went out. The storm had ended.

Powel | 's voice was flat. "It's over!"

Donovan had fallen into a troubled slunber and Powel|'s weary eyes rested upon him
enviously. The signal -flash glared over and over again, but the Earthman paid no attention. It al
was uninmportant! All! Perhaps Cutie was right - and he was only an inferior being with a nade-to-
order menory and a life that had outlived its purpose.

He wi shed he were!

Cutie was standing before him "You didn't answer the flash, so | walked in." H's voice
was low. "You don't look at all well, and |'mafraid your termof existence is drawing to an end.
Still, would you like to see sonme of the readi ngs recorded today?"

Dimy, Powell was aware that the robot was making a friendly gesture, perhaps to quiet
sonme lingering renmorse in forcibly replacing the hunans at the controls of the station. He
accepted the sheets held out to himand gazed at them unseeingly.

Cutie seenmed pleased. "OF course, it is a great privilege to serve the Master. You nustn't
feel too badly about nmy having replaced you."

Powel I grunted and shifted fromone sheet to the other nechanically until his blurred
sight focused upon a thin red line that wobbled its way across the rul ed paper

He stared-and stared again. He gripped it hard in both fists and rose to his feet, stil
staring. The other sheets dropped to the floor, unheeded.
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"M ke, Mke!" He was shaking the other madly. "He held It steady!"

Donovan canme to life. "Wat? Wi-where-" And he, too, gazed with bul gi ng eyes upon the
record before him

Cutie broke in. "What is wong?"

“You kept it in focus," stuttered Powell. "D d you know t hat ?"

"Focus? Wat's that?"

"You kept the beam directed sharply at the receiving station - to within a ten-thousandth
of a mlli-second of arc."

"What receiving station?"

"On Earth. The receiving station on Earth," babbled Powell. "You kept it in focus."

Cutie turned on his heel in annoyance. "It is inpossible to performany act of kindness
toward you two. Al ways the same phantasml | nerely kept all dials at equilibriumin accordance
with the will of the Master."

Gat hering the scattered papers together, he withdrew stiffly, and Donovan said, as he
left, "Well, I'lIl be damed."

He turned to Powell. "What are we going to do now?"
Powel| felt tired, but uplifted. "Nothing. He's just shown he can run the station
perfectly. |I've never seen an electron stormhandled so well."

"But nothing's solved. You heard what he said of the Master. W can't "

"Look, Mke, he follows the instructions of the Master by nmeans of dials, instruments, and
graphs. That's all we ever followed. As a matter of fact, it accounts for his refusal to obey us.
Cbedi ence is the Second Law. No harmto humans is the first. How can he keep humans from harm
whet her he knows it or not? Wy, by keeping the energy beam stable. He knows he can keep it nore
stable than we can, since he insists he's the superior being, so he nmust keep us out of the
control room It's inevitable if you consider the Laws of Robotics."

"Sure, but that's not the point. W can't let himcontinue this nitwit stuff about the
Master."

"Why not ?"

"Because whoever heard of such a danmmed thing? How are we going to trust himwth the
station, if he doesn't believe in Earth?"

"Can he handle the station?"

"Yes, but-"

"Then what's the difference what he believes!"”

Powel | spread his arns outward with a vague smle upon his face and tunbl ed backward onto
the bed. He was asl eep

Powel | was speaking while struggling into his |ightweight space jacket.

"I't would be a sinple job," he said. "You can bring in new QI nodels one by one, equip
themwi th an automatic shutoff switch to act within the week, so as to allow them enough tinme to
learn the... uh... cult of the Master fromthe Prophet hinself; then switch themto another
station and revitalize them W could have two QI's per-"

Donovan uncl asped his glassite visor and scow ed. "Shut up, and let's get out of here.
Relief is waiting and | won't feel right until | actually see Earth and feel the ground under ny
feet - just to make sure it's really there."

The door opened as he spoke and Donovan, with a snothered curse, clicked the visor to, and
turned a sul ky back upon Cutie.

The robot approached softly and there was sorrow in his voice. "You are goi ng?"

Powel I nodded curtly. "There will be others in our place."

Cutie sighed, with the sound of wi nd humm ng through closely spaced wires. "Your term of
service is over and the tinme of dissolution has conme. | expected it, but- Well, the Master's wll
be done!"

His tone of resignation stung Powel|. "Save the synpathy, Cube. W' re heading for Earth,
not di ssol ution."

"It is best that you think so," Cutie sighed again. "I see the wi sdomof the illusion now
I would not attenpt to shake your faith, even if | could.” He departed - the picture of
commi ser ati on.

Powel | snarled and notioned to Donovan. Seal ed suitcases in hand, they headed for the air

| ock.

The relief ship was on the outer landing and Franz Muller, his relief nan, greeted them
with stiff courtesy. Donovan made scant acknow edgnent and passed into the pilot roomto take over
the controls from Sam Evans.
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Powel I lingered. "How s Earth?"

It was a conventional enough question and Mil | er gave the conventional answer, "Stil
spi nni ng. "

Powel I said, "Good."

Mul | er |1 ooked at him "The boys back at the U S. Robots nave dreaned up a new one, by the
way. A multiple robot."

"A what ?"

"What | said. There's a big contract for it. It nust be just the thing for asteroid
m ning. You have a master robot with six sub-robots under it. -Like your fingers."

"Has it been field-tested?" asked Powell anxiously.

Mul ler smiled, "Waiting for you, |I hear."

Powel|'s fist balled, "Damm it, we need a vacation."

"Ch, you'll get it. Two weeks, | think."

He was donning the heavy space gloves in preparation for his termof duty here, and his
thick eyebrows drew cl ose together. "How is this new robot getting along? It better be good, or
I"lIl be dammed if | let it touch the controls."

Powel | paused before answering. His eyes swept the proud Prussian before himfromthe
cl ose-cropped hair on the sternly stubborn head, to the feet standing stiffly at attention - and
there was a sudden gl ow of pure gl adness surging through him

"The robot is pretty good," he said slowy. "I don't think you'll have to bother much with
the controls.”

He grinned - and went into the ship. Miuller would be here for several weeks

Catch That Rabbit

THE VACATI ON WAS LONGER THAN TWO WEEKS. That, M ke Donovan had to adnmit. It had been six
months, with pay. He admitted that, too. But that, as he explained furiously, was fortuitous. U
S. Robots had to get the bugs out of the nultiple robot, and there were plenty of bugs, and there
are always at |least half a dozen bugs left for the fieldtesting. So they waited and rel axed until
the draw ng-board nmen and the slide-rule boys had said "OKI" And now he and Powel| were out on the
asteroid and it was not OK He repeated that a dozen tinmes, with a face that had gone beety, "For
the I ove of Pete, Greg, get realistic. Wiat's the use of adhering to the letter of the
specifications and watching the test go to pot? It's about tine you got the red tape out of your
pants and went to work."

“I"'monly saying," said Gregory Powel |, patiently, as one explaining electronics to an
idiot child, "that according to spec, those robots are equi pped for asteroid nining wthout
supervi sion. We're not supposed to watch them™

"Al'l right. Look - logic!" He lifted his hairy fingers and pointed. "One: That new robot
passed every test in the hone |aboratories. Two: United States Robots guaranteed their passing the
test of actual performance on an asteroid. Three: The robots are not passing said tests. Four: If
they don't pass, United States Robots loses ten million credits in cash and about one hundred
mllion in reputation. Five: If they don't pass and we can't explain why they don't pass, it is
just possible two good jobs may have to be bidden a fond farewell."

Powel | groaned heavy behind a noticeably insincere smle. The unwitten nmotto of United
St at es Robot and Mechani cal Men Corp. was well-known: "No enpl oyee makes the sane nistake tw ce.
He is fired the first tinme."

Al oud he said, "You're as lucid as Euclid with everything except the facts. You've watched
that robot group for three shifts, you redhead, and they did their work perfectly. You said so
yoursel f. What el se can we do?"

"Find out what's wong, that's what we can do. So they did work perfectly when |I watched
them But on three different occasions when | didn't watch them they didn't bring in any ore.
They didn't even cone back on schedule. | had to go after them"

"And was anythi ng wong?"

"Not a thing. Not a thing. Everything was perfect. Smooth and perfect as the |uminiferous
ether. Only one little insignificant detail disturbed ne - there was no ore."

Powel | scowl ed at the ceiling and pulled at his brown nustache. "I'Il tell you what, M ke.
W' ve been stuck with pretty lousy jobs in our tine, but this takes the iridiumasteroid. The
whol e business is conplicated past endurance. Look, that robot, DV-5, has six robots under it. And
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not just under it - they're part of it."

"I know that-"

"Shut up!" said Powell, savagely, "I know you know it, but I'mjust describing the hell of
it. Those six subsidiaries are part of DV-5 |ike your fingers are part of you and it gives them
their orders neither by voice nor radio, but directly through positronic fields. Now - there isn't
a roboticist back at United States Robots that knows what a positronic field is or how it works.
And neither do I. Neither do you."

"The last," agreed Donovan, philosophically, "I know "

"Then | ook at our position. If everything works - fine! If anything goes wong - we're out
of our depth and there probably isn't a thing we can do, or anybody else. But the job belongs to
us and not to anyone else so we're on the spot, Mke." He blazed away for a nmonent in silence.
Then, "All right, have you got hi m outside?"

"Yes."

"I's everything normal now?"

"Well he hasn't got religious mania, and he isn't running around in a circle spouting
G lbert and Sullivan, so | suppose he's normal."

Donovan passed out the door, shaking his head viciously.

Powel | reached for the "Handbook of Robotics" that wei ghed down one side of his desk to a
near - f ounder and opened it reverently. He had once junped out of the wi ndow of a burning house
dressed only in shorts and the "Handbook." In a pinch, he would have ski pped the shorts.

The "Handbook" was propped up before him when Robot DV-5 entered, wi th Donovan ki cking
t he door shut behind him

Powel | said sonberly, "H, Dave. How do you feel ?"

"Fine," said the robot. "Mnd if I sit down?" He dragged up the specially reinforced chair
that was his, and folded gently into it.

Powel | regarded Dave - |laynen m ght think of robots by their serial nunbers; roboticists
never - with approval. It was not over-nmssive by any neans, in spite of its construction as
t hi nki ng-unit of an integrated seven-unit robot team It was seven feet tall, and a half-ton of

metal and electricity. Alot? Not when that half-ton has to be a mass of condensers, circuits,
rel ays, and vacuumcells that can handle practically any psychol ogi cal reaction known to humans.
And a positronic brain, which with ten pounds of matter and a few quintillions of positrons runs
t he whol e show.

Powel| groped in his shirt pocket for a |oose cigarette. "Dave," he said, "you're a good
fellow There's nothing flighty or prinma donnai sh about you. You're a stable, rockbottom m ning
robot, except that you're equi pped to handle six subsidiaries in direct coordination. As far as
know, that has not introduced any unstable paths in your brain-path map."

The robot nodded, "That makes nme feel swell, but what are you getting at, boss?" He was
equi pped with an excell ent di aphragm and the presence of overtones in the sound unit robbed him
of much of that netallic flatness that marks the usual robot voice

“"I"'mgoing to tell you. Wth all that in your favor, what's going wong with your job? For
i nstance, today's B-shift?"

Dave hesitated, "As far as | know, nothing."

"You didn't produce any ore."

"1 know. '

“"Well, then-"

Dave was having trouble, "I can't explain that, boss. It's been giving ne a case of
nerves, or it would if | let it - ny subsidiaries worked snmoothly. | know | did." He considered,
hi s photoel ectric eyes glowing intensely. Then, "I don't remenber. The day ended and there was

M ke and there were the ore cars, nostly enpty.”

Donovan broke in, "You didn't report at shift-end those days, Dave. You know t hat ?"

"I know. But as to why-" He shook his head sl owly and ponderously.

Powel | had the queasy feeling that if the robot's face were capable of expression, it
woul d be one of pain and nortification. A robot, by its very nature, cannot bear to fail its
function.

Donovan dragged his chair up to Powell's desk and | eaned over, "Ammesia, do you think?"

"Can't say. But there's no use in trying to pin disease names on this. Human di sorders
apply to robots only as ronantic anal ogies. They're no help to robotic engineering." He scratched
his neck, "I hate to put himthrough the elenmentary brain-reaction tests. It won't help his self-
respect any."

He | ooked at Dave thoughtfully and then at the Fiel d-Test outline given in the "Handbook."
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He said, "See here, Dave, what about sitting through a test? It would be the wise thing to do."
The robot rose, "If you say so, boss." There was pain in his voice.

It started sinply enough. Robot DV-5 multiplied five-place figures to the heartless
ticking of a stop watch. He recited the prime nunbers between a thousand and ten thousand. He
extracted cube roots and integrated functions of varying conplexity. He went through mechanica
reactions in order of increasing difficulty. And, finally, worked his precise nmechanical mnd over
the highest function of the robot world - the solutions of problens in judgnent and ethics.

At the end of two hours, Powell was copiously besweated. Donovan had enjoyed a none-t oo-
nutritious diet of fingernail and the robot said, "How does it |ook, boss?"

Powel| said, "lI've got to think it over, Dave. Snap judgnments won't help rmuch. Suppose you
go back to the C-shift. Take it easy. Don't press too hard for quota just for a while - and we'l]l
fix things up."

The robot | eft. Donovan | ooked at Powel .

"Well-"

Powel | seened deternined to push up his nustache by the roots. He said, "There is nothing
wong with the currents of his positronic brain."

“I"d hate to be that certain."

"Ch, Jupiter, Mke!l The brain is the surest part of a robot. It's quintuple-checked back
on Earth. If they pass the field test perfectly, the way Dave did, there just isn't a chance of
brain msfunction. That test covered every key path in the brain."

"So where are we?"

"Don't rush ne. Let ne work this out. There's still the possibility of a nechanica
breakdown in the body. That |eaves about fifteen hundred condensers, twenty thousand i ndivi dua
electric circuits, five hundred vacuumcells, a thousand rel ays, and upty-unp thousand ot her
i ndi vi dual pieces of conplexity that can be wong. And these nysterious positron
is fields no one knows anything about."

"Listen, Greg," Donovan grew desperately urgent. "lI've got an idea. That robot nay be
I ying. He never-"

"Robots can't knowingly lie, you fool. Now if we had the MCornmack-Wsley tester, we could
check each individual itemin his body within twenty-four to forty-eight hours, but
the only two M-W testers existing are on Earth, and they weigh ten tons, are on concrete
foundati ons and can't be noved. Isn't that peachy?"

Donovan pounded the desk, "But, Greg, he only goes wong when we're not around. There's
sonmet hing -sinister -about - that." He punctuated the sentence with slans of fist against desk.

"You," said Powell, slowy, "nmake me sick. You've been readi ng adventure novels."
"What | want to know," shouted Donovan, "is what we're going to do about it."
"I"l'l tell you. I'"'mgoing to install a visiplate right over nmy desk. Right on the wal

over there, see!" He jabbed a vicious finger at the spot. "Then I'mgoing to focus it at whatever
part of the mne is being worked, and |I'm going to watch. That's all."

"That's all? Geg-"

Powel | rose fromhis chair and | eaned his balled fists on the desk, "Mke, |I'mhaving a
hard tine." Hi s voice was weary. "For a week, you've been plaguing nme about Dave. You say he's
gone wong. Do you know how he's gone wong? Not Do you know what shape this wongness takes?

No! Do you know what brings it on? No! Do you know what snaps himout? Not Do you know anyt hi ng
about it? No! Do | know anything about it? No! So what do you want nme to do?"

Donovan's arm swept outward in a vague, grandi ose gesture, "You got ne!"

"So | tell you again. Before we do anything toward a cure, we've got to find out what the
disease is in the first place. The first step in cooking rabbit stewis catching the rabbit.

Well, we've got to catch that rabbit! Now get out of here.”

Donovan stared at the prelimnary outline of his field report with weary eyes. For one
thing, he was tired and for another, what was there to report while things were unsettled? He felt
resentful.

He said, "Greg, we're alnost a thousand tons behind schedul e."

"You," replied Powell, never |ooking up, "are telling ne something | don't know. "

"What | want to know," said Donovan, in sudden savagery, "is why we're always tangled up
with new-type robots. I've finally decided that the robots that were good enough for ny great-
uncle on ny nother's side are good enough for ne. I'mfor what's tried and true. The test of tine

is what counts - good, solid, old-fashioned robots that never go wong."
Powel I threw a book with perfect aim and Donovan went tumnbling off his seat.
"Your job," said Powell, evenly, "for the last five years has been to test new robots
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under actual working conditions for United States Robots. Because you and | have been so

i njudicious as to display proficiency at the task, we've been rewarded with the dirtiest jobs.
That,"” he jabbed holes in the air with his finger in Donovan's direction, "is your work. You've
been griping about it, from personal nmenory, since about five minutes after United States Robots
signed you up. Wiy don't you resign?"

"Well, I'"Il tell you." Donovan rolled onto his stomach, and took a firmgrip on his wld,
red hair to hold his head up. "There's a certain principle involved. After all, as a trouble
shooter, |I've played a part in the devel opment of new robots. There's the principle of aiding

scientific advance. But don't get me wong. It's not the principle that keeps nme going; it's the
noney they pay us. Geg!'

Powel | junped at Donovan's wild shout, and his eyes followed the redhead's to the
vi si plate, when they goggled in fixed horror. He whispered, "Holy- howing- Jupiter!"

Donovan scranbl ed breathlessly to his feet, "Look at them Geg. They've gone nuts."

Powel | said, "Get a pair of suits. W' re going out there."

He wat ched the posturings of the robots on the visiplate. They were bronzy gl eans of
snoot h notion agai nst the shadowy crags of the airless asteroid. There was a nmarching formation
now, and in their own dimbody |ight, the roughhewn walls of the m ne tunnel swam past
noi sel essly, checkered with nmisty erratic blobs of shadow They marched in unison, seven of them
with Dave at the head. They wheel ed and turned in nacabre sinmultaneity; and melted through changes
of formation with the weird ease of chorus dancers in Lunar Bow .

Donovan was back with the suits, "They've gone jingo on us, Geg. That's a mlitary
mar ch. "

"For all you know," was the cold response, "it nmay be a series of calisthenic exercises.
O Dave may be under the hallucination of being a dancing master. Just you think first, and don't
bot her to speak afterward, either."

Donovan scowl ed and slipped a detonator into the enpty side holster with an ostentatious
shove. He said, "Anyway, there you are. So we work with new nodel robots. It's our job, granted.
But answer nme one question. Wiy... why does sonething invariably go wong with then®"

"Because, " said Powell, sonberly, "we are accursed. Let's go!"

Far ahead through the thick velvety blackness of the corridors that reached past the
illumnated circles of their flashlights, robot Iight tw nkled.

"There they are," breathed Donovan

Powel | whi spered tensely, "I've been trying to get himby radi o but he doesn't answer. The
radio circuit is probably out."

"Then |'m gl ad the designers haven't worked out robots who can work in total darkness yet.
I'd hate to have to find seven mad robots in a black pit w thout radio communication, if they
weren't it up like blasted radioactive Christmas trees.”

"Crawl up on the | edge above, Mke. They're coning this way, and | want to watch them at
cl ose range. Can you make it?"

Donovan nade the junp with a grunt. Gravity was considerably below Earth-normal, but with
a heavy suit, the advantage was not too great, and the | edge neant a near ten-foot junp. Powel
fol | oned.

The colum of robots was trailing Dave single-file. In mechanical rhythm they converted
to double and returned to single in different order. It was repeated over and over again and Dave
never turned his head.

Dave was within twenty feet when the play-acting ceased. The subsidiary robots broke
formation, waited a nonment, then clattered off into the distance - very rapidly. Dave |ooked after
them then slowy sat down. He rested his head in one hand in a very human gesture.

H s voice sounded in Powell's earphones, "Are you here, boss?"

Powel | beckoned to Donovan and hopped off the | edge.

"O. K., Dave, what's been going on?"

The robot shook his head, "I don't know. One noment | was handling a tough outcropping in
Tunnel 17, and the next | was aware of humans close by, and | found nyself half a nile down nain-
stem"

"Where are the subsidiaries now?" asked Donovan

"Back at work, of course. How much tine has been | ost?"

"Not much. Forget it." Then to Donovan, Powel| added, "Stay with himthe rest of the
shift. Then, cone back. 1've got a couple of ideas."

It was three hours before Donovan returned. He | ooked tired. Powell said, "How did it go?"
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Donovan shrugged wearily, "Nothing ever goes wong when you watch them Throw ne a butt,
will you?"

The redhead lit it with exaggerated care and blew a careful snpbke ring. He said, "Il've
been working it out, Geg. You know, Dave has a queer background for a robot. There are six others
under himin an extrene reginentation. He's got |life and death power over those subsidiary robots
and it nust react on his nmentality. Suppose he finds it necessary to enphasize this power as a
concession to his ego."

"CGet to the point."

"It's right here. Suppose we have militarism Suppose he's fashioning hinmself an arny.
Suppose- he's training themin mlitary maneuvers. Suppose-"

"Suppose you go soak your head. Your nightrmares nust be in technicolor. You' re postulating
a major aberration of the positronic brain. |If your analysis were correct, Dave would have to
break down the First Law of Robotics: that a robot may not injure a human being or, through
i naction, allow a human being to be injured. The type of mlitaristic attitude and doni neeri ng ego
you propose nust have as the end-point of its logical inplications, dom nation of humans."

"Al'l right. How do you know that isn't the fact of the matter?"

"Because any robot with a brain |ike that woul d, one, never have |eft the factory, and
two, be spotted inmediately if it ever was. | tested Dave, you know. "

Powel | shoved his chair back and put his feet on the desk. "No. We're still in the
position where we can't nake our stew because we haven't the slightest notion as to what's w ong.
For instance, if we could find out what that dance nacabre we w tnessed was all about, we would be
on the way out."

He paused, "Now |isten, Mke, how does this sound to you? Dave goes wong only when
neither of us is present. And when he is wong, the arrival of either of us snaps himout of it."

"I once told you that was sinister."

"Don't interrupt. How is a robot different when humans are not present? The answer is
obvious. There is a larger requirenent of personal initiative. In that case, |ook for the body
parts that are affected by the new requirenments.”

"CGolly." Donovan sat up straight, then subsided. "No, no. Not enough. It's too broad. It
doesn't cut tie possibilities much."

"Can't help that. In any case, there's no danger of not making quota. W'll take shifts
wat chi ng those robots through the visor. Any tine anything goes wong, we get to the scene of
action imediately. That will put themright."

"But the robots will fail spec anyway, Greg. United States Robots can't market DV nodel s
with a report like that."

"Cbviously. W' ve got to |locate the error in make-up and correct it - and we've got ten
days to do it in." Powell scratched his head. "The trouble is... well, you had better |ook at the
bl ueprints yourself."

The bl ueprints covered the floor like a carpet and Donovan craw ed over the face of them
following Powell's erratic pencil

Powel| said, "Here's where you cone in, Mke. You're the body specialist, and | want you
to check ne. |'ve been trying to cut out all circuits not involved in the personal initiative
hookup. Right here, for instance, is the trunk artery involving nmechanical operations. | cut out
all routine side routes as energency divisions-" He | ooked up, "Wat do you think?"

Donovan had a very bad taste in his nouth, "The job's not that sinple, Geg. Persona
initiative isn't an electric circuit you can separate fromthe rest and study. Wen a robot is on
his own, the intensity of the body activity increases imediately on alnost all fronts. There
isn't a circuit entirely unafected. What nust be done is to |ocate the particular condition - a
very specific condition - that throws himoff, and then start elimnating circuits."

Powel I got up and dusted himself, "Hrph. Al right. Take away the blueprints and burn
them"

Donovan said, "You see when activity intensifies, anything can happen, given one single
faulty part. Insulation breaks down, a condenser spills over, a connection sparks, a coi
overheats. And if you work blind, with the whole robot to choose from you'll never find the bad
spot. If you take Dave apart and test every point of his body nechani sm one by one, putting him
t oget her each time, and trying himout"

"Al'l right. Al right. I can see through a porthole, too."

They faced each ot her hopel essly, and then Powell said cautiously, "Suppose we interview
one of the subsidiaries."

Nei t her Powel | nor Donovan had ever had previous occasion to talk to a "finger." It could
talk; it wasn't quite the perfect analogy to a human finger. In fact, it had a fairly devel oped
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brain, but that brain was tuned primarily to the reception of orders via positronic field, and its
reaction to independent stinuli was rather funbling.
Nor was Powel| certain as to its name. Its serial nunber was DV-5-2, but that was not very
useful .
He conpronmi sed. "Look, pal,"
then you can go back to your boss."
The "finger" nodded its head stiffly, but did not exert its limted brai npower on speech
"Now on four occasions recently,"” Powell said, "your boss deviated from brai n-schene. Do
you renenber those occasi ons?"

he said, "I'mgoing to ask you to do sone hard thinking and

"Yes, sir."

Donovan growl ed angrily, "He renmenbers. | tell you there is sonmething very sinister-"

"Ch, go bash your skull. O course, the 'finger' renenbers. There is nothing wong wth
him" Powell turned back to the robot, "What were you doing each time... | nean the whol e group”

The "finger" had a curious air of reciting by rote, as if he answered questions by the
mechani cal pressure of his brain pan, but w thout any enthusi asm what ever

He said, "The first tine we were at work on a difficult outcropping in Tunnel 17, Level B
The second tine we were buttressing the roof against a possible cave-in. The third tinme we were
preparing accurate blasts in order to tunnel farther w thout breaking into a subterranean fissure.
The fourth tinme was just after a mnor cave-in"

"What happened at these tines?"

"It is difficult to describe. An order would be issued, but before we could receive and
interpret it, a new order canme to march in queer formation."

Powel | snapped out, "Why?"

"I don't know. "

Donovan broke in tensely, "Wat was the first order... the one that was superseded by the
mar chi ng directions?"

"I don't know. | sensed that an order was sent, but there was never time to receive it."

"Could you tell us anything about it? WAs it the sane order each tine?"

The "finger" shook his head unhappily, "I don't know "

Powel | | eaned back, "All right, get back to your boss."

The "finger" left, with visible relief.

Donovan said, "Well, we acconplished a ot that time. That was real sharp dial ogue all the

way through. Listen, Dave and that inbecile 'finger' are both holding out on us. There is too nuch
they don't know and don't renenber. W've got to stop trusting them Geg."
Powel | brushed his nustache the wong way, "So help ne, M ke, another fool renmark out of

you, and I'll take away your rattle and teething ring."
"Al'l right. You're the genius of the team |'mjust a poor sucker. \Wiere do we stand?"
"Ri ght behind the eight ball. | tried to work it backward through the 'finger,' and

couldn't. So we've got to work it forward."

"A great nman," nmarvel ed Donovan. "How sinple that makes it. Now translate that into
English, Master."

"Translating it into baby talk would suit you better. | nean that we've got to find out
what order it is that Dave gives just before everything goes black. It would be the key to the
busi ness. "

"And how do you expect to do that? W can't get close to himbecause nothing will go w ong
as long as we are there. W can't catch the orders by radi o because they are transmitted via this
positronic field. That elim nates the cl oserange and the | ong-range nethod, |eaving us a neat,
cozy zero."

"By direct observation, yes. There's still deduction."

" Huh?"

"We're going on shifts, Mke." Powell smiled grimy. "And we are not taking our eyes off
the visiplate. We're going to watch every action of those steel headaches. Wen they go off into
their act, we're going to see what happened i nmedi ately before and we're going to deduce the
order."

Donovan opened his nouth and left it that way for a full mnute. Then he said in strangled
tones, "I resign. | quit."

"You have ten days to think up sonmething better," said Powell wearily.

Wi ch, for eight days, Donovan tried mghtily to do. For eight days, on alternate four-
hour shifts, he watched with aching and bl eary eyes those glinty netallic forns nove agai nst the
vague background. And for eight days in the four-hour in-betweens, he cursed United States Robots,
the DV nodel s, and the day he was born

file:/lIF|/rah/Isaac%20Asimov/1%20Robot.txt (35 of 95) [1/14/03 9:37:11 PM]



file:/I/F|/rah/l saac%20A simov/1%20Robot.txt

And then on the eighth day, when Powel|l entered with an aching head and sl eepy eyes for
his shift, Donovan stood up and with very careful and deliberate ai mlaunched a heavy book end for
the exact center of the visiplate. There was a very appropriate splintering noise.

Powel | gasped, "Wat did you do that for?"

"Because, " said Donovan, alnobst calmy, "I'mnot watching it any nore. W've got two days
left and we haven't found out a thing. DV-5 is a lousy loss. He's stopped five tinmes since |'ve
been watching and three times on your shift, and | can't nake out what orders he gave, and you
couldn't make it out. And | don't believe you could ever make it out because | know | coul dn't
ever."

"Junpi ng Space, how can you watch six robots at the sane tinme? One nakes with the hands,
and one with the feet and one like a windm ||l and another is junping up and down |ike a mani ac.
And the other two... devil knows what they are doing. And then they all stop. So! So!"

"Greg, we're not doing it right. We got to get up close. W've got to watch what they're
doi ng fromwhere we can see the details."

Powel | broke a bitter silence. "Yeah. and wait for sonething to go wong with onlv two
davs to go."

"I's it any better watching from here?"

"It's more confortable."

"“Ah- But there's sonething you can do there that you can't do here."

"What' s that ?"

"You can make them stop - at whatever tine you choose and while you' re prepared and
wat ching to see what goes wong."

Powel | startled into al ertness, "Howzzat?"

"Well, figure it out, yourself. You' re the brains you say. Ask yourself sone questions.
When does DV-5 go out of whack? Wen did that 'finger' say he did? Wen a cave-in threatened, or
actual ly occurred, when delicately nmeasured expl osives were being |laid down, when a difficult seam
was hit."

"I'n other words, during energencies,” Powell was excited.

"Right! Wen did you expect it to happen! It's the personal initiative factor that's
giving us the trouble. And it's just during energencies in the absence of a human bei ng that
personal initiative is nost strained. Now what is the |ogical deduction? How can we create our own
st oppage when and where we want it?" He paused triunphantly - he was beginning to enjoy his role -
and answered his own question to forestall the obvious answer on Powell's tongue. "By creating our
own energency."”

Powel| said, "Mke- you're right."

"Thanks, pal. | knew l'd do it sone day."

"All right, and skip the sarcasm W'I|I|l save it for Earth, and preserve it in jars for
future long, cold winters. Meanwhile, what energency can we create?"

"We could flood the mines, if this weren't an airless asteroid."

"Awtticism no doubt,” said Powell. "Really, Mke, you'll incapacitate ne with | aughter
What about a mild cave-in?"

Donovan pursed his lips and said, "O K by ne."

"CGood. Let's get started."

Powel | felt uncommonly |ike a conspirator as he wound his way over the craggy |andscape.
H s sub-gravity wal k teetered across the broken ground, kicking rocks to right and left under his
wei ght in noiseless puffs of gray dust. Mentally, though, it was the cautious craw of the
plotter.

He said, "Do you know where they are?"

“I think so, Geg."

"All right,"” Powell said gloonmily, "but if any 'finger' gets within twenty feet of us,
we'll be sensed whether we are in the line of sight or not. | hope you know that."

"When | need an el enentary course in robotics, I'll file an application with you formally,
and in triplicate. Down through here."

They were in the tunnels now, even the starlight was gone. The two hugged the walls,
flashes flickering out the way in intermttent bursts. Powel|l felt for the security of his
det onat or.

"Do you know this tunnel, M ke?"

"Not so good. It's a newone. | think | can make it out fromwhat | saw in the visiplate,
t hough-"

I nterm nabl e m nutes passed, and then M ke said, "Feel that!"

There was a slight vibration thrunm ng the wall against the fingers of Powell's netal -
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i ncased hand. There was no sound, naturally.

"Blasting! We're pretty close.”

"Keep your eyes open," said Powell.

Donovan nodded inpatiently.

It was upon them and gone before they could seize thenselves - just a bronze glint across
the field of vision. They clung together in silence.

Powel I whi spered, "Think it sensed us?"

"Hope not. But we'd better flank them Take the first side tunnel to the right."

"Suppose we m ss them altogether?”

"Well what do you want to do? Go back?" Donovan grunted fiercely. "They're within a
quarter of a mle. | was watching themthrough the visiplate, wasn't 1? And we've got two days-"

"Ch, shut up. You're wasting your oxygen. |Is this a side passage here?" The flash flicked.
"It is. Let's go."

The vi brati on was considerably nore marked and the ground bel ow shuddered uneasily.

"This is good," said Donovan, "if it doesn't give out on us, though.” He flung his |ight
ahead anxi ously.

They coul d touch the roof of the tunnel with a hal fupstretched hand, and the braci ngs had
been newl y pl aced.

Donovan hesitated, "Dead end, let's go back."

"No. Hold on." Powell squeezed clumsily past. "lIs that |ight ahead?"

"Light? | don't see any. Were would there be |ight down here?"

"Robot light."” He was scranmbling up a gentle incline on hands and knees. H s voi ce was
hoarse and anxi ous in Donovan's ears. "Hey, Mke, cone up here."

There was |ight. Donovan crawl ed up and over Powell's outstretched | egs. "An opening?"

"Yes. They nust be working into this tunnel fromthe other side now | think."

Donovan felt the ragged edges of the opening that |ooked out into what the cautious
flashlight showed to be a | arger and obvi ously mai nstemtunnel. The hole was too small for a man
to go through, alnost too small for two nen to | ook through sinultaneously.

There's nothing there," said Donovan

"Well, not now. But there must have been a second ago or we wouldn't have seen |ight.
Watch out!™

The walls rolled about themand they felt the inmpact. A fine dust showered down. Powel
lifted a cautious head and | ooked again. "All right, Mke. They're there.”

The glittering robots clustered fifty feet down the main stem Metal arns | abored mghtily
at the rubbi sh heap brought down by the |ast bl ast.

Donovan urged eagerly, "Don't waste tine. It won't be |long before they get through, and
the next blast may get us."

"For Pete's sake, don't rush ne." Powell unlinbered the detonator, and his eyes searched
anxi ously across the dusky background where the only light was robot light and it was inpossible
to tell a projecting boulder froma shadow.

"There's a spot in the roof, see it, alnost over them The last blast didn't quite get it.
If you can get it at the base, half the roof will cave in."

Powel I followed the dimfinger, "Check! Now fasten your eye on the robots and pray they
don't nove too far fromthat part of the tunnel. They're nmy light sources. Are all seven there?"

Donovan counted, "All seven."

"Well, then, watch them Watch every notion!"

Hi s detonator was lifted and renmi ned poi sed while Donovan wat ched and cursed and blinked
the sweat out of his eye.

It flashed!

There was a jar, a series of hard vibrations, and then a jarring thunp that threw Powell
heavi | y agai nst Donovan.

Donovan yow ed, "Greg, you threwne off. | didn't see a thing."
Powel | stared about wildly, "Were are they?"
Donovan fell into a stupid silence. There was no sign of the robots. It was dark as the

dept hs of the River Styx

"Think we buried thenP" quavered Donovan

"Let's get down there. Don't ask me what | think." Powell craw ed backward at tunbling
speed.

"M ke!"

Donovan paused in the act of follow ng. "Wat's wong now?"

"Hold on!" Powell's breathing was rough and irregular in Donovan's ears. "M ke! Do you
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hear me, M ke?"

“I"'mright here. What is it?"

"We're blocked in. It wasn't the ceiling conming dow fifty feet away that knocked us over
It was our own ceiling. The shock's tunbled it!"

"What!" Donovan scranbl ed up against a hard barrier. "Turn on the flash."

Powel | did so. At no point was there roomfor a rabbit to squeeze through.

Donovan said softly, "Well, what do you know?"

They wasted a few nonents and sone muscul ar power in an effort to nove the bl ocking
barrier. Powell varied this by wenching at the edges of the original hole. For a nonment, Powell
lifted his blaster. But in those close quarters, a flash would be suicide and he knew it. He sat
down.

"You know, Mke," he said, "we've really nmessed this up. W are no nearer finding out
what's wong with Dave. It was a good idea but it blew up in our face."

Donovan's gl ance was bitter with an intensity totally wasted on the darkness, "I hate to
disturb you, old nman, but quite apart from what we know or don't know of Dave, we're slightly
trapped. If we don't get loose, fella, we're going to die. D I-E, die. How nuch oxygen have we
anyway? Not nore than six hours."

“I'"ve thought of that." Powell's fingers went up to his |ong-suffering nmustache and
cl anged usel essly agai nst the transparent visor. "Of course, we could get Dave to dig us out
easily in that time, except that our precious enmergency nmust have thrown himoff, and his radio
circuit is out.”

"And isn't that nice?"

Donovan edged up to the opening and nmanaged to get his netalincased head out. It was an
extremely tight fit.

"Hey, Geg!"

"What ?"

"Suppose we get Dave within twenty feet. He'll snap to normal. That will save us."

"Sure, but where is he?"

"Down the corridor - way down. For Pete's sake, stop pulling before you drag nmy head out
of its socket. I'lIl give you your chance to | ook."

Powel | maneuvered his head outside, "W did it all right. Look at those saps. That nust be
a ballet they're doing."

"Never mnd the side remarks. Are they getting any cl oser?"

"Can't tell yet. They're too far away. G ve nme a chance. Pass ne ny flash, will you? I'll try to
attract their attention that way."

He gave up after two minutes, "Not a chance! They must be blind. Uhoh, they're starting
toward us. What do you know?"

Donovan said, "Hey, let ne seel"

There was a silent scuffle. Powell said, "All right!" and Donovan got his head out.

They were approachi ng. Dave was hi gh-stepping the way in front and the six "fingers" were
a weavi ng chorus line behind him

Donovan narvel ed, "Wat are they doing? That's what | want to know. It |ooks |ike the
Virginia reel - and Dave's a mmjor-dono, or | never saw one."

"Ch, leave nme alone with your descriptions," grunbled Powell. "How near are they?"

"Wthin fifty feet and coming this way. W'll be out in fifteen m nUh-huh- HUH HEY- Y! "

"What's going on?" It took Powell several seconds to recover from his stunned astoni shrment
at Donovan's vocal gyrations. "Cone on, give ne a chance at that hole. Don't be a hog about it."

He fought his way upward, but Donovan kicked wildly, "They did an about-face, G eg.
They're | eaving. Davel Hey, Da-a ave!"

Powel I shrieked, "Wat's the use of that, you fool? Sound won't carry."

"Well, then," panted Donovan, "kick the walls, slamthem get some vibration started.
W've got to attract their attention sonehow, Geg, or we're through. " He pounded |i ke a nadman.

Powel | shook him "Wait, Mke, wait. Listen, |'ve got an idea. Junping Jupiter, thisis a
fine time to get around to the sinple solutions. Mke!"

"What do you want ?" Donovan pulled his head in.

"Let me in there fast before they get out of range.

"Qut of range! What are you going to do? Hey, what are you going to do wi th that
detonator?" He grabbed Powell's arm

Powel | shook off the grip violently. "I"'mgoing to do a little shooting."

"\ 2"

"That's for later. Let's see if it works first. If it doesn't, then- Get out of the way
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and |let me shoot!"

The robots were flickers, small and getting smaller, in the distance. Powell lined up the
sights tensely, and pulled the trigger three tines. He | owered the guns and peered anxiously. One
of the subsidiaries was down! There were only six gleaning figures now.

Powel| called into his transmtter uncertainly. "Dave!"

A pause, then the answer sounded to both nen, "Boss? Were are you? My third subsidiary
has had his chest blown in. He's out of conmission."

"Never m nd your subsidiary," said Powell. "We're trapped in a cave-in where you were
bl asting. Can you see our flashlight?"

"Sure. W'll be right there."

Powel | sat back and rel axed, "That, my fran', is that"
Donovan said very softly with tears in his voice, "All right, Geg. You win. | beat ny
forehead agai nst the ground before your feet. Now don't feed me any bull. Just tell ne quietly

what it's all about."

"Easy. It's just that all through we nissed the obvious - as usual. W knew it was the
personal initiative circuit, and that it always happened during energencies, but we kept | ooking
for a specific order as the cause. Wiy should it be an order?"

“"Why not ?"

"Well, look. Wy not a type of order. Wat type of order requires the nost initiative?
What type of order would occur al nost always only in an emergency?"

"Don't ask me, dreg. Tell ne!"

"I"'mdoing it! It's the six-way order. Under all ordinary conditions, one or nore of the
“fingers' would be doing routine tasks requiring no close supervision - in the sort of offhand way
our bodies handl e the routine wal king notions. But in an energency, all six subsidiaries nmust be
mobi | i zed i mredi ately and si mul taneously. Dave must handle six robots at a tine and sonet hi ng
gives. The rest was easy. Any decrease in initiative required, such as the arrival of humans,
snaps himback. So | destroyed one of the robots. When | did, he was transnmitting only five-way
orders. Initiative decreases - he's nornal”

"How di d you get all that?" demanded Donovan

"Just logical guessing. | tried it and it worked."

The robot's voice was in their ears again, "Here I am Can you hold out half an hour?"

"Easy!" said Powell. Then, to Donovan, he continued, "And now the job should be sinple.
We' || go through the circuits, and check off each part that gets an extra workout in a six-way
order as against a five-way. How big a field does that |eave us?"

Donovan consi dered, "Not much, | think. If Dave is like the prelimnary nodel we saw back

at the factory, there's a special coordinating circuit that would be the only section involved."
He cheered up suddenly and amazingly, "Say, that wouldn't be bad at all. There's nothing to that."

"Al'l right. You think it over and we'll check the blueprints when we get back. And now,
till Daves reaches us, |I'mrelaxing.”

"Hey, wait! Just tell me one thing. Wiat were those queer shifting marches, those funny
dance steps, that the robots went through every tinme they went screw?"

"That? | don't know. But |'ve got a notion. Renenber, those subsidiaries were Dave's
"fingers.' W were always saying that, you know Well, it's ny idea that in all these interl udes,
whenever Dave becane a psychiatric case, he went off into a noronic maze, spending his tine
_twiddling his fingers_."

Susan Calvin tal ked about Powell|l and Donovan with unsniling anusenent, but warmth came
into her voice when she nmentioned robots. It didn't take her long to go through the Speedies, the
Cuties and the Daves, and | stopped her. Qherw se, she would have dredged up half a dozen nore.

| said, "Doesn't anything ever happen on Earth?"

She | ooked at me with a little frown, "No, we don't have much to do with robots in action
here on Earth."

"Ch, well that's too bad. | nean, your field-engineers are swell, but can't we get you
into this? Didn't you ever have a robot go wong on you? It's your anniversary, you know. "

And so hel p me she bl ushed. She said, "Robots have gone wrong on ne. Heavens, how | ong
it's been since |I thought of it. Wy, it was alnost forty years ago. Certainlyl 2021! And | was
only thirty-eight. Oh, ny- 1'd rather not talk about it."

| waited, and sure enough she changed her nind. "Wy not?" she said. "It cannot harm ne
now. Even the menory can't. | was foolish once, young man. Wuld you believe that?"
"No," | said.
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"I was. But Herbie was a mind-readi ng robot."
"What ?"
"Only one of its kind, before or since. A mstake, -, somrewheres-"

Li ar!

ALFRED LANNING LIT H'S Cl GAR CAREFULLY, BUT the tips of his fingers were trenbling
slightly. His gray eyebrows hunched | ow as he spoke between puffs.

"It reads minds all right-damm little doubt about that! But why?" He | ooked at
Mat hermat i ci an Pet er Bogert, "Well?"

Bogert flattened his black hair down with both hands, "That was the thirty-fourth RB nodel
we've turned out, Lanning. All the others were strictly orthodox."

The third man at the table frowed. MIton Ashe was the youngest officer of U S Robot &
Mechani cal Men, Inc., and proud of his post.

"Listen, Bogert. There wasn't a hitch in the assenbly fromstart to finish. | guarantee
that."

Bogert's thick lips spread in a patronizing snmle, "Do you? If you can answer for the
entire assenbly line, | recomend your pronotion. By exact count, there are seventy-five thousand,
two hundred and thirtyfour operations necessary for the nanufacture of a single positronic brain,
each separate operation depending for successful conpletion upon any number of factors, fromfive
to a hundred and five. If any one of them goes seriously wong, the “brain' is ruined. | quote our
own information folder, Ashe.”

Mlton Ashe flushed, but a fourth voice cut off his reply.

“If we're going to start by trying to fix the blame on one another, |I'mleaving." Susan
Calvin's hands were folded tightly in her lap, and the little lines about her thin, pale lips
deepened, "We've got a m nd-reading robot on our hands and it strikes ne as rather inportant that
we find out just why it reads mnds. W're not going to do that by saying, ~Your fault! My fault!

Her cold gray eyes fastened upon Ashe, and he grinned.

Lanning grinned too, and, as always at such times, his long white hair and shrewd little
eyes made himthe picture of a biblical patriarch, "True for you, Dr. Calvin."

Hi s voi ce becane suddenly crisp, "Here's everything in pill-concentrate form W' ve
produced a positronic brain of supposedly ordinary vintage that's got the remarkabl e property of
being able to tune in on thought waves. It would mark the nost inportant advance in robotics in
decades, if we knew how it happened. W don't, and we have to find out. Is that clear?"

"May | nmake a suggestion?" asked Bogert.

"Go ahead!"
"I'd say that until we do figure out the ness -and as a mathematician | expect it to be a
very devil of a nmess- we keep the existence of RD-34 a secret. | mean even fromthe other nenbers

of the staff. As heads of the departnments, we ought not to find it an insoluble problem and the
fewer know about it-"

"Bogert is right," said Dr. Calvin. "Ever since the Interplanetary Code was nodified to
all ow robot nodels to be tested in the plants before being shipped out to space, antirobot
propaganda has increased. |If any word | eaks out about a robot being able to read m nds before we
can announce conplete control of the phenomenon, pretty effective capital could be nmade out of
it."

Lanni ng sucked at his cigar and nodded gravely. He turned to Ashe, "I think you said you
were al one when you first stunbled on this thought-readi ng business."
“I'I'l say | was alone- | got the scare of ny life. RB-34 had just been taken off the

assenbly table and they sent himdown to nme. Cbermann was of f somewheres, so | took himdown to
the testing roons myself- at least | started to take hi mdown." Ashe paused, and a tiny snile
tugged at his lips, "Say, did any of you ever carry on a thought conversation w thout knowi ng it?"

No one bothered to answer, and he continued, "You don't realize it at first, you know. He
just spoke to ne - as logically and sensibly as you can inmagine - and it was only when | was nost
of the way down to the testing rooms that | realized that | hadn't said anything. Sure, | thought
lots, but that isn't the same thing, is it? | locked that thing up and ran for Lanning. Having it
wal ki ng beside nme, calmy peering into ny thoughts and picki ng and choosi ng anong t hem gave ne the
willies."

"I imagine it would,"” said Susan Calvin thoughtfully. Her eyes fixed thensel ves upon Ashe
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in an oddly intent manner. "W are so accustonmed to considering our own thoughts private."

Lanni ng broke in inpatiently, "Then only the four of us know. All right! W' ve got to go
about this systematically. Ashe, | want you to check over the assenbly line frombeginning to end -
everything. You're to elinmnate all operations in which there was no possi ble chance of an error
and list all those where there were, together with its nature and possibl e nagnitude."

"Tall order," grunted Ashe.

"Naturally! O course, you're to put the men under you to work on this - every single one
if you have to, and | don't care if we go behind schedule, either. But they're not to know why,
you under st and. "

"Hmmm yes!" The young technician grinned wyly. "It's still a lulu of a job."

Lanni ng sw vel ed about in his chair and faced Calvin, "You'll have to tackle the job from
the other direction. You' re the robo-psychol ogist of the plant, so you're to study the robot
itself and work backward. Try to find out how he ticks. See what else is tied up with his
tel epathic powers, how far they extend, how they warp his outl ook, and just exactly what harmit
has done to his ordinary RB properties. You ve got that?"

Lanning didn't wait for Dr. Calvin to answer.

“I'"ll co-ordinate the work and interpret the findings nmathematically." He puffed violently
at his cigar and munbl ed the rest through the snoke, "Bogert will help me there, of course."

Bogert polished the nails of one pudgy hand with the other and said blandly, "I dare say.
| know a little in the line."

"Well! I'"Il get started."” Ashe shoved his chair back and rose. His pleasantly youthfu
face crinkled in a grin, "I've got the darnedest job of any of us, so I'mgetting out of here and

to work."

He left with a slurred, "B seein' ye!"

Susan Calvin answered with a barely perceptible nod, but her eyes followed himout of
sight and she did not answer when Lanning grunted and said, "Do you want to go up and see RB-34
now, Dr. Calvin?"

RB- 34' s photoel ectric eyes lifted fromthe book at the nuffled sound of binges turning and
he was upon his feet when Susan Cal vin entered.

She paused to readjust the huge "No Entrance" sign upon the door and then approached the
r obot .

"“I've brought you the texts upon hyperatom c notors, Herbie - a few anyway. Wuld you care
to |l ook at thenP"

RB- 34 -otherw se known as Herbie- lifted the three heavy books from her arns and opened to
the title page of one:

"Hm mm ' Theory of Hyperatomcs.' He munbled inarticulately to hinmself as he flipped
the pages and then spoke with an abstracted air, "Sit down, Dr. Calvin! This will take ne a few
m nutes. "

The psychol ogi st seated herself and watched Herbie narromy as he took a chair at the
ot her side of the table and went through the three books systematically.

At the end of half an hour, he put themdown, "OF course, | know why you brought these."

The corner of Dr. Calvin's lip twitched, "I was afraid you would. It's difficult to work
with you, Herbie. You're always a step ahead of ne."

"It's the same with these books, you know, as with the others. They just don't interest
me. There's nothing to your textbooks. Your science is just a nmass of collected data plastered
t oget her by nake-shift theory - and all so incredibly sinple, that it's scarcely worth bothering
about .

"It's your fiction that interests me. Your studies of the interplay of hunman notives and
enotions" - his mghty hand gestured vaguely as he sought the proper words.

Dr. Calvin whispered, "I think | understand."

"I see into mnds, you see," the robot continued, "and you have no i dea how conplicated
they are. | can't begin to understand everything because my own nind has so little in comobn with
them- but | try, and your novels help."

"Yes, but I'mafraid that after going through some of the harrow ng enotional experiences

of our present-day sentinmental novel" - there was a tinge of bitterness in her voice - "you find
real mnds |ike ours dull and colorless.”
"But | don't!"

The sudden energy in the response brought the other to her feet. She felt herself
reddeni ng, and thought wildly, "He nust know "
Her bi e subsi ded suddenly, and nuttered in a | ow voice fromwhich the netallic tinbre

file:/lIF|/rah/Isaac%20Asimov/1%20Robot.txt (41 of 95) [1/14/03 9:37:11 PM]



file:/I/F|/rah/l saac%20A simov/1%20Robot.txt

departed al nost entirely. "But, of course, | know about it, Dr. Calvin. You think of it always, so
how can | hel p but know?"

Her face was hard. "Have you - told anyone?"

"Of course not!" This, with genuine surprise. "No one has asked ne."

"Well, then," she flung out, "I suppose you think | ama fool."

“"No! It is a normal enotion.”

"Perhaps that is why it is so foolish." The w stful ness in her voice drowned out

everything el se. Some of the woman peered through the [ayer of doctorhood. "I am not what you
woul d call - attractive."
"I'f you are referring to nere physical attraction, | couldn't judge. But | know, in any

case, that there are other types of attraction."

“Nor young." Dr. Calvin had scarcely heard the robot.

"You are not yet forty." An anxious insistence had crept into Herbie's voice

"Thirty-eight as you count the years; a shriveled sixty as far as my enotional outl ook on
life is concerned. Am 1| a psychol ogi st for nothing?"

She drove on with bitter breathl essness, "And he's barely thirty-five and | ooks and acts
younger. Do you suppose he ever sees ne as anything but... but what | anP"

"You are wong!" Herbie's steel fist struck the plastictopped table with a strident clang.
"Listen to ne-"

But Susan Calvin whirled on himnow and the hunted pain in her eyes becanme a bl aze, "Wy
should 1? What do you know about it all, anyway, you... you machine. |'mjust a specinmen to you;
an interesting bug with a peculiar mnd spread-eagled for inspection. It's a wonderful exanple of
frustration, isn't it? Alnost as good as your books." Her voice, energing in dry sobs, choked into
si | ence.

The robot cowered at the outburst. He shook his head pleadingly. "Wn't you listen to ne,
pl ease? | could help you if you would let nme."

"How?" Her lips curled. "By giving ne good advice?"

"No, not that. It's just that I know what other people think - MIton Ashe, for instance."

There was a long silence, and Susan Calvin's eyes dropped. "I don't want to know what he
t hi nks," she gasped. "Keep quiet."

"l think you would want to know what he thinks"

Her head remai ned bent, but her breath cane nore quickly. "You are tal ki ng nonsense," she
whi sper ed.

"Why should 1? | amtrying to help. MIton Ashe's thoughts of you-'

And then the psychol ogi st raised her head, "Well?"

The robot said quietly, "He |oves you."

he paused.

For a full mnute, Dr. Calvin did not speak. She nerely stared. Then, "You are m staken
You nust be. Wiy shoul d he?"

"But he does. Athing |like that cannot be hidden, not fromne."

"But | amso... so- "she stammered to a halt.

"He | ooks deeper than the skin, and adnires intellect in others. MIton Ashe is not the
type to marry a head of hair and a pair of eyes."

Susan Calvin found herself blinking rapidly and waited before speaking. Even then her
voi ce trenbled, "Yet he certainly never in any way indicated-"

"Have you ever given hima chance?"

"How could 1? | never thought that-"

"Exactly!"
The psychol ogi st paused in thought and then | ooked up suddenly. "A girl visited him here
at the plant half a year ago. She was pretty, | suppose - blond and slim And, of course, could

scarcely add two and two. He spent all day puffing out his chest, trying to explain how a robot
was put together." The hardness had returned, "Not that she understood! Wwo was she?"

Her bi e answered without hesitation, "I know the person you are referring to. She is his
first cousin, and there is no romantic interest there, | assure you."

Susan Calvin rose to her feet with a vivacity alnost girlish. "Nowisn't that strange?
That's exactly what | used to pretend to nyself sonetinmes, though I never really thought so. Then
it all nust be true."

She ran to Herbie and seized his cold, heavy hand in both hers. "Thank you, Herbie." Her
voi ce was an urgent, husky whisper. "Don't tell anyone about this. Let it be our secret - and
thank you again." Wth that, and a convul sive squeeze of Herbie's unresponsive nmetal fingers, she
left.
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Herbie turned slowy to his neglected novel, but there was no one to read his thoughts.

MIlton Ashe stretched slowy and nagnificently, to the tune of cracking joints and a
chorus of grunts, and then glared at Peter Bogert, Ph.D

"Say," he said, "l've been at this for a week now with just about no sleep. How | ong do
have to keep it up? | thought you said the positronic borbardnent in Vac Chanber D was the
solution.”

Bogert yawned delicately and regarded his white hands with interest. "It is. I'"'mon the
track. "

"I know what that neans when a mathenatician says it. How near the end are you?"

“I't all depends."

"On what?" Ashe dropped into a chair and stretched his Iong | egs out before him

"On Lanning. The old fellow disagrees with ne." He sighed, "A bit behind the tines, that's
the trouble with him He clings to matrix nechanics as the all in all, and this problemcalls for
nmore powerful mathematical tools. He's so stubborn.”

Ashe muttered sleepily, "Wy not ask Herbie and settle the whole affair?"

"Ask the robot?" Bogert's eyebrows clinbed.

"Why not? Didn't the old girl tell you?"

"You nmean Cal vi n?"

"Yeah! Susie herself. That robot's a nmathematical w z. He knows all about everything plus
a bit on the side. He does triple integrals in his head and eats up tensor analysis for dessert."

The mat hematician stared skeptically, "Are you serious?"

"So help me! The catch is that the dope doesn't like math. He woul d rather read sl ushy
novel s. Honest! You should see the tripe Susie keeps feeding him 'Purple Passion' and 'Love in
Space."' "

"Dr. Calvin hasn't said a word of this to us."

"Well, she hasn't finished studying him You know how she is. She |likes to have everything
just so before letting out the big secret."

"She's told you."

"W sort of got to talking. | have been seeing a ot of her lately." He opened his eyes
wi de and frowned, "Say, Bogie, have you been noticing anything queer about the lady |ately?"

Bogert relaxed into an undignified grin, "She's using lipstick, if that's what you nean."

"Hell, | know that. Rouge, powder and eye shadow, too. She's a sight. But it's not that. |
can't put ny finger onit. It's the way she talks - as if she were happy about sonething." He
thought a little, and then shrugged.

The other allowed hinself a leer, which, for a scientist past fifty, was not a bad job,
"Maybe she's in |love."

Ashe al l owed his eyes to close again, "You re nuts, Bogie. You go speak to Herbie; | want
to stay here and go to sleep.”

"Right! Not that | particularly like having a robot tell me ny job, nor that | think he
can do it!"

A soft snore was his only answer.

Herbie listened carefully as Peter Bogert, hands in pockets, spoke with el aborate
i ndi fference.

"So there you are. |'ve been told you understand these things, and | am asking you nore in
curiosity than anything else. My line of reasoning, as | have outlined it, involves a few doubtful
steps, | adnmit, which Dr. Lanning refuses to accept, and the picture is still rather inconplete."

The robot didn't answer, and Bogert said, "WlI?"
"I see no mstake," Herbie studied the scribbled figures.
"I don't suppose you can go any further than that?"

"I daren't try. You are a better mathematician than I, and - well, |I'd hate to comit
mysel f."

There was a shade of conplacency in Bogert's smile, "I rather thought that would be the
case. It is deep. W'll forget it." He crunpled the sheets, tossed them down the waste shaft,
turned to | eave, and then thought better of it.

"By the way-"

The robot waited.

Bogert seened to have difficulty. "There is sonething -that is, perhaps you can-" He
st opped.

Her bi e spoke quietly. "Your thoughts are confused, but there is no doubt at all that they
concern Dr. Lanning. It is silly to hesitate, for as soon as you conpose yourself, I'll know what
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it is you want to ask."
The mat hematician's hand went to his sleek hair in the famliar snoothing gesture.
"Lanni ng i s nudging seventy," he said, as if that explai ned everything.

"l know that."
"And he's been director of the plant for alnbst thirty years." Herbie nodded.
"Well, now, " Bogert's voice becane ingratiating, "you would know whet her... whether he's

t hi nki ng of resigning. Health, perhaps, or sone other-"

"Quite," said Herbie, and that was all

"Well, do you know?"

"Certainly."

"Then-uh-could you tell ne?"

"Since you ask, yes." The robot was quite matter-of-fact about it. "He has already
resi gned!"

"What!" The excl amation was an expl osive, alnpst inarticulate, sound. The scientist's
| arge head hunched forward, "Say that again!"”

"He has already resigned," cane the quiet repetition, "but it has not yet taken effect. He
is waiting, you see, to solve the problemof -er - nyself. That finished, he is quite ready to
turn the office of director over to his successor."”

Bogert expelled his breath sharply, "And this successor? W is he?" He was quite close to
Her bi e now, eyes fixed fascinatedly on those unreadable dull-red photoelectric cells that were the
robot's eyes.

Wrds cane slowy, "You are the next director.”

And Bogert relaxed into a tight smle, "This is good to know. |'ve been hoping and waiting
for this. Thanks, Herbie."

Peter Bogert was at his desk until five that nmorning and he was back at nine. The shelf
just over the desk enptied of its row of reference books and tables, as he referred to one after
the other. The pages of cal cul ati ons before himincreased m croscopically and the crunpl ed sheets
at his feet mounted into a hill of scribbled paper.

At precisely noon, he stared at the final page, rubbed a bl ood-shot eye, yawned and
shrugged. "This is getting worse each m nute. Dam!"

He turned at the sound of the opening door and nodded at Lanning, who entered, cracking
t he knuckl es of one gnarled hand with the other.

The director took in the disorder of the roomand his eyebrows furrowed together

"New | ead?" he asked.

"No," came the defiant answer. "Wat's wong with the old one?"

Lanning did not trouble to answer, nor to do nore than bestow a single cursory glance at
the top sheet upon Bogert's desk. He spoke through the flare of a match as he Iit a cigar

"Has Calvin told you about the robot? It's a mathematical genius. Really remarkable."

The other snorted loudly, "So |'ve heard. But Calvin had better stick to robopsychol ogy.
I'"ve checked Herbie on math, and he can scarcely struggle through cal culus.”

"Calvin didn't find it so."

"She's crazy."

"And | don't find it so." The director's eyes narrowed dangerously.

"You!" Bogert's voice hardened. "Wat are you talking about?"

"I've been putting Herbie through his paces all norning, and he can do tricks you never
heard of ."

"I's that so?"

"You sound skeptical!" Lanning flipped a sheet of paper out of his vest pocket and
unfolded it. "That's not ny handwiting, is it?"

Bogert studied the |arge angul ar notation covering the sheet, "Herbie did this?"

"Right! And if you'll notice, he's been working on your time integration of Equation 22.
It comes" -Lanning tapped a yellow fingernail upon the last step- "to the identical conclusion |
did, and in a quarter the tinme. You had no right to neglect the Linger Effect in positronic
bonmbar dnent . "

"I didn't neglect it. For Heaven's sake, Lanning, get it through your head that it would
cancel out-"

"Ch, sure, you explained that. You used the Mtchell Translation Equation, didn't you?
Well - it doesn't apply.”

"Why not ?"

"Because you' ve been using hyper-imaginaries, for one thing."

"What's that to do with?"
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"Mtchell's Equation won't hold when-"

"Are you crazy? If you'll reread Mtchell's original paper in the Transactions of the Far-

"I don't have to. | told you in the beginning that | didn't Iike his reasoning, and Herbie
backs me in that."

"Well, then," Bogert shouted, "let that clockwork contraption solve the entire problemfor

you. Wy bot her with nonessential s?"

"That's exactly the point. Herbie can't solve the problem And if he can't, we can't -
alone. I'msubmitting the entire question to the National Board. It's gotten beyond us."

Bogert's chair went over backward as he junped up a-snarl, face crinson. "You' re doing
not hi ng of the sort."

Lanning flushed in his turn, "Are you telling me what | can't do?"

"Exactly," was the gritted response. "l've got the problem beaten and you're not to take
it out of ny hands, understand? Don't think | don't see through you, you desiccated fossil. You'd
cut your own nose off before you' d let ne get the credit for solving robotic tel epathy.™

"You're a damed idiot, Bogert, and in one second |I'lIl have you suspended for
i nsubordination" - Lanning's lower |lip trenbled with passion

"Which is one thing you won't do, Lanning. You haven't any secrets with a nind-readi ng
robot around, so don't forget that | know all about your resignation."

The ash on Lanning's cigar trenbled and fell, and the cigar itself followed, "Wat... what-
Bogert chuckled nastily, "And I'mthe new director, be it understood. |I'mvery aware of
that; don't think I'mnot. Damm your eyes, Lanning, |'mgoing to give the orders about here or

there will be the sweetest nmess that you've ever been in."

Lanning found his voice and let it out with a roar. "You're suspended, d'ye hear? You're
relieved of all duties. You' re broken, do you understand?"

The smile on the other's face broadened, "Now, what's the use of that? You' re getting
nowhere. I'mholding the trunps. | know you' ve resigned. Herbie told ne, and he got it straight
fromyou.'

Lanning forced hinself to speak quietly. He | ooked an old, old man, with tired eyes
peering froma face in which the red had di sappeared, |eaving the pasty yell ow of age behind, "I
want to speak to Herbie. He can't have told you anything of the sort. You're playing a deep gane,
Bogert, but I'mcalling your bluff. Come with nme."

Bogert shrugged, "To see Herbie? Good! Damed good!"

It was al so precisely at noon that MIton Ashe | ooked up fromhis clumsy sketch and said,
"You get the idea? I'mnot too good at getting this down, but that's about how it |ooks. It's a
honey of a house, and | can get it for next to nothing."

Susan Calvin gazed across at himwith nelting eyes. "lIt's really beautiful,"” she sighed.
"I've often thought that 1'd like to-" Her voice trailed away.
"Of course," Ashe continued briskly, putting away his pencil, "I've got to wait for ny

vacation. It's only two weeks off, but this Herbie business has evervthing up in the air." His
eyes dropped to his fingernails, "Besides, there's another point - but it's a secret."”

"Then don't tell ne."

"Ch, I'd just as soon, |I'mjust busting to tell sonmeone - and you're just about the best -
er- confidante |I could find here." He grinned sheepishly.

Susan Calvin's heart bounded, but she did not trust herself to speak

"Frankly," Ashe scraped his chair closer and | owered his voice into a confidenti al
whi sper, "the house isn't to be only for nyself. I'mgetting married!"

And then he junped out of his seat, "What's the natter?"

"Not hi ng!" The horrible spinning sensati on had vani shed, but it was hard to get words out.
"Married? You nean-"

"Why, sure! About tine, isn't it? You renmenber that girl who was here |last sunmer. That's
she! But you are sick. You-"

"Headache!" Susan Calvin notioned himaway weakly. "l've... |'ve been subject to them
lately. | want to... to congratul ate you, of course. I'mvery glad-" The inexpertly applied rouge
made a pair of nasty red splotches upon her chal k-white face. Things had begun spi nni ng again.
"Pardon ne- pl ease-"

The words were a nmunble, as she stunbled blindly out the door. It had happened with the
sudden catastrophe of a dream- and with all the unreal horror of a dream

But how could it be? Herbie had said-
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And Herbie knew He could see into minds!

She found hersel f | eaning breathl essly against the door janmb, staring into Herbie's netal
face. She nust have clinbed the two flights of stairs, but she had no nenory of it. The distance
had been covered in an instant, as in a dream

As in a dream

And still Herbie's unblinking eyes stared into hers and their dull red seemed to expand
into dimy shining nightmarish gl obes.

He was speaking, and she felt the cold glass pressing against her |lips. She swallowed and
shuddered into a pertain awareness of her surroundi ngs.

Still Herbie spoke, and there was agitation in his voice - as if he were hurt and
frightened and pl eadi ng.

The words were begi nning to nake sense. "This is a dream" he was saying, "and you nustn't

believe init. You'll wake into the real world soon and |augh at yourself. He loves you, | tel
you. He does, he does! But not here! Not now This is an illusion."

Susan Cal vi n nodded, her voice a whisper, "Yes! Yes!" She was clutching Herbie's arm
clinging to it, repeating over and over, "It isn't true, is it? It isn't, is it?"

Just how she cane to her senses, she never knew - but it was |like passing froma world of
m sty unreality to one of harsh sunlight. She pushed himaway from her, pushed hard agai nst that
steely arm and her eyes were w de.

"What are you trying to do?" Her voice rose to a harsh scream "Wat are you trying to
do?"

Her bi e backed away, "I want to hel p"

The psychol ogi st stared, "Help? By telling nme this is a drean? By trying to push ne into
schi zophreni a?" A hysterical tenseness seized her, "This is no dream | wish it were!"

She drew her breath sharply, "Vait! Wy... why, | understand. Merciful Heavens, it's so
obvi ous. "

There was horror in the robot's voice, "I had to!"

"And | believed youl | never thought-"

Loud voi ces outside the door brought her to a halt. She turned away, fists clenching
spasnodi cal |y, and when Bogert and Lanni ng entered, she was at the far wi ndow. Neither of the nen
paid her the slightest attention

They approached Herbi e simultaneously; Lanning angry and inpatient, Bogert, coolly
sardonic. The director spoke first.

"Here now, Herbie. Listen to ne!"

The robot brought his eyes sharply down upon the aged director, "Yes, Dr. Lanning."

"Have you di scussed ne with Dr. Bogert?"

"No, sir." The answer cane slowy, and the snile on Bogert's face flashed off.

"What's that?" Bogert shoved in ahead of his superior and straddl ed the ground before the
robot. "Repeat what you told ne yesterday."

"I said that " Herbie fell silent. Deep within himhis netallic diaphragmvibrated in soft
di scords.

"Didn't you say he had resigned?" roared Bogert. "Answer ne!"

Bogert raised his armfrantically, but Lanning pushed himaside, "Are you trying to bully
himinto |ying?"

"You heard him Lanning. He began to say 'Yes' and stopped. Get out of ny way! | want the
truth out of him understandl™”

“"I"lIl ask him" Lanning turned to the robot. "All right, Herbie, take it easy. Have
resi gned?"

Her bi e stared, and Lanni ng repeated anxiously, "Have | resigned?" There was the faintest
trace of a negative shake of the robot's head. A long wait produced nothing further

The two nmen | ooked at each other and the hostility in their eyes was all but tangible.

"What the devil,"” blurted Bogert, "has the robot gone nmute? Can't you speak, you
nmonstrosity?"

"I can speak," cane the ready answer.

"Then answer the question. Didn't you tell me Lanning had resigned? Hasn't he resigned

And again there was nothing but dull silence, until fromthe end of the room Susan
Calvin's laugh rang out suddenly, high-pitched and seni-hysterical

The two mat hemati ci ans junped, and Bogerts eyes narrowed, "You here? What's so funny?"

"Not hing's funny." Her voice was not quite natural. "It's just that I'mnot the only one
that's been caught. There's irony in three of the greatest experts in robotics in the world
falling into the same elenentary trap, isn't there?" Her voice faded, and she put a pale hand to
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her forehead, "But it isn't funny!"

This time the | ook that passed between the two men was one of raised eyebrows. "Wat trap
are you tal king about?" asked Lansing stiffly. "lIs sonething wong with Herbie?"

"No," she approached themslowy, "nothing is wong with him- only with us." She whirled
suddenly and shrieked at the robot, "Get away fromne! Go to the other end of the roomand don't
let me | ook at you."

Herbie cringed before the fury of her eyes and stunmbled away in a clattering trot.

Lanning's voice was hostile, "Wat is all this, Dr. Calvin?"

She faced them and spoke sarcastically, "Surely you know t he fundanmental First Law of
Robotics. "

The other two nodded together. "Certainly," said Bogert, Irritably, "a robot may not
injure a human being or, through inaction, allow himto come to harnt

"How nicely put," sneered Calvin. "But what kind of harn®"

"Why - any kind."

"Exactly! Any kind! But what about hurt feelings? What about deflation of one's ego? \Wuat
about the blasting of one's hopes? Is that injury?"

Lanni ng frowned, "What would a robot know about-" And then he caught hinself with a gasp

"“You' ve caught on, have you? This robot reads nminds. Do you suppose it doesn't know
everyt hing about mental injury? Do you suppose that if asked a question, it wouldn't give exactly
that answer that one wants to hear? Wuldn't any other answer hurt us, and wouldn't Herbie know
t hat ?"

"Good Heavens!" nuttered Bogert.

The psychol ogi st cast a sardonic glance at him "I take it you asked hi m whet her Lanni ng
had resigned. You wanted to hear that he had resigned and so that's what Herbie told you."
"And | suppose that is why," said Lanning, tonelessly, "it would not answer a little while

ago. It couldn't answer either way w thout hurting one of us.”

There was a short pause in which the nen | ooked thoughtfully across the roomat the robot,
crouching in the chair by the bookcase, head resting in one hand.

Susan Calvin stared steadfastly at the floor, "He knew of all this. That... that devi
knows everything - including what went wong in his assenbly." Her eyes were dark and broodi ng.

Lanni ng | ooked up, "You're wong there, Dr. Calvin. He doesn't know what went w ong.
asked him™"

"What does that nmean?" cried Calvin. "Only that you didn't want himto give you the
solution. It would puncture your ego to have a nmachine do what you couldn't. Did you ask hin?" she
shot at Bogert.

“In a way." Bogert coughed and reddened. "He told me he knew very little about
mat hemati cs. "

Lanni ng | aughed, not very loudly and the psychol ogi st sniled caustically. She said, "I"l
ask him A solution by himwon't hurt my ego" She raised her voice into a cold, inperative, "Cone
herel™

Her bi e rose and approached with hesitant steps.

"You know, | suppose," she continued, "just exactly at what point in the assenbly an
extraneous factor was introduced or an essential one left out."

"Yes," said Herbie, in tones barely heard.

"Hol d on," broke in Bogert angrily. "That's not necessary true. You want to hear that,
that's all.”

"Don't be a fool," replied Calvin. "He certainly knows as nmuch math as you and Lanni ng
toget her, since he can read mnds. Gve himhis chance."

The mat hemati ci an subsi ded, and Calvin continued, "All right, then, Herbie, givel W're
waiting." And in an aside, "Get pencils and paper, gentlenen.”

But Herbie remained silent, and there was triunph in the psychol ogist's voice, "Wy don't
you answer, Herbie?"

The robot blurted out suddenly, "I cannot. You know | cannot! Dr. Bogert and Dr. Lanning
don't want ne to."

"They want the solution."”

"But not fromne."

Lanni ng broke in, speaking slowy and distinctly, "Don't be foolish, Herbie. W do want
you to tell wus.™

Bogert nodded curtly.

Herbie's voice rose to wild heights, "Wiat's the use of saying that? Don't you suppose
that | can see past the superficial skin of your nind? Down below, you don't want me to. I'ma
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machi ne, given the imtation of life only by virtue of the positronic interplay in my brain-which
is man's device. You can't lose face to me without being hurt. That is deep in your mnd and won't
be erased. | can't give the solution.”

"W'll leave," said Dr. Lanning. "Tell Calvin."

"That woul d make no difference," cried Herbie, "since you would know anyway that it was
that was supplying the answer."

Cal vin resunmed, "But you understand, Herbie, that despite that, Drs. Lanning and Bogert
want that solution."

"By their own efforts!” insisted Herbie

"But they want it, and the fact that you have it and won't give it hurts them You see
that, don't you?"

"Yes! Yes!"

"And if you tell themthat will hurt them too"

"Yes! Yes!" Herbie was retreating slowy, and step by step Susan Cal vin advanced. The two
men wat ched in frozen bew | dernent.

"You can't tell them" droned the psychol ogi st slowy, "because that would hurt and you
mustn't hurt. But if you don't tell them you hurt, so you nust tell them And if you do, you wll
hurt and you nustn't, so you can't tell them but if you don't, you hurt, so you nust; but if you
do, you hurt, so you nustn't; but if you don't, you hurt, so you nust; but if you do, you-"

Her bi e was up against the wall, and here he dropped to his knees. "Stop!" he shrieked.
"Close your mind! It is full of pain and frustration and hate! | didn't nmean it, | tell you!
tried to help! I told you what you wanted to hear. | had to!"

The psychol ogi st paid no attention. "You nust tell them but if you do, you hurt, so you
mustn't; but if you don't, you hurt, so you must; but-"

And Her bi e screaned!

It was like the whistling of a piccolo nmany tinmes nmagnified - shrill and shriller till it
keened with the terror of a lost soul and filled the roomw th the piercingness of itself.

And when it died into nothingness, Herbie collapsed into a huddl ed heap of notionless

met al .

Bogert's face was bl oodl ess, "He's dead!"

"No!" Susan Calvin burst into body-racking gusts of wild |aughter, "not dead - nerely
insane. | confronted himw th the insoluble dilemma, and he broke down. You can scrap hi m now
because he'll never speak again.”

Lanni ng was on his knees beside the thing that had been Herbie. His fingers touched the
cold, unresponsive netal face and he shuddered. "You did that on purpose." He rose and faced her
face contorted.

"What if | did? You can't help it now" And in a sudden access of bitterness, "He deserved
it."

The director seized the paral ysed, notionless Bogert by the wist, "Wat's the difference.
Conme, Peter." He sighed, "A thinking robot of this type is worthless anyway." H's eyes were old
and tired, and he repeated, "Cone, Peter!"

It was minutes after the two scientists left that Dr. Susan Calvin regained part of her
mental equilibrium Slowy, her eyes turned to the living-dead Herbie and the tightness returned
to her face. Long she stared while the triunph faded and the hel pless frustration returned - and
of all her turbulent thoughts only one infinitely bitter word passed her Iips.

“Liar!"

That finished it for then, naturally. | knew | couldn't get any nore out of her after
that. She just sat there behind her desk, her white face cold and - renenbering.

| said, "Thank you, Dr. Calvin!" but she didn't answer. It was two days before | could get
to see her again.

Littl e Lost Robot

WHEN | DI D SEE SUSAN CALVIN AGAIN, I T WAS AT the door of her office. Files were being
nmoved out .
She said, "How are your articles com ng al ong, young nan?"
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"Fine," | said. | had put theminto shape according to ny own lights, dramatized the bare
bones of her recital, added the conversation and little touches, "Wuld you | ook over them and see
if | haven't been libellous or too unreasonably inaccurate anywhere?"

"l suppose so. Shall we retire to the Executives' Lounge? We can have coffee."

She seened in good hunor, so | chanced it as we wal ked down the corridor, "I was
wondering, Dr. Calvin-"
"Yes?"

“I'f you would tell me nore concerning the history of robotics."

"Surely you have what you want, young nan."

"In a way. But these incidents | have witten up don't apply much to the nmodern world. |
mean, there was only one m nd-readi ng robot ever devel oped, and Space-Stations are already
out nroded and in disuse, and robot mning is taken for granted. What about interstellar travel?
It's only been about twenty years since the hyperatonm c notor was invented and it's well known
that it was a robotic invention. Wat is the truth about it?"

"Interstellar travel ?" She was thoughtful. W were in the |Iounge, and | ordered a ful
di nner. She just had coffee.

"It wasn't a sinple robotic invention, you know, not just |ike that. But, of course, unti
we devel oped the Brain, we didn't get very far. But we tried; we really tried. My first connection
(directly, that is) with interstellar research was in 2029, when a robot was lost-"

Measures on Hyper Base had been taken in a sort of rattling fury - the nuscul ar equival ent
of an hysterical shriek

To item ze themin order of both chronol ogy and desperation, they were:

1. All work on the Hyperatomic Drive through all the space vol une occupied by the Stations
of the Twenty-Seventh Asteroidal G ouping came to a halt.

2. That entire volunme of space was ni pped out of the System practically speaking. No one
entered without permission. No one |eft under any conditions.

3. By special governnent patrol ship, Drs. Susan Calvin and Peter Bogert, respectively
Head Psychol ogi st and Mat hematical Director of United States Robot & Mechanical Men Corporation
were brought to Hyper Base.

Susan Calvin had never left the surface of Earth before, and had no perceptible desire to
leave it this tine. In an age of Atom c Power and a clearly coming Hyperatomic Drive, she renained
quietly provincial. So she was dissatisfied with her trip and unconvinced of the emergency, and
every line of her plain, mddle-aged face showed it clearly enough during her first dinner at
Hyper Base.

Nor did Dr. Bogert's sleek pal eness abandon a certain hangdog attitude. Nor did Mjor-
general Kallner, who headed the project, even once forget to naintain a hunted expression. In
short, it was a grisly episode, that neal, and the little session of three that foll owed began in
a gray, unhappy nanner.

Kal I ner, with his bal dness glistening, and his dress uniformoddly unsuited to the genera
nmood, began wi th uneasy directness.

"This is a queer story to tell, sir, and nadam | want to thank you for com ng on short
noti ce and without a reason being given. W'll try to correct that now. W' ve lost a robot. Wrk
has stopped and nust stop until such tinme as we locate it. So far we have failed, and we feel we
need expert help."

Per haps the general felt his predicanent anticlimactic. He continued with a note of
desperation, "I needn't tell you the inportance of our work here. Mdre than eighty percent of |ast
year's appropriations for scientific research have gone to us-"

"Why, we know that," said Bogert, agreeably. "U S. Robots is receiving a generous rental
fee for use of our robots.”

Susan Calvin injected a blunt, vinegary note, "Wuat nmakes a single robot so inportant to
the project, and why hasn't it been | ocated?"

The general turned his red face toward her and wet his Iips quickly, "Wiy, in a manner of
speaki ng we have located it." Then, wi th near anguish, "Here, suppose | explain. As soon as the
robot failed to report a state of energency was declared, and all novenent off Hyper Base stopped.
A cargo vessel had | anded the previous day and had delivered us two robots for our |aboratories.
It had sixty-two robots of the... uh... ganme type for shipnment el sewhere. W are certain as to
that figure. There is no question about it whatever."

"Yes? And the connection?”
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"When our missing robot failed of |ocation anywhere - | assure you we woul d have found a
m ssing blade of grass if it had been there to find - we brainstorned ourselves into counting the
robots left of the cargo ship. They have sixty-three now. "

"So that the sixty-third, | take it, is the mssing prodigal?" Dr. Calvin's eyes darkened

"“Yes, but we have no way of telling which is the sixty-third."

There was a dead silence while the electric clock chimed el even tinmes, and then the
robopsychol ogi st said, "Very peculiar,"” and the corners of her |ips noved downward.

"Peter," she turned to her colleague with a trace of savagery, "what's w ong here? Wat
kind of robots are they, using at Hyper Base?"

Dr. Bogert hesitated and smled feebly, "It's been rather a matter of delicacy till now,
Susan. "

She spoke rapidly, "Yes, till now If there are sixty-three sane-type robots, one of which
is wanted and the identity of which cannot be deternined, why won't any of them do? What's the
i dea of all this? Way have we been sent for?"

Bogert said in resigned fashion, "If you'll give me a chance, Susan - Hyper Base happens
to be using several robots whose brains are not inpressioned with the entire First Law of
Robotics. "

"Aren't inpressioned?" Calvin slunped back in her chair, "I see. How nmany were nade?"

"Afew It was on governnent order and there was no way of violating the secrecy. No one
was to know except the top nmen directly concerned. You weren't included, Susan. It was nothing
had anything to do with."

The general interrupted with a nmeasure of authority. "I would like to explain that bit. |
hadn't been aware that Dr. Calvin was unacquainted with the situation. | needn't tell you, Dr.
Calvin, that there always has been strong opposition to robots on the Planet. The only defense the
government has had against the Fundanentalist radicals in this natter was the fact that robots are
al ways built with an unbreakable First Law - which nakes it inpossible for themto harm hunan
bei ngs under any circunstance.

"But we had to have robots of a different nature. So just a few of the NS-2 nodel, the
Nestors, that is, were prepared with a nodified First Law. To keep it quiet, all NS-2's are
manuf actured wi t hout serial nunbers; nodified nenbers are delivered here along with a group of
normal robots; and, of course, all our kind are under the strictest inpressionnment never to tel
of their nodification to unauthorized personnel." He wore an enbarrassed smle, "This has al
wor ked out agai nst us now. "

Calvin said grimy, "Have you asked each one who it is, anyhow? Certainly, you are
aut hori zed?"

The general nodded, "All sixty-three deny having worked here - and one is lying."

"Does the one you want show traces of wear? The others, | take it, are factory-fresh.”

"The one in question only arrived last nonth. It, and the two that have just arrived, were
to be the last we needed. There's no perceptible wear." He shook his head slowy and his eyes were
haunted again, "Dr. Calvin, we don't dare let that ship leave. If the existence of non-First Law
robots becomes general know edge-" There seemed no way of avoi ding understatenent in the
concl usi on.

"Destroy all sixty-three," said the robopsychol ogist coldly and flatly, "and nake an end

of it."

Bogert drew back a corner of his nobuth. "You nean destroy thirty thousand dollars per
robot. I"'mafraid U S. Robots wouldn't like that. W'd better nake an effort first, Susan, before
we destroy anything."

"In that case," she said, sharply, "I need facts. Exactly what advantage does Hyper Base
derive fromthese nodified robots? Wat factor nade them desirable, general ?"

Kal I ner ruffled his forehead and stroked it with an upward gesture of his hand. "W had
trouble with our previous robots. Qur nen work with hard radi ations a good deal, you see. It's
danger ous, of course, but reasonable precautions are taken. There have been only two accidents
since we began and neither was fatal. However, it was inpossible to explain that to an ordinary
robot. The First Law states -1'Il quote it- 'No robot nmay harm a human being, or through
inactiotn, allow a human being to come to harm'

"That's primary, Dr. Calvin. Wen it was necessary for one of our nmen to expose hinself
for a short period to a noderate gamma field, one that woul d have no physiol ogical effects, the
near est robot would dash in to drag himout. If the field were exceedingly weak, it would succeed,
and work could not continue till all robots were cleared out. If the field were a trifle stronger
the robot would never reach the technician concerned, since its positronic brain would coll apse
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under ganma radi ations - and then we woul d be out one expensive and hard-to-replace robot.

"W tried arguing with them Their point was that a human being in a ganma field was
endangering his life and that it didn't matter that he could remain there half an hour safely.
Supposi ng, they would say, he forgot and remai ned an hour. They couldn't take chances. W pointed
out that they were risking their lives on a wild off-chance. But selfpreservation is only the
Third Law of Robotics - and the First Law of hunman safety cane first. W gave themorders; we
ordered themstrictly and harshly to remain out of ganma fields at whatever cost. But obedience is
only the Second Law of Robotics - and the First Law of human safety cane first. Dr. Calvin, we
either had to do without robots, or do sonething about the First Law - and we nmade our choice."

"I can't believe," said Dr. Calvin, "that it was found possible to renove the First Law. "

“I't wasn't renoved, it was nodified," explained Kallner. "Positronic brains were
constructed that contained the positive aspect only of the Law, which in themreads: “No robot nmay
harm a human being.' That is all. They have no conpul sion to prevent one comng to harmthrough an
ext raneous agency such as gamma rays. | state the matter correctly, Dr. Bogert?"

"Quite," assented the mathenatician

"And that is the only difference of your robots fromthe ordinary NS2 nodel ? The only
di fference? Peter?"

"The only difference, Susan."

She rose and spoke with finality, "I intend sleeping now, and in about eight hours, | want
to speak to whonever saw the robot last. And from now on, CGeneral Kallner, if I"'mto take any
responsibility at all for events, | want full and unquestioned control of this investigation."

Susan Calvin, except for two hours of resentful |assitude, experienced nothing approaching
sl eep. She signaled at Bogert's door at the local tinme of 0700 and found himal so awake. He had
apparently taken the trouble of transporting a dressing gown to Hyper Base with him for he was
sitting init. He put his nail scissors down when Calvin entered.

He said softly, "I've been expecting you nore or |less. | suppose you feel sick about al
this."

"l do."

"Well- I"'msorry. There was no way of preventing it. Wen the call cane out from Hyper
Base for us, | knew that sonething nmust have gone wwong with the nodified Nestors. But what was

there to do? | couldn't break the matter to you on the trip here as | would have |liked to, because
| had to be sure. The matter of the nodification is top secret."

The psychol ogi st nmuttered, "I should have been told. U S. Robots had no right to nodify
positronic brains this way w thout the approval of a psychol ogist."

Bogert lifted his eyebrows and sighed. "Be reasonable, Susan. You couldn't have influenced
them In this matter, the governnment was bound to have its way. They want the Hyperatom c Drive
and the etheric physicists want robots that won't interfere with them They were going to get them
even if it did nean twisting the First Law. W had to admit it was possible froma construction
standpoi nt and they swore a mighty oath that they wanted only twelve, that they would be used only
at Hyper Base, that they would be destroyed once the Drive was perfected, and that ful
precauti ons would be taken. And they insisted on secrecy - and that's the situation.”

Dr. Calvin spoke through her teeth, "I would have resigned."

“I't wouldn't have hel ped. The governnment was offering the conpany a fortune, and
threatening it with antirobot legislation in case of a refusal. W were stuck then, and we're
badly stuck now. If this |eaks out, it might hurt Kallner and the government, but it would hurt U
S. Robots a devil of a lot nore.”

The psychol ogi st stared at him "Peter, don't you realize what all this is about? Can't
you under stand what the renoval of the First Law neans? It isn't just a matter of secrecy."”

"I know what renoval would nean. I'mnot a child. It would nean conplete instability, with
no noni magi nary solutions to the positronic Field Equations."

"Yes, mathematically. But can you translate that into crude psychol ogi cal thought. Al
normal |life, Peter, consciously or otherw se, resents domnation. If the domi nation is by an
inferior, or by a supposed inferior, the resentnment becones stronger. Physically, and, to an
extent, nentally, a robot -any robot- is superior to human bei ngs. What nekes hi m sl avish, then?
Only the First Law Wiy, without it, the first order you tried to give a robot would result in
your death. Unstable? What do you think?"

"Susan," said Bogert, with an air of sympathetic amusenent. "1'll adnmit that this
Frankenst ein Conpl ex you're exhibiting has a certain justification -hence the First Law in the
first, place. But the Law, | repeat and repeat, has not been renoved - nerely nodified."

"And what about the stability of the brain?"
The mat hematician thrust out his lips, "Decreased, naturally. But it's within the border
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of safety. The first Nestors were delivered to Hyper Base nine nonths ago, and nothi ng whatever
has gone wong till now, and even this involves nerely fear of discovery and not danger to
humans. "

"Very well, then. W'll see what cones of the norning conference."

Bogert saw her politely to the door and grimaced el oquently when she left. He saw no
reason to change his perennial opinion of her as a sour and fidgety frustration

Susan Calvin's train of thought did not include Bogert in the |east. She had dismissed him
years ago as a snooth and pretentious sl eekness.

Geral d Bl ack had taken his degree in etheric physics the year before and, in conmon with
his entire generation of physicists, found hinself engaged in the problemof the Drive. He now
made a proper addition to the general atnosphere of these meetings on Hyper Base. In his stained
white snock, he was half rebellious and wholly uncertain. H's stocky strength seemed striving for
rel ease and his fingers, as they tw sted each other with nervous yanks, m ght have forced an iron
bar out of true.

Maj or -general Kall ner sat beside him the two fromU S. Robots faced him

Bl ack said, "I'mtold that | was the last to see Nestor 10 before he vanished. | take it
you want to ask nme about that."

Dr. Calvin regarded himwith interest, "You sound as if you were not sure, young nan
Don't you know whet her you were the last to see hinP"

"He worked with me, ma'am on the field generators, and he was with ne the norning of his
di sappearance. | don't know if anyone saw himafter about noon. No one admts having done so."

"Do you think anyone's |ying about it?"

"I don't say that. But | don't say that | want the blane of it, either.'
snol der ed.

"There's no question of blane. The robot acted as it did because of what it is. W' re just
trying to locate it, M. Black, and let's put everything else aside. Now if you' ve worked with the
robot, you probably know it better than anyone el se. Was there anything unusual about it that you
noti ced? Had you ever worked with robots before?"

"“I"ve worked with other robots we have here - the sinple ones. Nothing different about the
Nestors except that they're a good deal cleverer - and nore annoying."

"Annoyi ng? In what way?"

"Wel |- perhaps it's not their fault. The work here is rough and nost of us get a little
j agged. Fooling around with hyper-space isn't fun." He smiled feebly, finding pleasure in
confession. "We run the risk continually of blowing a hole in nornmal space-tine fabric and
dropping right out of the universe, asteroid and all. Sounds screwy, doesn't it? Naturally, you're
on edge sonetinmes. But these Nestors aren't. They're curious, they're calm they don't worry. It's
enough to drive you nuts at times. Wien you want sonething done in a tearing hurry, they seemto
take their time. Sonetines |'d rather do w thout."

"You say they take their tine? Have they ever refused an order?"

"Ch, no," hastily. "They do it all right. They tell you when they think you' re w ong,

t hough. They don't know anythi ng about the subject but what we taught them but that doesn't stop
them Maybe | imagine it, but the other fellows have the sane trouble with their Nestors."

Ceneral Kallner cleared his throat om nously, "Wy have no conpl aints reached ne on the
matter, Bl ack?"

The young physicist reddened, "W didn't really want to do without the robots, sir, and
besi des we weren't certain exactly how such... uh... mnor conplaints nmight be received."

Bogert interrupted softly, "Anything in particular happen the nmorning you last sawit?"

There was a silence. Wth a quiet notion, Calvin repressed the comment that was about to
energe from Kall ner, and waited patiently.

Then Bl ack spoke in blurting anger, "I had a little trouble with it. I'd broken a Ki nbal
tube that norning and was out five days of work; my entire programwas behi nd schedule; | hadn't
received any nmail fromhome for a couple of weeks. And he cane around wanting nme to repeat an
experiment | had abandoned a nonth ago. He was al ways annoying nme on that subject and | was tired
of it. | told himto go away - and that's all | saw of him"

"You told himto go away?" asked Dr. Calvin with sharp interest. "In just those words? D d
you say ~Go away' ? Try to renenber the exact words."

There was apparently an internal struggle in progress. Black cradled his forehead in a
broad palmfor a nonent, then tore it away and said defiantly, "I said, 'CGo |ose yourself.' "

Bogert laughed for a short nonment. "And he did, eh?"

But Calvin wasn't finished. She spoke cajolingly, "Now we're getting sonewhere, M. Bl ack

H s dark eyes
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But exact details are inmportant. In understanding the robot's actions, a word, a gesture, an
enphasi s may be everything. You couldn't have said just those three words, for instance, could
you? By your own description you rmust have been in a hasty nood. Perhaps you strengthened your
speech a little."

The young man reddened, "Well... | may have called it a... a few things."

"Exactly what things?"

"Ch - | wouldn't remenber exactly. Besides | couldn't repeat it. You know how you get when
you're excited." H s enbarrassed | augh was alnbst a giggle, "I sort of have a tendency to strong
| anguage. "

"That's quite all right," she replied, with primseverity. "At the nonent, |'ma
psychol ogist. | would Iike to have you repeat exactly what you said as nearly as you renenber,

and, even nore inportant, the exact tone of voice you used."
Bl ack | ooked at his conmandi ng of ficer for support, found none. H s eyes grew round and
appal l ed, "But | can't."

"You nust."

"Suppose, " said Bogert, with ill-hidden anusenent, "you address ne. You may find it
easier."

The young man's scarlet face turned to Bogert. He swallowed. "I said" H s voice faded out.
He tried again, "I said-"

And he drew a deep breath and spewed it out hastily in one | ong succession of syllables.
Then, in the charged air that lingered, he concluded alnmost in tears, " nmore or less. | don't
remenber the exact order of what | called him and naybe |I |left out something or put in sonething,
but that was about it."

Only the slightest flush betrayed any feeling on the part of the robopsychol ogi st. She
said, "I amaware of the neaning of nost of the terns used. The others, | suppose, are equally
derogatory."

"I"'mafraid so," agreed the tornmented Bl ack

"And in anong it, you told himto |ose hinself."

"I meant it only figuratively."

"I realize that. No disciplinary action is intended, | amsure." And at her glance, the
general, who, five seconds earlier, had seemed not sure at all, nodded angrily.

"You may | eave, M. Black. Thank you for your cooperation."

It took five hours for Susan Calvin to interview the sixty-three robots. It was five hours
of multi-repetition; of replacenent after replacenment of identical robot; of Questions A B, C D
and Answers A, B, C, D, of a carefully bland expression, a carefully neutral tone, a carefully
friendly atnmosphere; and a hidden wire recorder.

The psychol ogist felt drained of vitality when she was finished.

Bogert was waiting for her and | ooked expectant as she dropped the recording spool with a
clang upon the plastic of the desk.

She shook her head, "All sixty-three seened the same to ne. | couldn't tell-"

He said, "You couldn't expect to tell by ear, Susan. Suppose we anal yze the recordings."

Odinarily, the mathematical interpretation of verbal reactions of robots is one of the
nmore intricate branches of robotic analysis. It requires a staff of trained technicians and the
hel p of conplicated conputing nachi nes. Bogert knew that. Bogert stated as nuch, in an extrene of
unshown annoyance after having listened to each set of replies, nade |ists of word deviations, and
graphs of the intervals of responses.

"There are no anomalies present, Susan. The variations in wording and the tine reactions
are within the limts of ordinary frequency groupings. W need finer methods. They rust have
conputers here. No." He frowned and ni bbled delicately at a thunbnail. "W can't use conputers.
Too much danger of |eakage. Or maybe if we-"

Dr. Calvin stopped himwith an inpatient gesture, "Please, Peter. This isn't one of your
petty |l aboratory problens. If we can't deternine the nodified Nestor by sone gross difference that
we can see with the naked eye, one that there is no m stake about, we're out of |uck. The danger
of being wong, and of letting himescape is otherwise too great. It's not enough to point out a

mnute irregularity in a graph. I tell you, if that's all |1've got to go on, 1'd destroy them all
just to be certain. Have you spoken to the other nodified Nestors?"
"Yes, | have," snapped back Bogert, "and there's nothing wong with them They're above

normal in friendliness if anything. They answered mnmy questions, displayed pride in their know edge
- except the two new ones that haven't had time to learn their etheric physics. They | aughed
rat her good-naturedly at my ignorance in sone of the specializations here." He shrugged, "I
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suppose that fornms sone of the basis for resentnment toward them on the part of the technicians
here. The robots are perhaps too willing to inpress you with their greater know edge."

"Can you try a few Planar Reactions to see if there has been any change, any
deterioration, in their nmental set-up since nmanufacture?"

"I haven't yet, but | will." He shook a slimfinger at her, "You' re |osing your nerve,
Susan. | don't see what it is you're dramatizing. They' re essentially harnless."”

"They are?" Calvin took fire. "They are? Do you realize one of themis lying? One of the
sixty-three robots | have just interviewed has deliberately lied to me after the strictest
injunction to tell the truth. The abnornmality indicated is horribly deep-seated, and horribly
frightening."

Peter Bogert felt his teeth harden against each other. He said, "Not at all. Look! Nestor
10 was given orders to | ose hinself. Those orders were expressed in maxi num urgency by the person
nost authorized to conmand him You can't counteract that order either by superior urgency or
superior right of command. Naturally, the robot will attenpt to defend the carrying out of his
orders. In fact, objectively, | admire his ingenuity. How better can a robot | ose hinmself than to
hi de hinself anong a group of simlar robots?"

"Yes, you would admire it. |'ve detected anmusenent in you, Peter - anusenent and an
appal ling lack of understanding. Are you a roboticist, Peter? Those robots attach inportance to
what they consider superiority. You've just said as much yoursel f. Subconsciously they feel humans
to be inferior and the First Law which protects us fromthemis inperfect. They are unstable. And
here we have a young man ordering a robot to leave him to lose hinself, with every verba
appearance of revul sion, disdain, and disgust. Ganted, that robot nust follow orders, but
subconsciously, there is resentnent. It will become nore inportant than ever for it to prove that
it is superior despite the horrible nanes it was called. It may beconme so inportant that what's
left of the First Law won't be enough."

"How on Earth, or anywhere in the Solar System Susan, is a robot going to know the
meani ng of the assorted strong | anguage used upon hin? Obscenity is not one of the things
i npressi oned upon his brain."

"Original inpressionment is not everything," Calvin snarled at him "Robots have | earning
capacity, you... you fool-" And Bogert knew that she had really |ost her tenper. She continued
hastily, "Don't you suppose he could tell fromthe tone used that the words weren't conplinentary?
Don't yon suppose he's heard the words used before and noted upon what occasi ons?"

"Well, then," shouted Bogert, "will you kindly tell me one way in which a nodified robot
can harm a human being, no matter how offended it is, no matter how sick with desire to prove
superiority?"

“I'f I tell you one way, will you keep quiet?"

"Yes."
They were | eaning across the table at each other, angry eyes nail ed together.
The psychol ogi st said, "If a nodified robot were to drop a heavy wei ght upon a hunman

bei ng, he would not be breaking the First Law, if he did so with the know edge that his strength
and reaction speed would be sufficient to snatch the weight away before it struck the man. However
once the weight left his fingers, he would be no | onger the active nedium Only the blind force of
gravity would be that. The robot could then change his nmind and nerely by inaction, allowthe
weight to strike. The nodified First Law allows that."

"That's an awful stretch of imagination."

"That's what ny profession requires sometinmes. Peter, let's not quarrel. Let's work. You
know the exact nature of the stinmulus that caused the robot to | ose hinself. You have the records
of his original nental make-up. | want you to tell ne how possible it is for our robot to do the
sort of thing |I just tal ked about. Not the specific instance, mind you, but that whole class of
response. And | want it done quickly."

"And neanwhil e-"

"And neanwhile, we'll have to try performance tests directly on the response to First

Law.

Geral d Bl ack, at his own request, was supervising the nushroomnm ng wooden partitions that
were springing up in a bellying circle on the vaulted third floor of Radiation Building 2. The
| aborers worked, in the main, silently, but nore than one was openly a-wonder at the sixty-three
photocells that required installation

One of them sat down near Bl ack, renmoved his hat, and wi ped his forehead thoughtfully with
a freckled forearm

Bl ack nodded at him "How s it doing, Wal ensky?"
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Wal ensky shrugged and fired a cigar, "Snooth as butter. What's going on anyway, Doc?
First, there's no work for three days and then we have this nmess of jiggers." He | eaned backward
on his el bows and puffed snoke.

Bl ack twitched his eyebrows, "A couple of robot nen cane over from Earth. Renenber the
trouble we had with robots running into the gamma fields. before we pounded it into their skulls
that they weren't to do it."

"Yeah. Didn't we get new robots?"

"W got sone replacenents, but nostly it was a job of indoctrination. Anyway, the people
who nmake themwant to figure out robots that aren't hit so bad by gamma rays."

"Sure seens funny, though, to stop all the work on the Drive for this robot deal. |
t hought nothing was allowed to stop the Drive."

"Well, it's the fellows upstairs that have the say on that. Me- | just do as |I'mtold.
Probably all a matter of pull-"

"Yeah," the electrician jerked a smle, and wi nked a wi se eye. "Sonmebody knew sonebody in
Washi ngton. But as long as ny pay cones through on the dot, | should worry. The Drive's none of ny
affair. What are they going to do here?"

"You're asking ne? They brought a nmess of robots with them -over sixty, and they're going
to nmeasure reactions. That's all ny know edge."

"How long will it take?"
"I wish | knew"
"Well," WAl ensky said, with heavy sarcasm "as |long as they dish ne ny noney, they can

pl ay ganes all they want."
Black felt quietly satisfied. Let the story spread. It was harnl ess, and near enough to
the truth to take the fangs out of curiosity.

A man sat in the chair, notionless, silent. A weight dropped, crashed downward, then
pounded aside at the | ast nonent under the synchronized thunp of a sudden force beam In sixty-
three wooden cells, watching NS-2 robots dashed forward in that split second before the wei ght
veered, and sixty-three photocells five feet ahead of their original positions jiggled the marking
pen and presented a little jag on the paper. The wei ght rose and dropped, rose and dropped, rose-

Ten tines!

Ten tinmes the robots sprang forward and stopped, as the man renmai ned safely seated.

Maj or-general Kallner had not worn his uniformin its entirety since the first dinner with
the U S. Robot representatives. He wore nothing over his blue-gray shirt now, the collar was
open, and the black tie was pulled | oose.

He | ooked hopefully at Bogert, who was still blandly neat and whose inner tension was
per haps betrayed only by the trace of glister at his tenples.

The general said, "How does it | ook? Wiat is it you're trying to see?"

Bogert replied, "A difference which nay turn out to be a little too subtle for our
purposes, |I'mafraid. For sixty-two of those robots the necessity of junping toward the apparently
t hr eat ened human was what we call, in robotics, a forced reaction. You see, even when the robots
knew that the human in question would not come to harm- and after the third or fourth time they
must have known it - they could not prevent reacting as they did. First Lawrequires it"

"Wl ?"

"But the sixty-third robot, the nodified Nestor, had no such conplusion. He was under free
action. |If he had wi shed, he could have remained in his seat. Unfortunately," said his voice was
mldly regretful, "he didn't so wish."

"Why do you suppose?"

Bogert shrugged, "I suppose Dr. Calvin will tell us when she gets here. Probably with a
horribly pessimstic interpretation, too. She is sonetines a bit annoying."

"She's qualified, isn't she?" denanded the general with a sudden frown of uneasiness.

"Yes." Bogert seened anused. "She's qualified all right. She understands robots like a
sister - conmes from hating hunman beings so nuch, | think. It's just that, psychol ogist or not,
she's an extrenme neurotic. Has paranoid tendencies. Don't take her too seriously."

He spread the I ong row of broken-line graphs out in front of him "You see, general, in

the case of each robot the time interval from nmonent of drop to the conpletion of a five-foot
movenent tends to decrease as the tests are repeated. There's a definite nmathematical relationship
that governs such things and failure to conformwould indicate marked abnornality in the
positronic brain. Unfortunately, all here appear normal."

"But if our Nestor 10 was not responding with a forced action, why isn't his curve
different? | don't understand that."
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"It's sinple enough. Robotic responses are not perfectly anal ogous to human responses,
more's the pity. In human beings, voluntary action is nuch slower than reflex action. But that's
not the case with robots; with themit is merely a question of freedom of choice, otherw se the
speeds of free and forced action are nuch the sane. Wat | had been expecting, though, was that
Nestor 10 woul d be caught by surprise the first time and allow too great an interval to el apse
bef ore respondi ng. "

"And he didn't?"

“I"'mafraid not."

"Then we haven't gotten anywhere.
five days since you' ve cone."

At this point, Susan Calvin entered and slamed the door behind her. "Put your graphs
away, Peter," she cried, "you know they don't show anything."

She nunbl ed sonmething inpatiently as Kallner half-rose to greet her, and went on, "W'l
have to try something else quickly. | don't |ike what's happening."

The general sat back with an expression of pain. "It's

Bogert exchanged a resigned glance with the general. "Is anything wong?"

"You nmean specifically? No. But | don't |like to have Nestor 10 continue to elude us. It's
bad. It nust be gratifying his swollen sense of superiority. I'mafraid that his nmotivation is no
| onger sinmply one of following orders. | think it's becoming nore a nmatter of sheer neurotic

necessity to outthink humans. That's a dangerously unhealthy situation. Peter, have you done what
| asked? Have you worked out the instability factors of the nodified NS-2 along the lines | want?"

"It's in progress,” said the mathematician, w thout interest.

She stared at himangrily for a noment, then turned to Kallner. "Nester 10 is decidedly
aware of what we're doing, general. He had no reason to junp for the bait in this experinent,
especially after the first tine, when he nust have seen that there was no real danger to our
subj ect. The others couldn't help it; but he was deliberately falsifying a reaction.”

"What do you think we ought to do now, then, Dr. Calvin?"

"Make it inpossible for himto fake an action the next tine. W will repeat the
experiment, but with an addition. High-tension cables, capable of electrocuting the Nestor npdels
will be placed between subject and robot - enough of themto avoid the possibility of junping over
- and the robot will be nmade perfectly aware in advance that touching the cables will nean death."

"Hol d on," spat out Bogert w th sudden viciousness. "I rule that out. W are not
el ectrocuting two nmillion dollars worth of robots to |ocate Nestor 10. There are other ways."

"You're certain? You' ve found none. In any case, it's not a question of electrocution. W
can arrange a relay which will break the current at the instant of application of weight. If the
robot should place his weight on it, he won't die. But he won't know that, you see."

The general's eyes gl eaned into hope. "WII| that work?"

"It should. Under those conditions, Nestor 10 would have to remain in his seat. He could
be ordered to touch the cables and die, for the Second Law of obedience is superior to the Third
Law of self-preservation. But he won't be ordered to; he will nerely be left to his own devices,
as will all the robots. In the case of the normal robots, the First Law of hunman safety will drive
themto their death even wi thout orders. But not our Nestor 10. Wthout the entire First Law, and
wi t hout having received any orders on the matter, the Third Law, self-preservation, will be the
hi ghest operating, and he will have no choice but to remain in his seat. It would be a forced
action."

"WIl it be done tonight, then?"

"Toni ght," said the psychol ogist, "if the cables can be laid In tinme. 1'Il tell the robots
now what they're to be up against...

A man sat in the chair, notionless, silent. A weight dropped, crashed downward, then
pounded aside at the | ast nonment under the synchroni zed thunp of a sudden force beam

Only once-

And from her snmall canp chair in the observing booth in the bal cony, Dr. Susan Calvin rose
with a short gasp of pure horror.

Si xty-three robots sat quietly in their chairs, staring owishly at the endangered man
before them Not one noved.

Dr. Calvin was angry, angry al nost past endurance. Angry the worse for not daring to show
it to the robots that, one by one, were entering the roomand then |eaving. She checked the list.
Number twenty-eight was due in now - Thirty-five still lay ahead of her

Nunmber Twenty-eight entered, diffidently.

She forced herself into reasonable calm "And who are You?"
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The robot replied in a low, uncertain voice, "I have received no nunber of ny own yet,
ma'am |'man NS-2 robot, and | was Nunber Twenty-eight in line outside. | have a slip of paper
here that 1'mto give to you."

"You haven't been in here before this today?"

"No, ma'am"

"Sit down. Right there. |I want to ask you some questions, Nunber Twenty-eight. Were you in
t he Radi ati on Room of Buil ding Two about four hours ago?"

The robot had trouble answering. Then it canme out hoarsely, |ike machinery needing oil,

"Yes, ma'am"”

"There was a man who al nost cane to harmthere, wasn't there?"

"Yes, ma'am"”

“You did nothing, did you?"

"No, ma'am"”

"The man m ght have been hurt because of your inaction. Do you know t hat ?"

"Yes, ma'am | couldn't help it, ma'am" It is hard to picture a | arge expressionl ess
metallic figure cringing, but it nmanaged.

“I want you to tell me exactly why you did nothing to save him™"

"I want to explain, nma'am | certainly don't want to have you... have anyone... think that
I could do a thing that might cause harmto a master. Ch, no, that would be a horrible... an
i nconcei vabl e-"

"Pl ease don't get excited, boy. I'mnot blam ng you for anything. | only want to know what

you were thinking at the tine."

"Ma'am before it all happened you told us that one of the masters woul d be in danger of
harm fromthat weight that keeps falling and that we would have to cross electric cables if we
were to try to save him Well, na'am that wouldn't stop nme. What is ny destruction conpared to
the safety of a master? But... but it occurred to ne that if | died on ny way to him | wouldn't
be able to save hi manyway. The wei ght would crush himand then | would be dead for no purpose and
per haps some day sone other master m ght cone to harm who woul dn't have, if | had only stayed
alive. Do you understand ne, na' an®"

“You nmean that it was nerely a choice of the man dying, or both the nan and yourself
dying. Is that right?"

"Yes, ma'am It was inpossible to save the nmaster. He m ght be considered dead. In that
case, it is inconceivable that | destroy myself for nothing - wi thout orders."

The robopsychol ogi st twi ddled a pencil. She had heard the same story with insignificant
verbal variations twenty-seven tinmes before. This was the crucial question now.

"Boy," she said, "your thinking has its points, but it is not the sort of thing | thought
you mght think. Did you think of this yourself?"

The robot hesitated. "No."

"Who t hought of it, then?"

"W were tal king | ast night, and one of us got that idea and it sounded reasonable.”

“Whi ch one?"

The robot thought deeply. "I don't know. Just one of us."

She sighed, "That's all."

Nunber Twenty-nine was next. Thirty-four after that.

Maj or -general Kallner, too, was angry. For one week all of Hyper Base had stopped dead,
barring sone paper work on the subsidiary asteroids of the group. For nearly one week, the two top
experts in the field had aggravated the situation with useless tests. And now they- or the woman,
at any rate- made inpossible propositions.

Fortunately for the general situation, Kallner felt it inpolitic to display his anger
openly.

Susan Calvin was insisting, "Way not, sir? It's obvious that the present situation is
unfortunate. The only way we may reach results in the future - or what future is left us in this

matter - is to separate the robots. W can't keep them together any |onger."

"My dear Dr. Calvin," runbled the general, his voice sinking into the |ower baritone
registers. "I don't see how | can quarter sixty-three robots all over the place-"

Dr. Calvin raised her arnms helplessly. "I can do nothing then. Nestor 10 will either

imtate what the other robots would do, or else argue them plausibly into not doing what he
hi msel f cannot do. And in any case, this is bad business. We're in actual conbat with this little
| ost robot of ours and he's winning out. Every victory of his aggravates his abnormality."

She rose to her feet in determ nation. "General Kallner, if you do not separate the robots
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as | ask, then I can only denmand that all sixty-three be destroyed inmediately."
"You denmand it, do you?" Bogert |ooked up suddenly, and with real anger. "Wat gives you

the right to demand any such thing. Those robots remain as they are. I'mresponsible to the
managenent, not you."
"And |," added Major-general Kallner, "amresponsible to the Wrld Co-ordi nator - and

nust have this settled."
"In that case," flashed back Calvin, "there is nothing for ne to do but resign. If

necessary to force you to the necessary destruction, |I'Il make this whole matter public. It was
not | that approved the manufacture of nodified robots.”

"One word fromyou, Dr. Calvin," said the general, deliberately, "in violation of security
measures, and you would be certainly inprisoned instantly."

Bogert felt the matter to be getting out of hand. H's voice grew syrupy, "Wll, now, we're
beginning to act like children, all of us. W need only a little nore tinme. Surely we can outwit a
robot w thout resigning, or inprisoning people, or destroying two nmillions."

The psychol ogi st turned on himwith quiet fury, "I don't want any unbal anced robots in

exi stence. W have one Nestor that's definitely unbal anced, eleven nore that are potentially so,
and sixty-two normal robots that are being subjected to an unbal anced environnent. The only
absol ute safe nmethod is conplete destruction.”

The signal -burr brought all three to a halt, and the angry tumult of grow ngly
unrestrai ned enotion froze.

"Cone in," grow ed Kall ner

It was Cerald Bl ack, |ooking perturbed. He had heard angry voices. He said, "I thought |I'd
come nyself... didn't like to ask anyone el se-"

"What is it? Don't orate-"

"The | ocks of Conpartnent Cin the trading ship have been played with. There are fresh
scratches on them"

"Conpartment C?" explained Calvin quickly. "That's the one that holds the robots, isn't
it? Who did it?"

"Fromthe inside," said Black, |aconically.

"The lock isn't out of order, is it?"

"No. It's all right. I've been staying on the ship now for four days and none of them have
tried to get out. But | thought you ought to know, and | didn't like to spread the news. | noticed
the matter nyself."

"I's anyone there now?" denanded the general

"l left Robbins and McAdans there."

There was a thoughtful silence, and then Dr. Calvin said, ironically, "Wll?"

Kal I ner rubbed his nose uncertainly, "Wat's it all about?"

"Isn'"t it obvious? Nester 10 is planning to | eave. That order to |lose hinself is
dom nating his abnormality past anything we can do. | wouldn't be surprised if what's left of his
First Law woul d scarcely be powerful enough to override it. He is perfectly capable of seizing the
ship and leaving with it. Then we'd have a nad robot on a spaceship. Wat would he do next? Any
i dea? Do you still want to | eave themall together, general ?"

"Nonsense," interrupted Bogert. He had regained his snoothness. "All that froma few
scratch marks on a | ock."

"Have you, Dr. Bogert, conpleted the analysis |'ve required, since you vol unteer

opi ni ons?"
"Yes."
"May | see it?"
"No. "
"Way not? O mayn't | ask that, either?"
"Because there's no point init, Susan. | told you in advance that these nodified robots

are less stable than the normal variety, and ny analysis shows it. There's a certain very snal
chance of breakdown under extrenme circunstances that are not likely to occur. Let it go at that. |
won't give you amunition for your absurd claimthat sixty-two perfectly good robots be destroyed
just because so far you lack the ability to detect Nestor 10 anong them"

Susan Calvin stared himdown and | et disgust fill her eyes. "You won't |et anything stand
in the way of the permanent directorship, will you?"

"Pl ease, " begged Kallner, half in irritation. "Do you insist that nothing further can be
done, Dr. Calvin?"

"I can't think of anything, sir," she replied, wearily. "If there were only other
di fferences between Nestor 10 and the nornmal robots, differences that didn't involve the First
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Law. Even one other difference. Sonething in inpressionment, environment, specification-" And she
st opped suddenly.

"What is it?"

"I've thought of something... | think-" Her eyes grew distant and hard, "These nodified
Nestors, Peter. They get the sanme inpressioning the nornmal ones get, don't they?"

"Yes. Exactly the sane."

"And what was it you were saying, M. Black," she turned to the young man, who through the
storns that had foll owed his news had maintai ned a discreet silence. "Once when conpl ai ni ng of the
Nestors' attitude of superiority, you said the technicians had taught themall they knew."

"Yes, in etheric physics. They're not acquainted with the subject when they cone here."

"That's right," said Bogert, in surprise. "I told you, Susan, when | spoke to the other
Nestors here that the two new arrivals hadn't |earned etheric physics yet."

"And why is that?" Dr. Calvin was speaking in nounting excitement. "Wy aren't NS-2 nodels
i mpressioned with etheric physics to start with?"

"I can tell you that,"” said Kallner. "It's all of a piece with the secrecy. W thought
that if we nmade a special nodel with know edge of etheric physics, used twelve of themand put the
others to work in an unrelated field, there mght be suspicion. Men working with nornal Nestors
m ght wonder why they knew etheric physics. So there was nerely an inpressionnent with a capacity
for training in the field. Only the ones that come here, naturally, receive such a training. It's
that simple."

"l understand. Please get out of here, the |lot of you. Let me have an hour or so."

Calvin felt she could not face the ordeal for a third time. Her mind had contenplated it
and rejected it with an intensity that left her nauseated. She could face that unending file of
repetitious robots no nore.

So Bogert asked the question now, while she sat aside, eyes and m nd half cl osed.

Nunber Fourteen canme in - forty-nine to go

Bogert | ooked up fromthe gui de sheet and said, "Wuat is your nunber in |ine?"

"Fourteen, sir." The robot presented his nunbered ticket.

"Sit down, boy."

Bogert asked, "You haven't been here before on this day?"

"No, sir."

"Well, boy, we are going to have another man in danger of harm soon after we're through
here. In fact, when you leave this room you will be led to a stall where you will wait quietly,
till you are needed. Do you understand?"

"Yes, sir."

"Now, naturally, if a man is in danger of harm you will try to save him"

"Naturally, sir."

"Unfortunately, between the man and yourself, there will be a gamma ray field."

Si |l ence.

"Do you know what gamua rays are?" asked Bogert sharply.

"Energy radiation, sir?"

The next question cane in a friendly, offhand manner, "Ever work with gamma rays?"

"No, sir." The answer was definite.

"Marm Well, boy, gamma rays will kill you instantly. They'll destroy your brain. That is
a fact you nust know and remenber. Naturally, you don't want to destroy yourself."

"Naturally." Again the robot seened shocked. Then, slowy, "But, sir, if the ganma rays
are between nyself and the master that may be harmed, how can | save hinP | would be destroying
mysel f to no purpose.”

"Yes, there is that," Bogert seemed concerned about the matter. "The only thing | can
advi se, boy, is that if you detect the ganma radi ati on between yourself and the man, you may as
well sit where you are."

The robot, was openly relieved. "Thank you, sir. There wouldn't be any use, would there?"

"Of course not. But if there weren't any dangerous radiation, that would be a different
matter."

"Naturally, sir. No question of that."

"You nmay | eave now. The man on the other side of the door will |ead you to your stall
Pl ease wait there."

He turned to Susan Calvin when the robot left. "How did that go, Susan?"

"Very well," she said, dully.

"Do you think we could catch Nestor 10 by qui ck questioning on etheric physics?"
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"Perhaps, but it's not sure enough." Her hands lay loosely in her lap. "Renenber, he's
fighting us. He's on his guard. The only way we can catch himis to outsmart him- and, within his
limtations, he can think rmuch nore quickly than a hunan being."

"Well, just for fun- suppose | ask the robots fromnow on a few questions on gamm rays.
Wave length Iimts, for instance."

"No!" Dr. Calvin's eyes sparked to life. "It would be too easy for himto deny know edge
and then he'd be warned against the test that's coming up - which is our real chance. Please
follow the questions |'ve indicated, Peter, and don't inmprovise. It's just within the bounds of
risk to ask themif they've ever worked with ganmma rays. And try to sound even | ess interested
than you do when you ask it."

Bogert shrugged, and pressed the buzzer that would all ow the entrance of Nunber Fifteen

The | arge Radi ati on Room was in readi ness once nore. The robots waited patiently in their
wooden cells, all open to the center but closed off from each other

Maj or - general Kal Il ner nopped his brow slowly with a | arge handkerchief while Dr. Calvin
checked the | ast details with Bl ack

"You're sure now," she denmanded, "that none of the robots have had a chance to talk with
each other after leaving the Orientation Roonf"

"Absolutely sure," insisted Black. "There's not been a word exchanged."

"And the robots are put in the proper stalls?"

"Here's the plan.”

The psychol ogi st | ooked at it thoughtfully, "Unmm?"

The general peered over her shoulder. "Wat's the idea of the arrangenment, Dr. Cal vin?"

"I've asked to have those robots that appeared even slightly out of true in the previous
tests concentrated on one side of the circle. 1'mgoing to be sitting in the center nyself this
time, and | wanted to watch those particularly."

"You're going to be sitting there-" exclai med Bogert.

"Why not?" she demanded coldly. "Wat | expect to see nay be something quite nmonentary. |
can't risk having anyone el se as nmin observer. Peter, you'll be in the observing booth, and
want you to keep your eye on the opposite side of the circle. General Kallner, |'ve arranged for
notion pictures to be taken of each robot, in case visual observation isn't enough. |If these are
required, the robots are to remain exactly where they are until the pictures are devel oped and
studi ed. None nust |eave, none must change place. |Is that clear?"

"Perfectly.™

"Then let's try it this one last tine."

Susan Calvin sat in the chair, silent, eyes restless. A weight dropped, crashed downward;
t hen pounded aside at the | ast nonent under the synchronized thunp of a sudden force beam

And a single robot jerked upright and took two steps.

And st opped.

But Dr. Calvin was upright, and her finger pointed to himsharply. "Nestor 10, cone here,"
she cried, "cone here! COVE HERE!"

Slowy, reluctantly, the robot took another step forward. The psychol ogi st shouted at the
top of her voice, without taking her eyes fromthe robot, "Get every other robot out of this
pl ace, sonebody. Get them out quickly, and keep themout."

Somewhere within reach of her ears there was noise, and the thud of hard feet upon the
floor. She did not |ook away.

Nestor 10 -if it was Nestor 10- took another step, and then, under force of her inperious

gesture, two nore. He was only ten feet away, when he spoke harshly, "I have been told to be | ost-

Anot her stop. "I nust not di sobey. They have not found ne so far- He would think nme a
failure- He told ne- But it's not so- | ampowerful and intelligent-"

The words cane in spurts.

Anot her step. "I know a good deal- He would think... | mean |I've been found- Disgraceful -
Not |- | amintelligent- And by just a naster... who is weak- Slow"

Anot her step - and one netal armflew out suddenly to her shoul der, and she felt the
wei ght bearing her down. Her throat constricted, and she felt a shriek tear through

Dimy, she heard Nestor 10's next words, "No one must find me. No master-" and the cold
met al was agai nst her, and she was sinking under the weight of it.

And then a queer, netallic sound, and she was on the ground with an unfelt thunp, and a
gl eami ng arm was heavy across her body. It did not nove. Nor did Nestor 10, who spraw ed besi de
her.

And now faces were bendi ng over her
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Geral d Bl ack was gasping, "Are you hurt, Dr. Calvin?"

She shook her head feebly. They pried the armoff her and lifted her gently to her feet,
"What happened?”

Bl ack said, "I bathed the place in gamma rays for five seconds. W didn't know what was
happening. It wasn't till the | ast second that we realized he was attacking you, and then there
was no time for anything but a gamma field. He went down in an instant. There wasn't enough to
harm you though. Don't worry about it."

"I"'mnot worried." She closed her eyes and | eaned for a nmoment upon his shoulder. "I don't
think I was attacked exactly. Nestor 10 was sinply trying to do so. Wat was left of the First Law
was still holding himback."

Susan Calvin and Peter Bogert, two weeks after their first nmeeting with Major-genera
Kal I ner had their last. Wrk at Hyper Base had been resunmed. The trading ship with its sixty-two
normal NS-2's was gone to wherever it was bound, with an officially inposed story to explain its
two weeks' delay. The governnent cruiser was nmaking ready to carry the two roboticists back to
Eart h.

Kal | ner was once again a-gleamin dress uniform H's white gl oves shone as he shook hands.

Calvin said, "The other nodified Nestors are, of course, to be destroyed."

"They will be. W'Ill nake shift with normal robots, or, if necessary, do without."

" Good. "

"But tell ne- You haven't expl ai ned- How was it done?"

She snmiled tightly, "Ch, that. | would have told you in advance if | had been nore certain

of its working. You see, Nestor 10 had a superiority conplex that was becom ng nore radical al
the tine. He liked to think that he and ot her robots knew nore than human beings. It was becom ng
very inportant for himto think so

"We knew that. So we warned every robot in advance that ganmma rays would kill them which
it would, and we further warned themall that gamma rays woul d be between them and mysel f. So they
all stayed where they were, naturally. By Nestor 10's own logic in the previous test they had all
decided that there was no point in trying to save a human being if they were sure to die before
they could do it."

"Well, yes, Dr. Calvin, | understand that. But why did Nestor 10 hinself |eave his seat?"

"AH That was a little arrangenent between nyself and your young M. Black. You see it
wasn't ganma rays that flooded the area between nyself and the robots - but infrared rays. Just
ordi nary heat rays, absolutely harm ess. Nestor 10 knew they were infrared and harm ess and so he
began to dash out, as he expected the rest would do, under First Law conpulsion. It was only a
fraction of a second too late that he renenbered that the normal NS-2's could detect radiation
but could not identify the type. That he hinself could only identify wave | engths by virtue of the
trai ning he had received at Hyper Base, under mere hunan beings, was a little too humliating to
renenmber for just a nonment. To the nornmal robots the area was fatal because we had told themit
woul d be, and only Nestor 10 knew we were |ying.

"And just for a nonment he forgot, or didn't want to renenber, that other robots m ght be
nore ignorant than human beings. H's very superiority caught him Good-by, general."

Escape!

WHEN SUSAN CALVI N RETURNED FROM HYPER BASE, Alfred Tanning was waiting for her. The old
man never spoke about his age, but everyone knew it to be over seventy-five. Yet his nind was
keen, and if he had finally allowed hinself to be nmade Director-Eneritus of Research with Bogert
as acting Director, it did not prevent himfromappearing in his office daily.

"How cl ose are they to the Hyperatonmic Drive?" he asked.

"l don't know," she replied irritably, "I didn't ask."

"Hm | wish they'd hurry. Because if they don't, Consolidated m ght beat themto it. And
beat us to it as well."

"Consol i dated. What have they got to do with it?"

"Well, we're not the only ones with cal cul ati ng machines. Qurs may be positronic, but that
doesn't nean they're better. Robertson is calling a big neeting about it tonorrow. He's been
wai ting for you to conme back."

Robertson of U S. Robot & Mechanical Men Corporation, son of the founder, pointed his
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| ean nose at his general manager and his Adamis apple junped as he said, "You start now. Let's get
this straight."

The general manager did so with alacrity, "Here's the deal now, chief. Consolidated Robots
approached us a month ago with a funny sort of proposition. They brought about five tons of
figures, equations, all that sort of stuff. It was a problem see, and they wanted an answer from
The Brain. The ternms were as foll owns-"

He ticked themoff on thick fingers: "A hundred thousand for us if there is no solution
and we can tell themthe nmissing factors. Two hundred thousand if there is a solution, plus costs
of construction of the machine involved, plus quarter interest in all profits derived therefrom
The probl em concerns the devel opment of an interstellar engine-"

Robertson frowned and his lean figure stiffened, "Despite the fact that they have a
t hi nki ng nachi ne of their own. Right?"

"Exactly what namkes the whole proposition a foul ball, chief. Levver, take it fromthere."

Abe Levver | ooked up fromthe far end of the conference table and snoothed his stubbled
chin with a faint rasping sound. He smled:

"It's this way, sir. Consolidated had a thinking nachine. It's broken."

"What ?" Robertson half rose.

"That's right. Brokenl It's kaput. Nobody knows why, but | got hold of sone pretty
interesting guesses - like, for instance, that they asked it to give theman interstellar engine
with the sane set of information they came to us with, and that it cracked their nmachi ne w de
open. It's scrap - just scrap now. "

"You get it, chief?" The general manager was wildly jubilant. "You get it? There isn't any
i ndustrial research group of any size that isn't trying to develop a space-warp engi ne, and
Consol idated and U. S. Robots have the lead on the field with our super robot-brains. Now that
they' ve managed to foul theirs up, we have a clear field. That's the nub, the... uh... notivation
It will take themsix years at |least to build another and they're sunk, unless they can break
ours, too, with the same problem'

The president of U S. Robots bulged his eyes, "Wy, the dirty rats-"

"Hold on, chief. There's nmore to this." He pointed a finger with a wi de sweep, "Lanning,
take it!"

Dr. Alfred Lanning viewed the proceedings with faint scorn -his usual reaction to the
doi ngs of the vastly betterpaid business and sal es divisions. H s unbelievable gray eyebrows
hunched | ow and his voice was dry:

"Froma scientific standpoint the situation, while not entirely clear, is subject to
intelligent analysis. The question of interstellar travel under present conditions of physica
theory is... uh... vague. The matter is wide open - and the information gi ven by Consolidated to
its thinking machi ne, assuming these we have to be the sane, was simlarly w de open. Qur
mat hemat i cal department has given it a thorough analysis, and it seens Consolidated has included
everything. Its material for subnission contains all known devel opnents of Franciacci's space-warp
theory, and, apparently, all pertinent astrophysical and electronic data. It's quite a nmouthful."

Robertson foll owed anxiously. He interrupted, "Too nmuch for The Brain to handl e?"

Lanni ng shook his head decisively, "No. There are no known limts to The Brain's capacity.
It's a different matter. It's a question of the Robotic Laws. The Brain, for instance, could never
supply a solution to a problemset to it if that solution, would involve the death or injury of
humans. As far as it would be concerned, a problemw th only such a solution would be insoluble.
If such a problemis conmbined with an extremely urgent demand that it be answered, it is just
possi bl e that The Brain, only a robot after all, would be presented with a dilemm, where it could
nei ther answer nor refuse to answer. Sonething of the sort nust have happened to Consolidated' s
machi ne. "

He paused, but the general nmnager urged on, "Go ahead, Dr. Tanning. Explain it the way
you explained it to ne."

Lanning set his lips and raised his eyebrows in the direction of Dr. Susan Cal vin who
lifted her eyes fromher precisely folded hands for the first time. Her voice was | ow and
col orl ess.

"The nature of a robot reaction to a dilemm is startling," she began. "Robot psychol ogy
is far fromperfect - as a specialist, | can assure you of that but it can be discussed in
qualitative terns, because with all the conplications introduced into a robot's positronic brain
it is built by humans and is therefore built according to human val ues.

"Now a human caught in an inpossibility often responds by a retreat fromreality: by entry
into a world of delusion, or by taking to drink, going off into hysteria, or junping off a bridge.
It all comes to the sane thing - a refusal or inability to face the situation squarely. And so
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the robot. Adilemma at its mldest will disorder half its relays; and at its worst it will burn
out every positronic brain path past repair."

"l see," said Robertson, who didn't. "Now what about this infornmation Consolidated's
wi shing on us?"

"It undoubtedly involves,"” said Dr. Calvin, "a problemof a forbidden sort. But The Brain
is considerably different from Consolidated s robot."

"That's right, chief. That's right." The general nanager was energetically interruptive.
"I want you to get this, because it's the whole point of the situation."

Susan Calvin's eyes glittered behind the spectacles, and she continued patiently, "You
see, sir, Consolidated s machines, their Super-Thinker anong them are built w thout personality.
They go in for functionalism you know - they have to, without U S. Robot's basic patents for the
enotional brain paths. Their Thinker is nmerely a calculating nmachine on a grand scale, and a
dilenma ruins it instantly.

"However, The Brain, our own nachine, has a personality - a child' s personality. It is a
suprenely deductive brain, but it resenbles an idiot savante. It doesn't really understand what it
does - it just does it. And because it is really a child, it is nore resilient. Life isn't so
serious, you night say.”

The robopsychol ogi st continued: "Here is what we're going to do. W have divided all of
Consolidated's information into logical units. We are going to feed the units to The Brain singly
and cautiously. Wen the factor enters -the one that creates the dilema- The Brain's child
personality will hesitate. Its sense of judgnment is not mature. There will be a perceptible
interval before it will recognize a dilemma as such. And in that interval, it will reject the unit
automatically - before its brainpaths can be set in nmotion and ruined."

Robertson's Adam s apple squirnmed, "Are you sure, now?"

Dr. Calvin nasked inpatience, "It doesn't nmake nuch sense, | admt, in |lay |anguage; but
there is no conceivable use in presenting the mathematics of this. | assure you, it is as | say."

The general manager was in the breach instantly and fluently, "So here's the situation
chief. If we take the deal, we can put it through like this. The Brain will tell us which unit of
information involves the dilema. Fromthere, we can figure why the dilemma. Isn't that right, Dr.
Bogert? There you are, chief, and Dr. Bogert is the best mathenmatician you'll find anywhere. W
gi ve Consolidated a 'No Solution' answer, with the reason, and collect a hundred thousand. They're
left with a broken nachine; we're left with a whole one. In a year, two maybe, we'll have a space-
warp engine, or a hyper-atonmic notor, sone people call it. Watever you name it, it will be the
bi ggest thing in the world."

Robertson chuckl ed and reached out, "Let's see the contract. I'll signit."

When Susan Calvin entered the fantastically guarded vault that held The Brain, one of the
current shift of technicians had just asked it: "If one and a half chickens lay one and a half
eggs in one and a hal f days, how many eggs will nine chickens lay in nine days?"

The Brain had just answered, "Fifty-four."

And the technician had just said to another, "See, you dope!"”

Dr. Calvin coughed and there was a sudden inpossible flurry of directionless energy. The
psychol ogi st notioned briefly, and she was al one with The Brain.

The Brain was a two-foot gl obe nmerely - one which contained within it a thoroughly
condi tioned helium at nosphere, a vol une of space conpletely vibration-absent and radiation-free -
and within that was that unheard-of conplexity of positronic brain-paths that was The Brain. The
rest of the roomwas crowded with the attachments that were the intermedi ari es between The Brain

and the outside world - its voice, its arns, its sense organs.

Dr. Calvin said softly, "How are you, Brain?"

The Brain's voice was high-pitched and enthusiastic, "Swell, Mss Susan. You're going to
ask ne sonething. | can tell. You always have a book in your hand when you're going to ask mne
sonet hi ng. "

Dr. Calvin smled midly, "Well, you're right, but not just yet. This is going to be a
question. It will be so conplicated we're going to give it to you in witing. But not just yet.
think 1'Il talk to you first."

"All right. | don't nmind talking."

"Now, Brain, inalittle while, Dr. Lanning and Dr. Bogert will be here with this

conplicated question. W'Ill give it to you a very little at a time and very slowy, because we
want you to be careful. W're going to ask you to build sonething, if you can, out of the
infornmation, but I'mgoing to warn you now that the solution mght involve... uh... danmage to

human bei ngs. "
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"Gosh!" The excl amati on was hushed, drawn-out.

"Now you watch for that. Wien we cone to a sheet which nmeans damage, even maybe deat h,
don't get excited. You see, Brain, in this case, we don't mnd - not even about death; we don't
mnd at all. So when you cone to that sheet, just stop, give it back - and that'll be all. You
under st and?"

"Ch, sure. By golly, the death of humans! Ch, ny!"

"Now, Brain, | hear Dr. Lanning and Dr. Bogert conming. They'll tell you what the problem
is all about and then we'll start. Be a good boy, now"

Slowly the sheets were fed in. After each one came the interval of the queerly whispery
chuckl ing noise that was The Brain in action. Then the silence that neant readi ness for another
sheet. It was a matter of hours - during which the equival ent of sonmething |like seventeen fat
vol umes of mathematical physics were fed into The Brain.

As the process went on, frowns appeared and deepened. Lanning nmuttered ferociously under
his breath. Bogert first gazed speculatively at his fingernails, and then bit at themin
abstracted fashion. It was when the last of the thick pile of sheets di sappeared that Calvin,
whi t e-faced, said:

"Sonet hing's wong."

Lanning barely got the words out, "It can't be. Is it - dead?"

"Brai n?" Susan Calvin was trenbling. "Do you hear ne, Brain?"

"Huh?" came the abstracted rejoinder. "Do you want ne?"

"The sol ution-"

"Ch, that! | can do it. I'Il build you a whole ship, just as easy - if you |l et ne have the
robots. A nice ship. It'll take two nonths naybe."

"There was - no difficulty?"

"It took long to figure," said The Brain.

Dr. Calvin backed away. The color had not returned to her thin cheeks. She notioned the
ot hers away.

In her office, she said, "I can't understand it. The information, as given, nust involve a
dil emma - probably involves death. |If something has gone wong-"

Bogert said quietly, "The machine tal ks and nakes sense. It can't be a dilemma."

But the psychologist replied urgently, "There are dilenmas and dil emmas. There are
different forns of escape. Suppose The Brain is only mldly caught; just badly enough, say, to be
suffering fromthe delusion that he can solve the problem when he can't. O suppose it's
teetering on the brink of sonething really bad, so that any snall push shoves it over."

"Suppose, " said Lanning, "there is no dilema. Suppose Consolidated s nmachi ne broke down
over a different question, or broke down for purely mechanical reasons."

"But even so," insisted Calvin, "we couldn't take chances. Listen, fromnow on, no one is
to as nmuch as breathe to The Brain. |I'mtaking over."

"All right," sighed Lanning, "take over, then. And neanwhile we'll let The Brain build its
ship. And if it does build it, we'll have to test it."

He was ruminating, "We'll need our top field men for that."

M chael Donovan brushed down his red hair with a violent notion of his hand and a tota
indifference to the fact that the unruly nass sprang to attention again i mediately.

He said, "Call the turn now, Greg. They say the ship is finished. They don't know what it
is, but it's finished. Let's go, Geg. Let's grab the controls right now"

Powel| said wearily, "Cut it, Mke. There's a peculiar overripe flavor to your hunor at
its freshest, and the confined atnosphere here isn't helping it."

"Well, listen," Donovan took another ineffectual swipe at his hair, "I'mnot worried so
much about our cast-iron genius and his tin ship. There's the matter of my | ost |eave. And the
monot ony! There's nothing here but whiskers and figures - the wong kind of figures. Ch, why do
they give us these jobs?"

"Because," replied Powell, gently, "we're no loss, if they lose us. O K., relax! Doc
Lanning's conming this way."

Lanning was conming, his gray eyebrows as |avish as ever, his aged figure unbent as yet and
full of life. He wal ked silently up the ranp with the two nen and out into the open field, where,
obeyi ng no human master, silent robots were building a ship

Wong tense. Had built a ship!

For Lanning said, "The robots have stopped. Not one has noved today."

"It's conpleted then? Definitely?" asked Powel | .
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"Now how can | tell?" Lanning was peevish, and his eyebrows curled down in an eye-hiding

frown. "It seens done. There are no spare pieces about, and the interior is down to a gl eam ng
finish."
"You' ve been inside?"
"Just in, then out. |I'mno space-pilot. Either of you two know nuch about engi ne theory?"
Donovan | ooked at Powel |, who | ooked at Donovan
Donovan said, "l've got ny license, sir, but at last reading it didn't say anything about

hyper - engi nes or war p-navi gation. Just the usual child' s play in three dinensions."
Al fred Lanning | ooked up with sharp di sapproval and snorted the |ength of his prom nent

nose.
He said frigidly, "Wll, we have our engine nen."
Powel | caught at his el bow as he wal ked away, "Sir, is the ship still restricted ground?"
The old director hesitated, then rubbed the bridge of his nose, "I suppose not. For you

two anyway."

Donovan | ooked after himas he left and nmuttered a short, expressive phrase at his back
He turned to Powell, "I'd like to give hima literary description of hinself, Geg."

"Suppose you cone al ong, M ke."

The inside of the ship was finished, as finished as a ship ever was; that could be told in
a single eye-blinking glance. No martinet in the system could have put as mnuch spit-and-polish
into a surface as those robots had. The walls were of a gleaning silvery finish that retained no
fingerprints.

There were no angles; walls, floors, and ceiling faded gently into each other and in the
cold, netallic glittering of the hidden |ights, one was surrounded by six chilly reflections of
one's bewi | dered sel f.

The main corridor was a narrow tunnel that led in a hard, clatterfooted stretch along a
Iine of roonms of no interdistinguishing features.

Powel | said, "I suppose furniture is built into the wall. O maybe we're not supposed to
sit or sleep.”

It was in the |ast room the one nearest the nose, that the nonotony broke. A curving
wi ndow of non-reflecting glass was the first break in the universal metal, and below it was a
single large dial, with a single notionless needl e hard agai nst the zero nark.

Donovan said, "Look at that!" and pointed to the single word on the finely-marked scal e.

It said, "Parsecs” and the tiny figure at the right end of the curving, graduated neter
said "1, 000, 000."

There were two chairs; heavy, w de-flaring, uncushioned. Powell seated hinself gingerly,
and found it nolded to the body's curves, and confortable.

Powel | said, "Wat do you think of it?"

"For ny nmoney, The Brain has brain-fever. Let's get out."

"Sure you don't want to look it over a bit?"

"I have looked it over. | came, | saw, |I'mthrough!” Donovan's red hair bristled into
separate wires, "Geg, let's get out of here. | quit nmy job five seconds ago, and this is a
restricted area for non-personnel."

Powel|l snmiled in an oily self-satisfied manner and snoot hed his mustache, "O K , M ke
turn off that adrenalin tap you' ve got draining into your bloodstream | was worried, too, but no
nore."

"No nore, huh? How cone, no nore? |ncreased your insurance?”

"Mke, this ship can't fly."

"How do you know?"

"Well, we've been through the entire ship, haven't we?"

"Seens so."

"Take nmy word for it, we have. Did you see any pilot roomexcept for this one port and the
one gauge here in parsecs? Did you see any control s?"

"No. "

"And did you see any engi nes?"

"Holy Joe, no!"

"Well, then! Let's break the news to Lanning, Mke."

They cursed their way through the featureless corridors and finally hit-and-nissed their
way into the short passage to the air |ock

Donovan stiffened, "Did you lock this thing, Geg?"

"No, | never touched it. Yank the lever, will you?"

The | ever never budged, though Donovan's face tw sted appallingly with exertion
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Powel | said, "I didn't see any enmergency exits. If something' s gone wong here, they'l
have to nelt us out."

"Yes, and we've got to wait until they find out that sone fool has |ocked us in here,”
added Donovan, frantically.

"Let's get back to the roomwith the port. It's the only place fromwhich we m ght attract
attention."

But they didn't.

In that last room the port was no |longer blue and full of sky. It was black, and hard
yel | ow pi n-point stars spelled space.

There was a dull, double thud, as two bodies col |l apsed separately into two chairs.

Al fred Lanning met Dr. Calvin just outside his office. He lit a nervous cigar and notioned

her in.

He said, "Well, Susan, we've cone pretty far, and Robertson's getting junmpy. What are you
doing with The Brain?"

Susan Cal vin spread her hands, "It's no use getting inpatient. The Brain is worth nore

than anything we forfeit on this deal."

"But you've been questioning it for two nonths."

The psychol ogi st's voice was flat, but sonmehow dangerous, "You would rather run this
your sel f?"

“"Now you know what | neant."

"Ch, | suppose | do," Dr. Calvin rubbed her hands nervously. "It isn't easy. |'ve been
panpering it and probing it gently, and | haven't gotten anywhere yet. Its' reactions aren't
normal . Its answers - they're queer, somehow. But nothing |I can put ny finger on yet. And you see,
until we know what's wong, we rmust just tiptoe our way through. | can never tell what sinple
question or remark will just... push himover... and then- Well, and then we'll have on our hands
a conpletely useless Brain. Do you want to face that?"

"Well, it can't break the First Law "

"I woul d have thought so, but-"

"You're not even sure of that?" Lanning was profoundly shocked.

"Ch, | can't be sure of anything, Alfred-"

The alarm systemraised its fearful clangor with a horrifying suddenness. Lanning clicked
on conmuni cations with an al nost paral ytic spasm The breathl ess words froze him

He said, "Susan... you heard that... the ship's gone. | sent those two field nen inside
hal f an hour ago. You'll have to see The Brain again."

Susan Calvin said with enforced calm "Brain, what happened to the ship?"

The Brain said happily, "The ship | built, Mss Susan?"

"That's right. What has happened to it?"

"Why, nothing at all. The two nen that were supposed to test it were inside, and we were
all set. So |l sent it off."

"Ch- Well, that's nice." The psychologist felt sone difficulty in breathing. "Do you think
they' Il be all right?"

"Ri ght as anything, Mss Susan. |'ve taken care of it all. It's a bee-yootiful ship."

"Yes, Brain, it is beautiful, but you think they have enough food, don't you? They'll be
conf ort abl e?"

"Plenty of food."

"Thi s business m ght be a shock to them Brain. Unexpected, you know. "

The Brain tossed it off, "They'Il be all right. It ought to be interesting for them"”

"I nteresting? How?"

"Just interesting," said The Brain, slyly.

"Susan," whispered Lanning in a fumng whisper, "ask himif death cones into it. Ask him
what the dangers are."

Susan Calvin's expression contorted with fury, "Keep quiet!” In a shaken voice, she said
to The Brain, "W can conmmunicate with the ship, can't we Brain?"

"Ch, they can hear you if you call by radio. |I've taken care of that."

"Thanks. That's all for now"

Once outside, Lanning |ashed out ragingly, "Geat Galaxy, Susan, if this gets out, it wll
ruin all of us. W've got to get those men back. Wiy didn't you ask it if there was danger of
death - straight out?"

"Because," said Calvin, with a weary frustration, "that's just what | can't nmention. If
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it's got a case of dilemm, it's about death. Anything that would bring it up badly might knock it
completely out. WIIl we be better off then? Now, |ook, it said we could communicate with them
Let's do so, get their location, and bring them back. They probably can't use the controls

thensel ves; The Brain is probably handling themrenotely. Cone!"

It was quite a while before Powell shook hinsel f together

"M ke," he said, out of cold |lips, "did you feel an accel eration?"

Donovan's eyes were bl ank, "Huh? No... no."

And then the redhead's fists clenched and he was out of his seat with sudden frenzied
energy and up against the cold, wi de-curving glass. There was nothing to see - but stars.

He turned, "Greg, they nust have started the nmachine while we were inside. Geg, it's a
put-up job; they fixed it up with the robot to jerry us into being the try-out boys, in case we
wer e thinking of backing out."

Powel | said, "Wat are you tal king about? What's the good of sending us out if we don't
know how to run the machi ne? How are we supposed to bring it back? No, this ship left by itself,
and wi t hout any apparent acceleration.” He rose, and wal ked the floor slowy. The netal walls
di nned back the clangor of his steps.

He said tonelessly, "Mke, this is the nobst confusing situation we've ever been up
agai nst."

"That," said Donovan, bitterly, "is news to nme. | was just beginning to have a very swell
tinme, when you told ne."
Powel I ignored that. "No accel eration - which nmeans the ship works on a principle

different fromany known."

"Different fromany we know, anyway."

"Different fromany known. There are no engines within reach of manual control. Maybe
they're built into the walls. Maybe that's why they're thick as they are.”

"What are you nunbling about ?" demanded Donovan

"Why not listen? |'m saying that whatever powers this ship is enclosed, and evidently not
meant to be handl ed. The ship is running by renote control."

"The Brain's control ?"

"Why not ?"

"Then you think we'll stay out here till The Brain brings us back."

"It could be. If so, let's wait quietly. The Brain is a robot. It's got to follow the
First Law. It can't hurt a human being."

Donovan sat down slowy, "You figure that?" Carefully, he flattened his hair, "Listen
this junk about the space-warp knocked out Consolidated' s robot, and the longhairs said it was
because interstellar travel killed humans. Wich robot are you going to trust? Qurs had the same
data, | understand."

Powel | was yanking nadly at his nmustache, "Don't pretend you don't know your robotics,

M ke. Before it's physically possible in any way for a robot to even nake a start to breaking the
First Law, so many things have to break down that it would be a ruined mess of scrap ten tines
over. There's sone sinple explanation to this."

"Ch sure, sure. Just have the butler call me in the nmorning. It's all just too, too sinple
for nme to bother about before ny beauty nap.”

"Well, Jupiter, MKke, what are you conplaining about so far? The Brain is taking care of
us. This place is warm It's got light. It's got air. There wasn't even enough of an accel eration
jar to nuss your hair if it were snmooth enough to be nussable in the first place."

"Yeah? Geg, you nust've taken |l essons. No one could put Pollyanna that far out of the
runni ng wi thout. What do we eat? What do we drink? Where are we? How do we get back? And in case
of accident, to what exit and in what spacesuit do we run, not wal k? I haven't even seen a
bat hroomin the place, or those little conveniences that go al ong with bathroons. Sure, we're
bei ng taken care of - but good?"

The voice that interrupted Donovan's tirade was not Powell's. It was nobody's. It was
there, hanging in open air - stentorian and petrifying in its effects.

" GREGORY POWELL! M CHAEL DONOVAN GREGORY POVELL! M CHAEL DONOVAN! PLEASE REPORT YOUR
PRESENT POSI TIONS. | F YOUR SHI P ANSVWERS CONTROLS, PLEASE RETURN TO BASE. GREGORY POWELL! M CHAEL
DONOVAN! - "

The nessage was repetitious, nmechanical, broken by regular, untiring intervals.

Donovan said, "Were's it coning fron"

“I don't know." Powell's voice was an intense whisper, "Were do the lights conme fronf
Wher e does anything come fronP"

file:/lIF|/rah/Isaac%20Asimov/1%20Robot.txt (67 of 95) [1/14/03 9:37:12 PM]



file:/I/F|/rah/l saac%20A simov/1%20Robot.txt

"Well, how are we going to answer?" They had to speak in the intervals between the |oudly
echoi ng, repeating nmessage.

The walls were bare - as bare and as unbroken as snooth, curving nmetal can be. Powell
sai d, "Shout an answer."

They did. They shouted, in turns, and together, "Position unknown! Ship out of control
Condi ti on desperate!"

Their voices rose and cracked. The short businesslike sentences becane interlarded and
adulterated with screaning and enphatic profanity, but the cold, calling voice repeated and
repeated and repeated unwearyingly.

"They don't hear us," gasped Donovan. "There's no sending nechanism Just a receiver." H's
eyes focused blindly at a random spot on the wall.

Slowmy the din of the outside voice softened and receded. They called again when it was a
whi sper, and they called again, hoarsely, when there was silence.

Sonething like fifteen mnutes later, Powell said lifelessly, "Let's go through the ship
agai n. There nust be sonething to eat somewheres."” He did not sound hopeful. It was al nost an
admi ssion of defeat.

They divided in the corridor to the right and |l eft. They could foll ow one another by the
hard footsteps resoundi ng, and they met occasionally in the corridor, where they would glare at
each ot her and pass on.

Powel | ' s search ended suddenly and as it did, he heard Donovan's gl ad voice rise
boom ngly.

"Hey, Geg,” it howed, "the ship has got plunbing. How did we mss it?"

It was sone five mnutes |ater that he found Powel |l by hit-and-m ss. He was saying, "Stil
no shower baths, though," but it got choked off in the niddle.

"Food," he gasped.

The wal | had dropped away, |eaving a curved gap with two shelves. The upper shelf was
| oaded with unl abel ed cans of a bew |l dering variety of sizes and shapes. The enamel ed cans on the
| ower shelf were uniformand Donovan felt a cold draft about his ankles. The [ower half was
refrigerated.

"How. .. how"

“I't wasn't there, before," said Powell, curtly. "That wall section dropped out of sight as
| came in the door."

He was eating. The can was the preheating type wi th encl osed spoon and t he warm odor of
baked beans filled the room "Gab a can, Mke!"

Donovan hesitated, "Wat's the nenu?"

"How do | know Are you finicky?"

"No, but all | eat on ships are beans. Sonething el se would be first choice." H s hand
hovered and selected a shining elliptical can whose flatness seened rem ni scent of sal non or
simlar delicacy. It opened at the proper pressure.

"Beans!" howl ed Donovan, and reached for another. Powell hauled at the slack of his pants.
"Better eat that, sonny boy. Supplies are linmted and we nay be here a long, long tine."

Donovan drew back sulkily, "Is that all we have? Beans?"
"Coul d be."

"What's on the | ower shel f?"

"MIlk."

"Just m | k?" Donovan cried in outrage.

"Looks it."

The nmeal of beans and milk was carried through in silence, and as they left, the strip of
hi dden wal | rose up and formed an unbroken surface once nore.

Powel I sighed, "Everything automatic. Everything just so. Never felt so helpless in ny
life. Wiere's your plunbing?"

"Right there. And that wasn't anong those present when we first |ooked, either."

Fifteen minutes later they were back in the glassed-in room staring at each other from
opposi ng seats.

Powel | | ooked gloomly at the one gauge in the room It still said "parsecs," the figures
still ended in "1,000,000" and the indicating needle was still pressed hard against the zero mark.

In the innernobst offices of the U S. Robot & Mechanical Men Corp. Alfred Lanni ng was
saying wearily, "They won't answer. W've tried every wavel ength, public, private, coded,

straight, even this subether stuff they have now. And The Brain still won't say anything?" He shot
this at Dr. Calvin.
“I't won't anplify on the matter, Alfred," she said, enphatically. "It says they can hear
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us... and when | try to press it, it beconmes... well, it becones sullen. And it's not supposed to-
Whoever heard of a sullen robot?"

"Suppose you tell us what you have, Susan,"” said Bogert.

"Here it is! It admits it controls the ship itself entirely. It is definitely optinistic
about their safety, but without details. | don't dare press it. However, the center of disturbance
seens to be about the interstellar junp itself. The Brain definitely |aughed when | brought up the
subj ect. There are other indications, but that is the closest it's come to an open abnormality."

She | ooked at the others, "I refer to hysteria. | dropped the subject inmediately, and
hope I did no harm but it gave nme a lead. | can handle hysteria. Gve ne twelve hours! If | can
bring it back to normal, it will bring back the ship."

Bogert seened suddenly stricken. "The interstellar junp!"

"What's the matter?" The cry was double from Cal vin and Lanni ng.

"The figures for the engine The Brain gave us. Say... | just thought of sonething."

He left hurriedly.

Lanni ng gazed after him He said brusquely to Calvin, "You take care of your end, Susan

Two hours | ater, Bogert was tal king eagerly, "I tell you, Lanning, that's it. The
interstellar junp is not instantaneousnot as long as the speed of light is finite. Life can't
exist... matter and energy as such can't exist in the space warp. | don't know what it would be

like - but that's it. That's what killed Consolidated s robot."

Donovan felt as haggard as he | ooked. "Only five days?"

"Only five days. |I'msure of it."

Donovan | ooked about himwetchedly. The stars through the glass were famliar but
infinitely indifferent. The walls were cold to the touch; the lights, which had recently flared up
again, were unfeelingly bright; the needle on the gauge pointed stubbornly to zero; and Donovan
could not get rid of the taste of beans.

He said, norosely, "I need a bath."

Powel | | ooked up briefly, and said, "So do |I. You needn't feel selfconscious. But unless
you want to bathe in nmilk and do w t hout drinking"

"We'll do without drinking eventually, anyway. Geg, where does this interstellar trave
cone in?

"You tell me. Maybe we just keep on going. W'd get there, eventually. At |east the dust
of our skeletons would - but isn't our death the whol e point of The Brain's original breakdown?"

Donovan spoke with his back to the other, "Greg, |'ve been thinking. It's pretty bad.
There's not nmuch to do - except wal k around or talk to yourself. You know those stories about guys

mar ooned in space. They go nuts long before they starve. | don't know, Geg, but ever since the
lights went on, | feel funny."
There was a silence, then Powell's voice canme thin and small, "So do I. What's it |ike?"
The redheaded figure turned, "Feel funny inside. There's a pounding in me with everything
tense. It's hard to breathe. | can't stand still."

"Unmm Do you feel vibration?"

"How do you nean?"

"Sit down for a minute and listen. You don't hear it, but you feel it - as if something's
t hr obbi ng sonewheres and it's throbbing the whole ship, and you, too, along with it. Listen-"

“"Yeah . . . yeah. What do you think it is, Geg? You don't suppose it's us?"

“I't mght be." Powell stroked his nmustache slowly. "But it mght be the ship's engines. It
nm ght be getting ready."

"For what ?"

"For the interstellar junp. It may be comi ng and the devil knows what it's like."

Donovan pondered. Then he said, savagely, "If it does, let it. But I wish we could fight.
It's humliating to have to wait for it."

An hour |ater, perhaps, Powell |ooked at his hand on the netal chair-armand said with
frozen calm "Feel the wall, MKke."

Donovan did, and said, "You can feel it shake, Geg."

Even the stars seemed blurred. From sonewhere cane the vague inpression of a huge nachine
gathering power with the walls, storing up energy for a mghty leap, throbbing its way up the
scal es of strength.

It came with a suddenness and a stab of pain. Powell stiffened, and half-jerked fromhis
chair. Hi s sight caught Donovan and bl anked out while Donovan's thin shout whinpered and died in
his ears. Something withed within himand struggl ed agai nst a growi ng bl anket of ice, that
t hi ckened.
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Somet hi ng broke | oose and whirled in a blaze of flickering light and pain. It fel

-and whirled

-and fell headl ong

-into silence!

It was death!

It was a world of no notion and no sensation. A world of dim unsensing consciousness; a
consci ousness of darkness and of silence and of form ess struggle.

Most of all a consciousness of eternity.

He was a tiny white thread of ego - cold and afraid.

Then the words cane, unctuous and sonorous, thundering over himin a foam of sound:

"Does your coffin fit differently lately? Wiy not try Morbid M Cadaver's extensible
caskets? They are scientifically designed to fit the natural curves of the body, and are enriched
with Vitamin Bl. Use Cadaver's caskets for confort. Remenber - you're - going - to - be - dead - a
- long - long - tine!l"

It wasn't quite sound, but whatever it was, it died away in an oily runbling whisper

The white thread that m ght have been Powel| heaved uselessly at the insubstantial eons of
time that existed all about him- and collapsed upon itself as the piercing shriek of a hundred
mllion ghosts of a hundred nmillion soprano voices rose to a crescendo of nel ody:

"I'"ll be glad when you're dead, you rascal, you
"I"1l be glad when you're dead, you rascal, you
"Il be glad-"

It rose up a spiral stairway of violent sound into the keeni ng supersonics that passed

hearing, and then beyond-

The white thread quivered with a pul sating pang. It strained quietly-

The voices were ordinary - and many. It was a crowd speaking; a swirling nob that swept
t hrough and past and over himwith a rapid, headlong notion, that left drifting tatters of words
behi nd t hem

"What did they getcha for, boy? Y'|ook banged up-"

"-a hot fire, | guess, but | got a case-"

"-1've made Paradise, but old St Pete-"

"Naaah, | got a pull with the boy. Had dealings with him"

"Hey, Sam cone this way-"

"Ja get a nout hpi ece? Beel zebub says-"

"-Going on, nmy good inp? My appointnent is with Sa-"

And above it all the original stentorian roar, that plunged across all:

"HURRY! HURRY! HURRY!!! Stir your bones, and don't keep us waiting - there are nany nore
in line. Have your certificates ready, and nake sure Peter's release is stanped across it. See if
you are at the proper entrance gate. There will be plenty of fire for all. Hey, you - YOU DO/
THERE. TAKE YOUR PLACE IN LINE OR-"

The white thread that was Powel| grovel ed backward before the advanci ng shout, and felt
the sharp stab of the pointing finger. It all exploded into a rainbow of sound that dripped its
fragnments onto an achi ng brain.

Powell was in the chair, again. He felt hinself shaking.

Donovan's eyes were opening into two | arge popping bow s of glazed bl ue.

"Greg," he whispered in what was al nbst a sob. "Wre you dead?"

“I... felt dead." He did not recognize his own croak

Donovan was obviously naking a bad failure of his attenpt to stand up, "Are we alive now?
O is there nore?"

"I... feel alive.” It was the sanme hoarseness. Powell said cautiously, "Did you... hear
anyt hi ng, when... when you were dead?"

Donovan paused, and then very slowly nodded his head, "D d you?"

"Yes. Did you hear about coffins... and fenales singing... and the lines formng to get

into Hell? Did you?"

Donovan shook his head, "Just one voice."

"Loud?"

"No. Soft, but rough |ike a file over the fingertips. It was a sernon, you know. About
hell-fire. He described the tortures of... well, you know. | once heard a sernon like that -
al nost . "

He was perspiring.
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They were conscious of sunlight through the port. It was weak, but it was blue-white - and
the gl eam ng pea that was the distant source of light was not O d Sol

And Powel | pointed a trenbling finger at the single gauge. The needle stood stiff and
proud at the hairline whose figure read 300, 000 parsecs.

Powel| said, "Mke if it's true, we nust be out of the Gal axy altogether."

Donovan said, "Blazed Geg! W'd be the first men out of the Solar System"

"Yes! That's just it. We've escaped the sun. W've escaped the Galaxy. Mke, this shipis
the answer. It neans freedomfor all humanity - freedomto spread through to every star that
exists - mllions and billions and trillions of them"

And then he cane down with a hard thud, "But how do we get back, M ke?"

Donovan sniled shakily, "Ch, that's all right. The ship brought us here. The ship wll
take us back. Me for nore beans."

"But Mke... hold on, Mke. If it takes us back the way it brought us here-"

Donovan stopped hal fway up and sat back heavily into the chair

Powell went on, "W'Il have to... die again, MKke"

"Well," sighed Donovan, "if we have to, we have to. At least it isn't permanent, not very

per manent . "

Susan Cal vin was speaking slowy now For six hours she had been slowly prodding The Brain

- for six fruitless hours.
everyt hi ng.
“Now, Brain,

She was weary of

repetitions,

there's just one nore thing. You nust nmeke a specia
Have you been entirely clear about the interstellar junp?

weary of circum ocutions, weary of

effort to answer sinply.
mean does it take themvery far?"

"As far as they want to go, Mss Susan. Golly, it isn't any trick through the warp."
"And on the other side, what will they see?"

"Stars and stuff. Wiat do you suppose?”

The next question slipped out, "They'll be alive, then?"

"Sure!™

"And the interstellar junp won't hurt then®"

She froze as The Brain nmintained silence.
"Brain,
The answer was weak, quivering. The Brain said,

"Brain," she supplicated faintly,

mean?"

"Not if you don't want to. But it would
Calvin tried to be bright about it.

"Awww. You spoil everything."

And the psychol ogi st junped up suddenly,

"Ch, ny," she gasped. "Ch, ny."

And she felt the tension of hours and days rel eased in a burst.

That was it! She had touched the sore spot.
do you hear ne?"
"Do | have to answer? About the junp, |

be interesting - | mean if you wanted to." Susan

with a | ook of flam ng insight on her face.

It was |later that she told

Lanning, "I tell you it's all right. No, you must |eave ne alone, now. The ship will be back
safely, with the men, and | want to rest. | will rest. Now go away."
The ship returned to Earth as silently, as unjarringly as it had left. It dropped

precisely into place and the main | ock gaped open
rough and scrubbily-stubbl ed chins.
the one with red hair knelt down and pl anted upon the

carefully and scratched their
And then, slowy and purposefully,
concrete of the runway a firm |oud kiss.

They waved aside the crowd that was gathering and made gestures of deni al

The two nmen who wal ked out felt their way

at the eager

coupl e that had piled out of the down-swoopi ng anbul ance with a stretcher between them

Gregory Powel | said,

They were | ed away.

They were gat hered,
of U S. Robot & Mechanica

al |
Men Cor p.

Slowy and clinmactically, Powell

recovered her icy, sonewhat acid, calm-
"Strictly speaking," she said,
this problemto The Brain, as
upon it the inportance of rejecting any item of
doi ng so

of them about a table.

said sonething |like “Don't get excited about the death of hunmans.

"Where's the nearest shower?"

It was a full staff meeting of the brains

and Donovan finished a graphic and resounding story.
Susan Cal vin broke the silence that foll owed.
but still
"this was ny fault -
hope sone of you renenber,

In the few days that had el apsed she bad
a trace of enbarrassnent broke through

all of it. Wien we first presented
went to great lengths to inpress

i nfornati on capable of creating a dilemma. In

W don't
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mind it at all. Just give the sheet back and forget it.""

"Hmmm" said Lanning. "Wat follows?"

"The obvious. Wien that itementered its cal cul ati ons which yiel ded the equation
controlling the length of mnimuminterval for the interstellar junp - it neant death for humans.
That's where Consolidated' s nachi ne broke down conpletely. But | had depressed the inportance of
death to The Brain - not entirely, for the First Law can never be broken - but just sufficiently
so that The Brain could take a second | ook at the equation. Sufficiently to give it tine to

realize that after the interval was passed through, the men would return to life - just as the
matter and energy of the ship itself would return to being. This so-called “death,' in other
words, was a strictly tenporary phenonenon. You see?"

She | ooked about her. They were all |istening.

She went on, "So he accepted the item but not without a certain jar. Even with death
tenporary and its inmportance depressed, it was enough to unbal ance himvery gently."

She brought it out calmy, "He devel oped a sense of hunor - it's an escape, you see, a
met hod of partial escape fromreality. He becanme a practical joker."

Powel | and Donovan were on their feet.

"What ?" cried Powel |

Donovan was consi derably nore col orful about it.

"It's so," said Calvin. "He took care of you, and kept you safe, but you couldn't handle

any controls, because they weren't for you - just for the hunmorous Brain. W could reach you by
radi o, but you couldn't answer. You had plenty of food, but all of it beans and mlk. Then you
died, so to speak, and were reborn, but the period of your death was nade... well... interesting.

I wish | knew how he did it. It was The Brain's prize joke, but he neant no harm"

“"No harm " gasped Donovan. "Ch, if that cute little tyke only had a neck."

Lanning raised a quieting hand, "All right, it's been a ness, but it's all over. What
now?"

"Well," said Bogert, quietly, "obviously it's up to us to inprove the space-warp engi ne.
There nust be sone way of getting around that interval of junp. If there is, we're the only
organi zation left with a grand-scal e super-robot, so we're bound to find it if anyone can. And
then - U S. Robots has interstellar travel, and humanity has the opportunity for gal actic
enpire. "

"What about Consolidated?" said Lanning.

"Hey," interrupted Donovan suddenly, "I want to make a suggestion there. They landed U S
Robots into quite a ness. It wasn't as bad a nmess as they expected and it turned out well, but
their intentions weren't pious. And G eg and | bore the nost of it.

"Well, they wanted an answer, and they've got one. Send themthat ship, guaranteed, and U

S. Robots can collect their two hundred thou plus construction costs. And if they test it - then
suppose we let The Brain have just a little nmore fun before it's brought back to normal."
Lanning said gravely, "It sounds just and proper to ne."
To whi ch Bogert added absently, "Strictly according to contract, too.

Evi dence

"BUT THAT WASN' T I T, EITHER " SAID DR. CALVIN thoughtfully. "Ch, eventually, the ship and
others like it became governnent property; the Junp through hyperspace was perfected, and now we
actual |y have human col onies on the planets of some of the nearer stars, but that wasn't it."

I had finished eating and watched her through the snoke of mny cigarette.

"I't's what has happened to the people here on Earth in the last fifty years that really
counts. Wen | was born, young man, we had just gone through the last Wrld War. It was a | ow
point in history - but it was the end of nationalism Earth was too small for nations and they
began groupi ng thenselves into Regions. It took quite a while. When | was born the United States
of Anerica was still a nation and not nmerely a part of the Northern Region. In fact, the nane of
the corporation is still "United States Robots-." And the change from nations to Regions, which
has stabilized our econony and brought about what anpbunts to a Gol den Age, when this century is
compared with the last, was al so brought about by our robots."

"You nmean the Machines," | said. "The Brain you tal ked about was the first of the
Machi nes, wasn't it?"
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"Yes, it was, but it's not the Machines | was thinking of. Rather of a man. He died | ast

year." Her voice was suddenly deeply sorrowful. "Or at |east he arranged to die, because he knew
we needed himno | onger. Stephen Byerley.™
"Yes, | guessed that was who you neant."

"He first entered public office in 2032. You were only a boy then, so you woul dn't
renenmber the strangeness of it. Hi s canpaign for the Mayoralty was certainly the queerest in
hi story-!"

Francis Quinn was a politician of the new school. That, of course, is a neaningless
expression, as are all expressions of the sort. Mst of the "new schools" we have were duplicated
in the social life of ancient Geece, and perhaps, if we knew nore about it, in the social life of
ancient Suneria and in the | ake dwellings of prehistoric Switzerland as well.

But, to get out fromunder what prom ses to be a dull and conplicated beginning, it mght
be best to state hastily that Quinn neither ran for office nor canvassed for votes, made no
speeches and stuffed no ball ot boxes. Any nore than Napol eon pulled a trigger at Austerlitz.

And since politics nmakes strange bedfell ows, Alfred Lanning sat at the other side of the
desk with his ferocious white eyebrows bent far forward over eyes in which chronic inpatience had
sharpened to acuity. He was not pleased.

The fact, if known to Quinn, would have annoyed himnot the least. H's voice was friendly,
per haps professionally so.

"I assune you know Stephen Byerley, Dr. Lanning."

"I have heard of him So have many people."

"Yes, so have |. Perhaps you intend voting for himat the next election."

"I couldn't say." There was an unmi stakable trace of acidity here. "I have not foll owed
the political currents, so |'mnot aware that he is running for office."

"He may be our next mayor. O course, he is only a | awer now, but great oaks-"

"Yes," interrupted Lanning, "I have heard the phrase before. But | wonder if we can get to
t he busi ness at hand."
"W are at the business at hand, Dr. Lanning." Qinn's tone was very gentle, "It is to ny

interest to keep M. Byerley a district attorney at the very nmost, and it is to your interest to
hel p ne do so."

"To ny interest? Cone!" Lanning' s eyebrows hunched | ow.

"Well, say then to the interest of the U S. Robot & Mechanical Men Corporation. | come to
you as Director Eneritus of Research, because | know that your connection to themis that of,
shall we say, “elder statesman.' You are listened to with respect and yet your connection with
themis no longer so tight but that you cannot possess consi derable freedom of action; even if the
action is sonewhat unorthodox."

Dr. Lanning was silent a nonent, chewing the cud of his thoughts. He said nore softly, "I
don't follow you at all, M. Quinn."

"I amnot surprised, Dr. Lanning. But it's all rather sinple. Do you nmnd?" Quinnlit a
sl ender cigarette with a lighter of tasteful sinplicity and his big-boned face settled into an
expression of quiet amusenment. "W have spoken of M. Byerley - a strange and colorful character.
He was unknown three years ago. He is very well known now. He is a man of force and ability, and
certainly the nost capable and intelligent prosecutor | have ever known. Unfortunately he is not a
friend of m ne"

"I understand," said Lanning, nmechanically. He stared at his fingernails.

"I have had occasion," continued Quinn, evenly, "in the past year to investigate M.
Byerley - quite exhaustively. It is always useful, you see, to subject the past life of reform
politicians to rather inquisitive research. If you knew how often it hel ped-" He paused to smile
hunorl essly at the glowing tip of his cigarette. "But M. Byerley's past is unremarkable. A quiet
life in a small town, a college education, a wife who died young, an auto accident with a sl ow
recovery, |aw school, conming to the netropolis, an attorney."

Francis Quinn shook his head slowy, then added, "But his present |ife. Ah, that is remarkable.
Qur district attorney never eats!"

Lanni ng' s head snapped up, old eyes surprisingly sharp, "Pardon nme?"

"Qur district attorney never eats." The repetition thunped by syllables. "I'll nodify that
slightly. He has never been seen to eat or drink. Never! Do you understand the significance of the
word? Not rarely, but never!"

"I find that quite incredible. Can you trust your investigators?"

"l can trust ny investigators, and | don't find it incredible at all. Further, our
district attorney has never been seen to drink -in the aqueous sense as well as the al coholic- nor
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to sleep. There are other factors, but | should think |I have made ny point."

Lanning | eaned back in his seat, and there was the rapt silence of challenge and response
between them and then the old roboticist shook his head. "No. There is only one thing you can be
trying to inmply, if | couple your statements with the fact that you present themto ne, and that
is inmpossible.™”

"But the man is quite inhuman, Dr. Lanning."

"I'f you told ne he were Satan in masquerade, there would be a faint chance that | m ght
bel i eve you."

"I tell you he is a robot, Dr. Lanning."

"I tell you it is as inpossible a conception as | have ever heard, M. Qinn."

Agai n the conbative sil ence.

"Neverthel ess,” and Qui nn stubbed out his cigarette with el aborate care, "you will have to
investigate this inmpossibility with all the resources of the Corporation.”

“I"'msure that | could undertake no such thing, M. Quinn. You don't seriously suggest
that the Corporation take part in local politics."

"“You have no choice. Supposing | were to nmake ny facts public wi thout proof. The evidence
is circunstantial enough.”

"Suit yourself in that respect.”

"But it would not suit ne. Proof would be nmuch preferable. And it would not suit you, for
the publicity would be very damagi ng to your conpany. You are perfectly well acquainted,
suppose, with the strict rules against the use of robots on inhabited worlds."

"Certainly!" -brusquely.

"You know that the U S. Robot & Mechanical Men Corporation is the only manufacturer of
positronic robots in the Solar System and if Byerley is a robot, he is a positronic robot. You
are also aware that all positronic robots are | eased, and not sold; that the Corporation renains
the owner and nmanager of each robot, and is therefore responsible for the actions of all."

"It is an easy matter, M. Quinn, to prove the Corporation has never nmanufactured a robot
of a humanoid character."

"It can be done? To discuss nmerely possibilities."

"Yes. It can be done."

"Secretly, | imagine, as well. Wthout entering it in your books."

"Not the positronic brain, sir. Too many factors are involved in that, and there is the
ti ghtest possible governnent supervision."

“Yes, but robots are worn out, break down, go out of order - and are dismantled."

"And the positronic brains re-used or destroyed."

"Real | y?" Francis Quinn allowed hinmself a trace of sarcasm "And if one were,
accidentally, of course, not destroyed - and there happened to be a humanoid structure waiting for
a brain."

"I npossi bl e!"
“You woul d have to prove that to the governnent and the public, so why not prove it to ne
now. "

"But what coul d our purpose be?" demanded Lanning in exasperation. "Were is our
nmotivation? Credit us with a mni numof sense.”

"My dear sir, please. The Corporation would be only too glad to have the various Regi ons
pernmt the use of humanoid positronic robots on inhabited worlds. The profits woul d be enornous.
But the prejudice of the public against such a practice is too great. Suppose you get themused to
such robots first - see, we have a skillful |lawer, a good mayor,and he is a robot. Wn't you buy
our robot butlers?"

"Thoroughly fantastic. An al nost hunorous descent to the ridicul ous."

"I imagine so. Wiy not prove it? O would you still rather try to prove it to the public?"

The light in the office was dimming, but it was not yet too dimto obscure the flush of
frustration on Alfred Lanning's face. Slowy, the roboticist's finger touched a knob and the wall
illum nators glowed to gentle life

"Well, then," he grow ed, "let us see."

The face of Stephen Byerley is not an easy one to describe. He was forty by birth
certificate and forty by appearance - but it was a healthy, well-nourished good-natured appearance
of forty; one that automatically drew the teeth of the broni de about "l ooking one's age."

This was particularly true when he | aughed, and he was | aughing now. It canme |oudly and
continuously, died away for a bit, then began agai n-

And Al fred Lanning's face contracted into a rigidly bitter monunent of disapproval. He
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made a half gesture to the woman who sat beside him but her thin, bloodless Iips nerely pursed
thensel ves a trifle.
Byerl ey gasped hinself a stage nearer normality.

"Really, Dr. Lanning... really- I... I... a robot?"

Lanning bit his words off with a snap, "It is no statenent of mine, sir. | would be quite
satisfied to have you a nenber of humanity. Since our corporation never nmanufactured you, | am
quite certain that you are - in a legalistic sense, at any rate. But since the contention that you

are a robot has been advanced to us seriously by a nan of certain standing-"

"Don't nention his nane, if it would knock a chip off your granite bl ock of ethics, but
let's pretend it was Frank Quinn, for the sake of argunent, and continue."

Lanning drew in a sharp, cutting snort at the interruption, and paused ferociously before
continuing with added frigidity, "-by a man of certain standing, wth whose identity I am not
interested in playing guessing ganmes, | am bound to ask your cooperation in disproving it. The
mere fact that such a contention could be advanced and publicized by the neans at this nman's
di sposal would be a bad blowto the conpany | represent - even if the charge were never proven.
You under stand ne?"

"Ch, yes, your position is clear to ne. The charge itself is ridiculous. The spot you find
yourself in is not. | beg your pardon, if ny laughter offended you. It was the first | |aughed at,
not the second. How can | hel p you?"

"It could be very sinple. You have only to sit down to a neal at a restaurant in the
presence of w tnesses, have your picture taken, and eat." Lanning sat back in his chair, the worst
of the interview over. The wonan besi de hi mwatched Byerley with an apparently absorbed expression
but contributed nothing of her own.

St ephen Byerley net her eyes for an instant, was caught by them then turned back to the
roboticist. For a while his fingers were thoughtful over the bronze paper-weight that was the only
ornanent on his desk.

He said quietly, "I don't think I can oblige you."

He raised his hand, "Now wait, Dr. Lanning. | appreciate the fact that this whole matter
is distasteful to you, that you have been forced into it against your will, that you feel you are
pl ayi ng an undi gnified and even ridiculous part. Still, the matter is even nore intimately

concerned with nyself, so be tolerant.

"First, what nakes you think that Quinn -this nman of certain standing, you know wasn't
hoodwi nki ng you, in order to get you to do exactly what you are doi ng?"

"Why it seens scarcely likely that a reputable person woul d endanger hinself in so
ridiculous a fashion, if he weren't convinced he were on safe ground."

There was little hunor in Byerley's eyes, "You don't know Quinn. He coul d manage to nake
safe ground out of a | edge a nountain sheep could not handle. | suppose be showed the particulars
of the investigation he clains to have nade of me?"

"Enough to convince me that it would be too troubl esomre to have our corporation attenpt to
di sprove them when you could do so nore easily."

"Then you believe himwhen he says | never eat. You are a scientist, Dr. Lanning. Think of

the logic required. | have not been observed to eat, therefore, | never eat QE D. After all!"
"You are using prosecution tactics to confuse what is really a very sinple situation."
"On the contrary, | amtrying to clarify what you and Qui nn between you are making a very

conplicated one. You see, | don't sleep nuch, that's true, and | certainly don't sleep in public.

I have never cared to eat with others - an idiosyncrasy which is unusual and probably neurotic in
character, but which harns no one. Look, Dr. Lanning, let me present you with a suppositious case
Supposi ng we had a politician who was interested in defeating a reform candi date at any cost and
while investigating his private |ife came across oddities such as | have just nentioned.

"Suppose further that in order to smear the candi date effectively, he cones to your
conpany as the ideal agent. Do you expect himto say to you, 'So-and-so is a robot because he
hardly ever eats with people, and | have never seen himfall asleep in the niddle of a case; and
once when | peeped into his windowin the mddle of the night, there he was, sitting up with a
book; and |I looked in his frigidaire and there was no food init.'

“If he told you that, you would send for a straitjacket. But if he tells you, 'He never
sl eeps; he never eats,' then the shock of the statenent blinds you to the fact that such
statements are inpossible to prove. You play into his hands by contributing to the to-do."

"Regardl ess, sir," began Lanning, with a threatening obstinacy, "of whether you consider
this matter serious or not, it will require only the neal | nentioned to end it."

Again Byerley turned to the wonman, who still regarded hi mexpressionlessly. "Pardon ne.
|'ve caught your nane correctly, haven't I? Dr. Susan Cal vin?"
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"Yes, M. Byerley."

"You're the U S. Robot's psychol ogist, aren't you?"

"Robopsychol ogi st, please.”

"Ch, are robots so different fromnen, nentally?"

"Worlds different." She allowed herself a frosty snmile, "Robots are essentially decent."

Hunor tugged at the corners of the lawer's nouth, "Well, that's a hard blow. But what |
wanted to say was this. Since you're a psycho- a robopsychol ogist, and a wonan, |'Il bet that
you' ve done sonething that Dr. Lanning hasn't thought of."

"And what is that?"

"You' ve got sonething to eat in your purse."

Sonet hi ng caught in the school ed indifference of Susan Calvin's eyes. She said, "You
surprise ne, M. Byerley."

And openi ng her purse, she produced an apple. Quietly, she handed it to him Dr. Lanning,
after an initial start, followed the sl ow novenent fromone hand to the other with sharply alert
eyes.

Calmy, Stephen Byerley bit intoit, and calmy he swallowed it

"You see, Dr. Lanni ng?"

Dr. Lanning smiled in a relief tangi ble enough to nake even his eyebrows appear benevol ent
Arelief that survived for one fragile second.

Susan Calvin said, "I was curious to see if you would eat it, but, of course, in the
present case, it proves nothing."

Byerl ey grinned, "It doesn't?"

"Of course not. It is obvious, Dr. Lanning, that if this nan were a humanoi d robot, he
woul d be a perfect intation. He is alnost too human to be credible. After all, we have been

seei ng and observing human beings all our lives; it would be inpossible to pal msonmething nmerely
nearly right off on us. It would have to be all right. Observe the texture of the skin, the
quality of the irises, the bone formation of the hand. If he's a robot, | wish U S. Robots had
made him because he's a good job. Do you suppose then, that anyone capable of paying attention to
such niceties would neglect a few gadgets to take care of such things as eating, sleeping,
elimnation? For enmergency use only, perhaps; as, for instance, to prevent such situations as are
arising here. So a nmeal won't really prove anything."

"Now wait," snarled Lanning, "I am- not quite the fool both of you nake ne out to be.
amnot interested in the problemof M. Byerley's humanity or nonhumanity. | aminterest in
getting the corporation out of a hole. A public neal will end the matter and keep it ended no
matter what Qui nn does. W can leave the finer details to | awers and robopsychol ogi sts. "

"But, Dr. Lanning," said Byerley, "you forget the politics of the situation. | am as
anxious to be elected as Quinn is to stop me. By the way, did you notice that you used his nane?
It's a cheap shyster trick of mne; | knew you would, before you were through."”

Lanni ng flushed, "What has the election to do with it?"
"Publicity works both ways, sir. If Quinn wants to call nme a robot, and has the nerve to

do so, | have the nerve to play the gane his way."

"You mean you-" Lanning was quite frankly appall ed.

"Exactly. | nean that |'mgoing to let himgo ahead, choose his rope, test its strength,
cut off the right length, tie the noose, insert his head and grin. | can do what little else is
required.”

"You are mighty confident."”
Susan Calvin rose to her feet, "Conme, Alfred, we won't change his mnd for him"
"You see." Byerley smiled gently. "You' re a hunan psychol ogi st, too."

But perhaps not all the confidence that Dr. Lanning had renarked upon was present that
eveni ng when Byerley's car parked on the automatic treads |eading to the sunken garage,
and Byerley hinmself crossed the path to the front door of his house.

The figure in the wheel chair |ooked up as he entered and snmiled. Byerley's face lit with
affection. He crossed over to it.

The cripple's voice was a hoarse, grating whisper that came out of a mouth forever tw sted
to one side, leering out of a face that was half scar tissue, "You're |late, Steve."

"I know, John, | know. But |I've been up against a peculiar and interesting trouble today."

"So?" Neither the torn face nor the destroyed voice could carry expression but there was
anxiety in the clear eyes. "Nothing you can't handl e?"

"I'"mnot exactly certain. | may need your help. You're the brilliant one in the fanmly. Do
you want ne to take you out into the garden? It's a beautiful evening."
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Two strong arns lifted John fromthe wheel chair. Gently, alnpst caressingly, Byerley's
arnms went around the shoul ders and under the swathed | egs of the cripple. Carefully, and slowy,
he wal ked through the roons, down the gentle ranp that had been built with a wheel chair in mnd
and out the back door into the walled and wired garden behind the house.

"Why don't you let nme use the wheel chair, Steve? This is Silly."

"Because |'d rather carry you. Do you object? You know that you're as glad to get out of
that notorized buggy for a while as | amto see you out. How do you feel today?" He deposited John
with infinite care upon the cool grass.

"How should | feel? But tell ne about your troubles."”

"Quinn's canpaign will be based on the fact that he clains I'ma robot."

John's eyes opened w de, "How do you know? It's inpossible. | won't believe it."

"Ch, cone, | tell you it's so. He had one of the big-shot scientists of U S. Robot &
Mechani cal Men Corporation over at the office to argue with nme."

Slowmy John's hands tore at the grass, "l see. | see."

Byerl ey said, "But we can |let himchoose his ground. | have an idea. Listen to ne and tel
me if we can do it "

The scene as it appeared in AlIfred Lanning's office that night was a tableau of stares.
Francis Quinn stared neditatively at Al fred Lanning. Lanning's stare was savagely set upon Susan
Calvin, who stared inpassively in her turn at Quinn

Francis Quinn broke it with a heavy attenpt at lightness, "Bluff. He's naking it up as he
goes al ong."

"Are you going to ganble on that, M. Qinn?" asked Dr. Calvin, indifferently.

"Well, it's your ganble, really."

"Look here,"” Lanning covered definite pessimismwth bluster, "we've done what you asked
W witnessed the man eat. It's ridiculous to presune hima robot."

"Do you think so?" Quinn shot toward Calvin. "Lanning said you were the expert."

Lanni ng was al nost threatening, "Now, Susan-"

Quinn interrupted snmoothly, "Wiy not |let her talk, man? She's been sitting there initating
a gatepost for half an hour."

Lanning felt definitely harassed. From what he experienced then to incipient paranoia was
but a step. He said, "Very well. Have your say, Susan. W won't interrupt you."

Susan Calvin glanced at himhunorlessly, then fixed cold eyes on M. Qinn. "There are
only two ways of definitely proving Byerley to be a robot, sir. So far you are presenting
circunstantial evidence, with which you can accuse, but not prove - and | think M. Byerley is
sufficiently clever to counter that sort of material. You probably think so yourself, or you
woul dn't have cone here

"The two net hods of proof are the physical and the psychol ogi cal. Physically, you can
di ssect himor use an X-ray. How to do that would be your problem Psychol ogically, his behavior
can be studied, for if he is a positronic robot, he nmust conformto the three Rul es of Robotics. A
positronic brain can not be constructed wi thout them You know the Rules, M. Quinn?"

She spoke them carefully, clearly, quoting word for word the fanous bold print on page one
of the "Handbook of Robotics."

"I'"ve heard of them" said Quinn, carelessly.

"Then the matter is easy to follow " responded the psychol ogist, dryly. "If M. Byerley
breaks any of those three rules, he is not a robot. Unfortunately, this procedure works in only
one direction. If he lives up to the rules, it proves nothing one way or the other."

Quinn raised polite eyebrows, "Wy not, doctor?"

"Because, if you stop to think of it, the three Rules of Robotics are the essenti al
guiding principles of a good nany of the world' s ethical systems. O course, every hunman being is
supposed to have the instinct of self-preservation. That's Rule Three to a robot. Al so every
‘good' human being, with a social conscience and a sense of responsibility, is supposed to defer
to proper authority; to listen to his doctor, his boss, his governnment, his psychiatrist, his
fellow man; to obey laws, to followrules, to conformto custom- even when they interfere with
his confort or his safety. That's Rule Two to a robot. Also, every 'good" human being is supposed
to love others as hinself, protect his fellow man, risk his life to save another. That's Rule One
to a robot. To put it sinply - if Byerley follows all the Rules of Robotics, he may be a robot,
and nmay sinply be a very good nan."

"But," said Quinn, "you're telling ne that you can never prove hima robot."

"I may be able to prove himnot a robot"

"That's not the proof | want."
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"You'll have such proof as exists. You are the only one responsible for your own wants."

Here Lanning's mind | eaped suddenly to the sting of an idea, "Has it occurred to anyone,"
he ground out, "that district attorney is a rather strange occupation for a robot? The prosecution
of human beings - sentencing themto death - bringing about their infinite harm"

Qui nn grew suddenly keen, "No, you can't get out of it that way. Being district attorney
doesn't make hi m human. Don't you know his record? Don't you know that he boasts that he has never
prosecuted an innocent man; that there are scores of people left untried because the evidence
against themdidn't satisfy him even though he could probably have argued a jury into atom zing
t hen? That happens to be so."

Tanning's thin cheeks quivered, "No, Quinn, no. There is nothing in the Rules of Robotics
that makes any all owance for human guilt. A robot may not judge whether a human bei ng deserves
death. It is not for himto decide. He nay not harma human-variety skunk, or variety angel."

Susan Calvin sounded tired. "Alfred," she said, "don't talk foolishly. Wat if a robot
came upon a nmadnan about to set fire to a house with people in it He would stop the nadnan
woul dn't he?"

"Of course.”

"And if the only way he could stop himwas to kill him"

There was a faint sound in Lanning's throat. Nothing nore.

"The answer to that, Alfred, is that he would do his best not to kill him If the madnman
di ed, the robot would require psychot herapy because he might easily go mad at the conflict
presented hi m-of having broken Rule One to adhere to Rule One in a higher sense. But a man woul d
be dead and a robot would have killed him"

"Well, is Byerley mad?" demanded Lanning, with all the sarcasm he coul d nuster

"No, but he has killed no man hinmself. He has exposed facts which might represent a
particul ar human being to be dangerous to the |arge nass of other hunman beings we call society. He
protects the greater nunber and thus adheres to Rule One at naxi num potential. That is as far as
he goes. It is the judge who then condemms the crinminal to death or inprisonnent, after the jury
decides on his guilt or innocence. It is the jailer who inprisons him the executioner who kills
him And M. Byerley has done nothing but determne truth and aid society.

"As a matter of fact, M. Qinn, | have |ooked into M. Byerley's career since you first
brought this nmatter to our attention. |I find that he has never demanded the death sentence in his
cl osi ng speeches to the jury. | also find that he has spoken on behalf of the abolition of capita
puni shment and contributed generously to research institutions engaged in crimna
neur ophysi ol ogy. He apparently believes in the cure, rather than the punishnent of crinme. | find
that significant."

"You do?" Qinn smiled. "Significant of a certain odor of roboticity, perhaps?”

"Perhaps. Wiy deny it? Actions such as his could cone only froma robot, or froma very
honor abl e and decent human bei ng. But you see, you just can't differentiate between a robot and
the very best of humans."”

Qui nn sat back in his chair. H's voice quivered with inpatience. "Dr. Lanning, it's
perfectly possible to create a humanoid robot that would perfectly duplicate a human in
appearance, isn't it?"

Lanni ng harrunphed and considered, "It's been done experinmentally by U S. Robots," he
said reluctantly, "without the addition of a positronic brain, of course. By using human ova and
hor mone control, one can grow human flesh and skin over a skeleton of porous silicone plastics
that woul d defy external exam nation. The eyes, the hair, the skin would
be really human, not humanoid. And if you put a positronic brain, and such other gadgets as you
m ght desire inside, you have a hunmanoi d robot."

Quinn said shortly, "How long would it take to nake one?"

Lanni ng considered, "If you had all your equipnment - the brain, the skeleton, the ovum
t he proper hornones and radiations - say, two nmonths."

The politician straightened out of his chair. "Then we shall see what the insides of M.
Byerley ook like. It will nmean publicity for U S. Robots - but | gave you your chance.”

Lanning turned inpatiently to Susan Cal vin, when they were al one. "Wiy do you insist-"

And with real feeling, she responded sharply and instantly, "Wich do you want - the truth
or my resignation? | won't lie for you. U S. Robots can take care of itself. Don't turn coward."

"What,", said Lanning, "if he opens up Byerley, and wheels and gears fall out what then?"

"He won't open Byerley," said Calvin, disdainfully. "Byerley is as clever as Qinn, at the
very |l east”
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The news broke upon the city a week before Byerley was to have been nom nated. But "broke"
is the wong word. It staggered upon the city, shanbled, craw ed. Laughter began, and wit was
free. And as the far off hand of Quinn tightened its pressure in easy stages, the laughter grew
forced, an elenent of hollow uncertainty entered, and people broke off to wonder.

The convention itself had the sir of a restive stallion. There had been no contest
pl anned. Only Byerley coul d possibly have been nonmi nated a week earlier. There was no substitute
even now. They had to nom nate him but there was conpl ete confusion about it.

It would not have been so bad if the average individual were not torn between the enormty
of the charge, if true, and its sensational folly, if false

The day after Byerley was nom nated perfunctorily, hollowmy - a newspaper finally
published the gist of a long intervieww th Dr. Susan Calvin, "world fanobus expert on
r obopsychol ogy and positronics."

What broke | oose is popularly and succinctly described as hell

It was what the Fundanentalists were waiting for. They were not a political party; they
made pretense to no formal religion. Essentially they were those who had not adapted thensel ves to
what had once been called the Atomic Age, in the days when atons were a novelty. Actually, they
were the Sinple-Lifers, hungering after a life, which to those who lived it had probably appeared
not so Sinple, and who had been, therefore, Sinple-Lifers thenselves.

The Fundanentalists required no new reason to detest robots and robot manufacturers; but a
new reason such as the Quinn accusation and the Calvin analysis was sufficient to nake such
detestati on audi bl e.

The huge plants of the U S. Robot & Mechanical Men Corporation was a hive that spawned
armed guards. It prepared for war.

Wthin the city the house of Stephen Byerley bristled with police.

The political canpaign, of course, lost all other issues, and resenbled a canpaign only in
that it was sonething filling the hiatus between noni nation and el ection.

St ephen Byerley did not allow the fussy little man to distract him He remai ned
confortably unperturbed by the uniforns in the background. Qutside the house, past the |ine of
gri mguards, reporters and photographers waited according to the tradition of the caste. One
enterprising 'visor station even had a scanner focused on the blank entrance to the prosecutor's
unpretentious hone, while a synthetically excited announcer filled in with inflated commentary.

The fussy little man advanced. He held forward a rich, conplicated sheet. "This, M.
Byerley, is a court order authorizing ne to search these prem ses for the presence of illegal..
uh... mechani cal nen or robots of any description.™

Byerley half rose, and took the paper. He glanced at it indifferently, and sniled as he
handed it back. "All in order. Go ahead. Do your job. Ms. Hoppen" - to his housekeeper, who
appeared reluctantly fromthe next room- "please go with them and help out if you can."”

The little man, whose name was Harroway, hesitated, produced an unmi stakable blush, failed
completely to catch Byerley's eyes, and nuttered, "Come on," to the two policenen.

He was back in ten m nutes.

"Thr ough?" questioned Byerley, in just the tone of a person who is not particularly
interested in the question, or its answer.

Harroway cleared his throat, made a bad start in falsetto, and began again, angrily, "Look
here, M. Byerley, our special instructions were to search the house very thoroughly."

"And haven't you?"

"W were told exactly what to look for."

"Yes?"

“I'n short, M. Byerley, and not to put too fine a point onit, we were told to search
you. "

"Me?" said the prosecutor with a broadening smle. "And how do you intend to do that?"

"W have a Penet-radiation unit-"

"Then I'mto have ny X-ray photograph taken, hey? You have the authority?"

"You saw ny warrant."

"May | see it again?"

Harroway, his forehead shining with considerably nmore than nmere ent husi asm passed it over
a second tine.

Byerley said evenly, "I read here as the description of what you are to search; | quote:
"the dwel ling place belonging to Stephen Allen Byerley, located at 355 WIIlow Grove, Evanstron
together, with any garage, storehouse or other structures or buildings thereto appertaining,
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together with all grounds thereto appertaining'... um.. and so on. Quite in order. But, ny good
man, it doesn't say anything about searching nmy interior. I amnot part of the prem ses. You nay
search ny clothes if you think I've got a robot hidden in ny pocket."

Harroway had no doubt on the point of to whomhe owed his job. He did not propose to be
backward, given a chance to earn a nuch better - i.e., nore highly paid-job

He said, in a faint echo of bluster, "Look here. I'mallowed to search the furniture in
your house, and anything else | find init. You are init, aren't you?"

"A remarkabl e observation. | amin it. But I'"'mnot a piece of furniture. As a citizen of
adult responsiblity - | have the psychiatric certificate proving that - | have certain rights
under the Regional Articles. Searching ne would cone under the heading of violating ny Ri ght of
Privacy. That paper isn't sufficient."

"Sure, but if you're a robot, you don't have Right of Privacy."

"True enough but that paper still isn't sufficient. It recognizes me inplicitly as a human
being. "

"Where?" Harroway snatched at it.

"Where it says 'the dwelling place belonging to' and so on. A robot cannot own property.
And you may tell your enployer, M. Harroway, that if he tries to issue a sinmlar paper which does
not inplicitly recognize me as a human being, he will be inmediately faced with a restraining
injunction and a civil suit which will nmake it necessary for himto prove ne a robot by neans of
i nformati on now in his possession, or else to pay a whopping penalty for an attenpt to deprive ne
unduly of ny Rights under the Regional Articles. You'll tell himthat, won't you?"

Harroway marched to the door. He turned. . "You're a slick lawer-" H's hand was in his
pocket. For a short noment, he stood there. Then he left, smled in the direction of the 'visor
scanner, still playing away-waved to the reporters, and shouted, "We' Il have sonething for you

tonorrow, boys. No ki dding."

In his ground car, he settled back, renmoved the tiny nechani smfrom his pocket and
carefully inspected it. It was the first tinme he had ever taken a photograph by X-ray reflection
He hoped he had done it correctly.

Qui nn and Byerl ey had never net face-to-face alone. But visorphone was pretty close to it.
In fact, accepted literally, perhaps the phrase was accurate, even if to each, the other were
merely the light and dark pattern of a bank of photocells.

It was Quinn who had initiated the call. It was Quinn, who spoke first, and wi thout
particul ar cerenmony, "Thought you would like to know, Byerley, that | intend to make public the
fact that you're wearing a protective shield agai nst Penet-radiation."”

"That so? In that case, you've probably already made it public. | have a notion our

enterprising press representatives have been tapping ny various comunication lines for quite a
while. | know they have ny office lines full of holes; which is why |I've dug in at ny hone these
| ast weeks." Byerley was friendly, alnost chatty.

Quinn's lips tightened slightly, "This call is shielded - thoroughly. I"'mmaking it at a
certain personal risk."

"So | should i magi ne. Nobody knows you're behind this canpaign. At |east, nobody knows it
officially. Nobody doesn't know it unofficially. | wouldn't worry. So | wear a
protective shield? | suppose you found that out when your puppy dog's Penet-radiation photograph
the other day, turned out to be overexposed."

"You realize, Byerley, that it would be pretty obvious to everyone that you don't dare
face X-ray anal ysis."

"Also that you, or your nen, attenpted illegal invasion of nmy Rights of Privacy."

"The devil they'll care for that."

"They might. It's rather synbolic of our two canpaigns isn't it? You have little concern

with the rights of the individual citizen. | have great concern. | will not submit to X-ray
anal ysis, because | wish to maintain ny Rights on principle. Just as I'll maintain the rights of
ot hers when el ected. "

"That will, no doubt nake a very interesting speech, but no one will believe you. Alittle

too high-sounding to be true. Another thing," a sudden, crisp change, "the personnel in your hone
was not conplete the other night."

"I n what way?"

"According to the report,"” he shuffled papers before himthat were just within the range
of vision of the visiplate, "there was one person mssing - a cripple.”

"As you say," said Byerley, tonelessly, "a cripple. My old teacher, who lives with ne and
who is nowin the country - and has been for two nonths. A "nuch-needed rest' is the usua
expression applied in the case. He has your perm ssion?"
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"Your teacher? A scientist of sorts?"

"A lawer once - before he was a cripple. He has a governnent |icense as a research
bi ophysicist, with a | aboratory of his own, and a conpl ete description of the work he's doing
filed with the proper authorities, to whom | can refer you. The work is mnor, but is a harnless
and engagi ng hobby for a - poor cripple. | ambeing as hel pful as | can, you see."

"l see. And what does this... teacher... know about robot manufacture?"

"l couldn't judge the extent of his know edge in a field with which | am unacquai nted."

"He woul dn't have access to positronic brains?"

"Ask your friends at U S. Robots. They'd be the ones to know. "

"Il put it shortly, Byerley. Your crippled teacher is the real Stephen Byerley. You are
his robot creation. W can prove it. It was he who was in the autonobile accident, not you. There
will be ways of checking the records.”

"Real ly? Do so, then. My best wishes."

"And we can search your so-called teacher's 'country place,' and see what we can find
there.”

"Well, not quite, Quinn." Byerley smled broadly. "Unfortunately for you, ny so-called
teacher is a sick man. His country place is his place of rest. H's Right of Privacy as a citizen
of adult responsibility is naturally even stronger, under the circunstances. You won't be able to
obtain a warrant to enter his grounds w thout showi ng just cause. However, |'d be the last to
prevent you fromtrying."

There was a pause of npderate |length, and then Quinn | eaned forward, so that his inmaged-
face expanded and the fine lines on his forehead were visible, "Byerley, why do you carry on? You
can't be elected.”

"Can't 1?"

"Do you think you can? Do you suppose that your failure to make any attenpt to disprove
the robot charge - when you could easily, by breaking one of the Three Laws - does anythi ng but
convi nce the people that you are a robot?"

"All | see so far is that frombeing a rather vaguely known, but still largely obscure
metropolitan | awer, | have now beconme a world figure. You're a good publicist.”

"But you are a robot."

"So it's been said, but not proven."

"I't's been proven sufficiently for the electorate."

"Then rel ax you've won."

"Good-by," said Quinn, with his first touch of viciousness, and the visorphone slamed
of f.

"CGood- by, " said Byerley inperturbably, to the blank plate.

Byerl ey brought his "teacher" back the week before election. The air car dropped quickly
in an obscure part of the city.

"You'll stay here till after election," Byerley told him "It would be better to have you
out of the way if things take a bad turn."

The hoarse voice that twi sted painfully out of John's crooked nmouth night have had accents
of concern in it. "There's danger of viol ence?"

"The Fundamentalists threaten it, so | suppose there is, in a theoretical sense. But |
really don't expect it. The Fundi es have no real power. They're just the continuous irritant

factor that might stir up ariot after a while. You don't mind staying here? Please. | won't be
myself if | have to worry about you."

"Ch, I'lIl stay. You still think it will go well?"

"I"'msure of it. No one bothered you at the place?"

"No one. |I'mcertain.”

"And your part went well?"

"Well enough. There'll be no trouble there."

"Then take care of yourself, and watch the televisor tonorrow, John." Byerley pressed the
gharl ed hand that rested on his.

Lenton's forehead was a furrowed study in suspense. He had the conpletely unenviable job
of being Byerley's canpai gn manager in a canpaign that wasn't a canpaign, for a person that
refused to reveal his strategy, and refused to accept his manager's.

"You can't!" It was his favorite phrase. It had become his only phrase. "I tell you
Steve, you can't!"”

He threw hinself in front of the prosecutor, who was spending his tine |eafing through the
typed pages of his speech.
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"Put that down, Steve. Look, that nob has been organi zed by the Fundies. You won't get a
hearing. You'll be stoned nore likely. Wiy do you have to nmake a speech before an audi ence? Wat's
wrong with a recording, a visual recording?"

"You want ne to win the election, don't you?" asked Byerley, mldly.

"Wn the election! You're not going to win, Steve. I'mtrying to save your life."

“Ch, I'mnot in danger."

"He's not in danger. He's not in danger." Lenton nade a queer, rasping sound in his
throat. "You nmean you're getting out on that balcony in front of fifty thousand crazy crackpots
and try to talk sense to them- on a balcony |Iike a nedieval dictator?”

Byerley consulted his watch. "In about five nmnutes - as soon as the televison lines are

free. "
Lenton's answering remark was not quite transliterable.

The crowd filled a roped off area of the city. Trees and houses seenmed to grow out of a
mass- human foundation. And by ultra-wave, the rest of the world watched. It was a purely |oca
election, but it had a world audience just the sanme. Byerley thought of that and snil ed.

But there was nothing to smle at in the crowd itself. There were banners and streaners,
ringi ng every possi ble change on his supposed robotcy. The hostile attitude rose thickly and
tangi bly into the atnosphere.

Fromthe start the speech was not successful. It conpeted against the inchoate nob how
and the rhythmc cries of the Fundie claques that fornmed nob-islands within the nob. Byerl ey spoke
on, slowy, unenotionally-

I nside, Lenton clutched his hair and groaned - and waited for the bl ood.

There was a withing in the front ranks. An angular citizen with popping eyes, and clothes
too short for the lank length of his Iinbs, was pulling to the fore. A policeman dived after him
maki ng sl ow, struggling passage. Byerley waved the latter off, angrily.

The thin man was directly under the bal cony. H s words tore unheard agai nst the roar

Byerley | eaned forward. "Wat do you say? If you have a legitimte question, I'll answer
it.” He turned to a flanking guard. "Bring that man up here."

There was a tensing in the crowmd. Cries of "Quiet" started in various parts of the nob,
and rose to a bedlam then toned down raggedly. The thin man, red-faced and panting, faced
Byer| ey.

Byerl ey said, "Have you a question?"

The thin man stared, and said in a cracked voice, "Ht ne!"

Wth sudden energy, he thrust out his chin at an angle. "Hit me! You say you're not a
robot. Prove it. You can't hit a human, you nonster."

There was a queer, flat, dead silence. Byerley's voice punctured it. "I have no reason to
hit you."

The thin man was |aughing wildly. "You can't hit me. You won't hit ne. You re not a human.
You're a nonster, a nmake-believe man."

And Stephen Byerley, tight-1lipped, in the face of thousands who watched in person and the
m | 1ions who watched by screen, drew back his fist and caught the man crackingly upon the chin.
The chal | enger went over backwards in sudden collapse, with nothing on his face but blank, blank
surpri se.

Byerley said, "I'msorry. Take himin and see that he's confortable. | want to speak to
hi m when |' m t hrough."

And when Dr. Calvin, fromher reserved space, turned her autonobile and drove off, only
one reporter had recovered sufficiently fromthe shock to race after her, and shout an unheard
questi on.

Susan Calvin called over her shoul der, "He's human."

That was enough. The reporter raced away in his own direction

The rest of the speech m ght be described as "Spoken but not heard."

Dr. Calvin and Stephen Byerley net once again - a week before he took the oath of office
as mayor. It was |ate-past mdnight.
Dr. Calvin said, "You don't look tired."

The mayor-elect smled. "I may stay up for a while. Don't tell Quinn."
"I shan't. But that was an interesting story of Quinn's, since you nention him It's a
shame to have spoiled it. | suppose you knew his theory?"

"Parts of it."
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"I't was highly dramatic. Stephen Byerley was a young | awer, a powerful speaker, a great
idealist - and with a certain flair for biophysics. Are you interested in robotics, M. Byerley?"

"Only in the | egal aspects.™

"This Stephen Byerley was. But there was an accident. Byerley's w fe died; he hinself,
worse. His |l egs were gone; his face was gone; his voice was gone. Part of his mnd was bent. He
woul d not submit to plastic surgery. He retired fromthe world, |egal career gone - only his
intelligence, and his hands. |left. Somehow he could obtain positronic brains, even a conplex one,
one which had the greatest capacity of form ng judgnents in ethical problenms - which is the
hi ghest robotic function so far devel oped.

"He grew a body about it. Trained it to be everything he woul d have been and was no
|l onger. He sent it out into the world as Stephen Byerley, renaining behind hinself as the old,
crippled teacher that no one ever saw"

"Unfortunately," said the mayor-elect, "I ruined all that by hitting a nan. The papers say
it was your official verdict on the occasion that I was human."

"How did that happen? Do you nmind telling nme? It couldn't have been accidental."

"I't wasn't entirely. Qinn did nost of the work. My nmen started quietly spreading the fact
that | had never hit a man; that | was unable to hit a man; that to fail to do so under
provocati on would be sure proof that | was a robot. So | arranged for a silly speech in public,
with all sorts of publicity overtones, and al nost inevitably, sonme fool fell for it. Inits
essence, it was what | call a shyster trick. One in which the artificial atnmosphere which has been
created does all the work. OF course, the enotional effects made ny el ection certain, as
i ntended. "

The robopsychol ogi st nodded. "I see you intrude on ny field - as every politician nust,
suppose. But |I'mvery sorry it turned out this way. | like robots. | like them considerably better
than | do human beings. |If a robot can be created capable of being a civil executive, | think he'd

make t he best one possible. By the Laws of Robotics, he'd be incapable of harm ng humans,

i ncapabl e of tyranny, of corruption, of stupidity, of prejudice. And after he had served a decent
term he would | eave, even though he were immortal, because it would be inpossible for himto hurt
humans by letting them know that a robot had ruled them It would be nobst ideal."

"Except that a robot might fail due to the inherent inadequacies of his brain. The
positronic brain has never equalled the conplexities of the human brain."

"He woul d have advi sers. Not even a human brain is capable of governing w thout
assi stance. "

Byerl ey considered Susan Calvin with grave interest. "Wiy do you smile, Dr. Calvin?"

"I smle because M. Qinn didn't think of everything."

“You nmean there could be nore to that story of his."

"Only a little. For the three nonths before election, this Stephen Byerley that M. Quinn
spoke about, this broken man, was in the country for some mysterious reason. He returned in tinme
for that fanmous speech of yours. And after all, what the old cripple did once, he could do a
second tine, particularly where the second job is very sinple in conparison to the first."

"I don't quite understand."

Dr. Calvin rose and smoot hed her dress. She was obviously ready to | eave. "I nean there is
one time when a robot may strike a human being w thout breaking the First Law. Just one tine."

"And when is that?"

Dr. Calvin was at the door. She said quietly, "Wen the human to be struck is merely
anot her robot."

She snil ed broadly, her thin face glowi ng. "Good-by M. Byerley. | hope to vote for you
five years fromnow - for co-ordinator."

St ephen Byerl ey chuckled. "I nust reply that that is a sonewhat farfetched idea."”

The door cl osed behind her.

| stared at her with a sort of horror, "Is that true?"

"All of it," she said.

"And the great Byerley was sinply a robot."

"Ch, there's no way of ever finding out. | think he was. But when he decided to die, he
had hi nmsel f atom zed, so that there will never be any |egal proof. Besides, what difference would
it make?"

"Well-"

"You share a prejudi ce agai nst robots which is quite unreasoning. He was a very good
Mayor; five years later he did become Regional Co-ordinator. And when the Regions of Earth forned
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their Federation in 2044, he becanme the first Wirld Co-ordinator. By that time it was the Machi nes
that were running the world anyway."

"Yes, but-"

"No buts! The Machines are robots, and they are running the world. It was five years ago
that | found out all the truth. It was 2052; Byerley was conpleting his second termas Wrld Co-
ordi nator-"

The Evitable Conflict

THE CO ORDI NATOR, IN HI'S PRI VATE STUDY, HAD that nedieval curiosity, a fireplace. To be
sure, the nedieval man m ght not have recognized it as such, since it had no functiona
significance. The quiet, licking flame lay in an insulated recess behind clear quartz.

The logs were ignited at long distance through a trifling diversion of the energy beam
that fed the public buildings of the city. The sane button that controlled the ignition first
dunped the ashes of the previous fire, and allowed for the entrance of fresh wood. -It was a
thoroughly donesticated fireplace, you see.

But the fire itself was real. It was wired for sound, so that you could hear the crackle
and, of course, you could watch it leap in the air streamthat fed it.

The Co-ordinator's ruddy glass reflected, in miniature, the discreet ganboling of the
flame, and, in even further mniature, it was reflected in each of his brooding pupils.

And in the frosty pupils of his guest, Dr. Susan Calvin of U S. Robots & Mechanical Men
Cor por ati on.

The Co-ordinator said, "I did not ask you here entirely for social purposes, Susan."

"I did not think you did, Stephen," she replied.

"-And yet | don't quite know how to phrase ny problem On the one hand, it can be nothing
at all. On the other, it can nean the end of hunmanity."

"I have cone across so many probl ens, Stephen, that presented the sane alternative. |
think all problenms do."

"Real | y? Then judge this- Wrld Steel reports an overproduction of twenty thousand | ong
tons. The Mexi can Canal is two nonths behind schedul e. The nmercury nines at Al naden have
experienced a production deficiency since |ast spring, while the Hydroponics plant at Tientsin has
been |l aying nmen off. These itens happen to cone to nind at the nonent. There is nore of the sane
sort."

"Are these things serious? |I'mnot econom st enough to trace the fearful consequences of
such things."

"I'n thensel ves, they are not serious. Mning experts can be sent to Al nmaden, if the
situation were to get worse. Hydroponics engineers can be used in Java or in Ceylon, if there are

too many at Tientsin. Twenty thousand |ong tons of steel won't fill nore than a few days of world
demand, and the opening of the Mexican Canal two nonths later than the planned date is of little
monent. It's the Machines that worry nme; |'ve spoken to your Director of Research about them

al ready. "

"To Vincent Silver? -He hasn't nentioned anything about it to me."

"I asked himto speak to no one. Apparently, he hasn't."

"And what did he tell you?"

"Let me put that itemin its proper place. | want to talk about the Machines first. And |
want to talk about themto you, because you're the only one in the world who understands robots
wel | enough to help me now. -May | grow phil osophical ?"

"For this evening, Stephen, you nmay tal k how you pl ease and of what you pl ease, provided
you tell ne first what you intend to prove."

"That such small|l unbal ances in the perfection of our systemof supply and demand, as
have nentioned, nay be the first step towards the final war."

"Hnp. Proceed."

Susan Calvin did not allow herself to relax, despite the designed confort of the chair she
sat in. Her cold, thin-lipped face and her flat, even voice were becomnmi ng accentuated with the
years. And al though Stephen Byerl ey was one man she could like and trust, she was al nbst seventy
and the cultivated habits of alifetine are not easily broken.

"Every period of human devel opnment, Susan," said the Co-ordinator, "has had its own
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particular type of human conflict - its own variety of problemthat, apparently, could be settled
only by force. And each tine, frustratingly enough, force never really settled the problem
Instead, it persisted through a series of conflicts, then vanished of itself, -what's the
expression,- ah, yes 'not with a bang, but a whinper,' as the econom ¢ and social environment
changed. And then, new problens, and a new series of wars. -Apparently endlessly cyclic.

"Consider relatively nodern tinmes. There were the series of dynastic wars in the sixteenth
to eighteenth centuries, when the nost inportant question in Europe was whether the houses of
Hapsburg or Val oi s-Bourbon were to rule the continent. It was one of those 'inevitable conflicts,'
since Europe coul d obviously not exist half one and half the other

"Except that it did, and no war ever wi ped out the one and established the other, unti
the rise of a new social atnosphere in France in 1789 tunbled first the Bourbons and, eventually,
t he Hapsburgs down the dusty chute to history's incinerator

"And in those sanme centuries there were the nore barbarous religious wars, which revol ved
about the inportant question of whether Europe was to be Catholic or Protestant. Half and half she
could not be. It was '"inevitable' that the sword decide. -Except that it didn't. In England, a new
i ndustrialismwas growi ng, and on the continent, a new nationalism Half and hal f Europe remains
to this day and no one cares much.

"I'n the nineteenth and twentieth centuries, there was a cycle of nationalist-inperialist
wars, when the nost inportant question in the world was which portions of Europe would control the
economni ¢ resources and consum ng capacity of which portions of non-Europe. Al non-Europe
obviously could not exist part English and part French and part German and so on. -Until the
forces of nationalismspread sufficiently, so that non-Europe ended what all the wars could not,
and decided it could exist quite confortably all non European.

"And so we have a pattern-"

"Yes. Stephen, you nake it plain,"” said Susan Calvin. "These are not very profound
observations."

"No. -But then, it is the obvious which is so difficult to see nost of the tine. People
say 'It's as plain as the nose on your face.' But how nuch of the nose on your face can you see,
unl ess someone holds a mrror up to you? In the twentieth century, Susan, we started a new cycle
of wars - what shall | call thenf? |Ideol ogical wars? The enptions of religion applied to economnc
systens, rather than to extra-natural ones? Again the wars were 'inevitable' and this tinme there
wer e atom c weapons, so that mankind could no longer live through its tornment to the inevitable
wasting away of inevitability. -And positronic robots cane.

"They cane in tine, and, with it and alongside it, interplanetary travel. -So that it no
| onger seened so inportant whether the world was Adam Smith or Karl Marx. Neither nade very much
sense under the new circunstances. Both had to adapt and they ended in al nost the sanme place."

"A deus ex mmchina, then, in a double sense,"” said Dr. Calvin, dryly.

The Co-ordinator sniled gently, "I have never heard you pun before, Susan, but you are
correct. And yet there was another danger. The ending of every other problem had nerely given
birth to another. Qur new world wi de robot econony nmay develop its own problens, and for that
reason we have the Machines. The Earth's econony is stable, and will remain stable, because it is
based upon the decisions of cal culating machi nes that have the good of hunmanity at heart through
the overwhel ning force of the First Law of Robotics."

St ephen Byerl ey continued, "And al though the Machines are nothing but the vastest
congl onmeration of calculating circuits ever invented, they are still robots within the neani ng of
the First Law, and so our Earth wi de econony is in accord with the best interests of Man. The
popul ati on of Earth knows that there will be no unenpl oyment, no over-production or shortages.
Waste and fam ne are words in history books. And so the question of ownership of the nmeans of
producti on becones obsol escent. Woever owned them (if such a phrase has neaning), a nan, a group
a nation, or all mankind, they could be utilized only as the Machi nes directed. -Not because nen
were forced to but because it was the w sest course and nmen knew it.

"It puts an end to war - not only to the last cycle of wars, but to the next and to all of
them Unless-"

A | ong pause, and Dr. Calvin encouraged himby repetition. "Unl ess-"

The fire crouched and skittered along a | og, then popped up

"Unl ess," said the Co-ordinator, "the Machines don't fulfill their function."

"I see. And that is where those trifling maladjustnments conme in which you nmentioned awhil e
ago - steel, hydroponics and so on."

"Exactly. Those errors should not be. Dr. Silver tells nme they cannot be."

"Does he deny the facts? How unusual!"

"No, he admts the facts, of course. | do himan injustice. What he denies is that any
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error in the machine is responsible for the so-called (his phrase) errors in the answers. He
clains that the Machines are self correcting and that it would violate the fundanental |aws of
nature for an error to exist in the circuits of relays. And so | said -"

"And you said, 'Have your boys check them and nake sure, anyway.'"

"Susan, you read ny mnd. It was what | said, and he said he couldn't."

"Too busy?"

"No, he said that no human coul d. He was frank about it He told nme, and | hope
understand him properly, that the Machines are a gigantic extrapolation. Thus- A team of
mat hemat i ci ans work several years calculating a positronic brain equipped to do certain simlar

acts of calculation. Using this brain they nmake further calculations to create a still nore
conplicated brain, which they use again to nake one still nore conplicated and so on. According to
Silver, what we call the Machines are the result of ten such steps.”

"Ye-es, that sounds famliar. Fortunately, |I'mnot a nmathenatician. Poor Vincent. He is a
young nman. The Directors before him Alfred Lanning and Peter Bogert, are dead, and they had no
such problens. Nor had |I. Perhaps roboticists as a whole should now di e, since we can no | onger

under stand our own creations."

"Apparently not. The Machi nes are not super-brains in Sunday suppl enment sense, -although
they are so pictured in the Sunday supplenents. It is nerely that in their own particular province
of collecting and analyzing a nearly infinite nunber of data and rel ationships thereof, in nearly
infinitesimal tine, they have progressed beyond the possibility of detailed human control

"And then | tried sonething else. | actually asked the Machine. In the strictest secrecy,
we fed it the original data involved in the steel decision, its own answer, and the actua
devel opnents since, -the overproduction, that is,- and asked for an expl anation of the
di screpancy.”

"Good, and what was its answer?"

"I can quote you that word for word: 'The nmatter admits of no explanation.' "

"“"And how did Vincent interpret that?"

"In two ways. Either we had not given the Machi ne enough data to allow a definite answer,
which was unlikely. Dr. Silver admitted that. -O else, it was inpossible for the Machine to admt
that it could give any answer to data which inplied that it could harma human bei ng. This,
naturally, is inplied by the First Law. And then Dr. Silver reconmended that | see you."

Susan Calvin | ooked very tired, "lI'mold, Stephen. When Peter Bogert died, they wanted to
make ne Director of Research and | refused. | wasn't young then, either, and | did not wi sh the
responsibility. They let young Silver have it and that satisfied ne; but what good is it, if I am
dragged into such nesses.

"Stephen, let me state ny position. My researches do indeed involve the interpretation of
robot behavior in the Iight of the Three Laws of Robotics. Here, now, we have these incredible
cal cul ati ng machi nes. They are positronic robots and therefore obey the Laws of Robotics. But they
| ack personality; that is, their functions are extrenely linmted. Miust be, since they are so
speci al i zed. Therefore, there is very little roomfor the interplay of the Laws, and ny one nethod
of attack is virtually useless. In short, | don't know that | can help you, Stephen.”

The Co-ordinator |aughed shortly, "Nevertheless, let nme tell you the rest. Let nme give you
my theories, and perhaps you will then be able to tell nme whether they are possible in the |ight
of robopsychol ogy. "

"By all means. Go ahead."

"Well, since the Machines are giving the wong answers, then, assuming that they cannot be
in error, there is only one possibility. They are being given the wong data! In other words, the
trouble is human, and not robotic. So | took ny recent planetary inspection tour-"

"From whi ch you have just returned to New York."

"Yes. It was necessary, you see, since there are four Mchines, one handling each of the
Pl anetary Regions. And all four are yielding inperfect results.”

"Ch, but that follows, Stephen. If any one of the Machines is inperfect, that wll
automatically reflect in the result of the other three, since each of the others will assune as
part of the data on which they base their own decisions, the perfection of the inperfect fourth.
Wth a fal se assunption, they will yield fal se answers."

"Uh-huh. So it seened to ne. Now, | have here the records of nmy interviews with each of
t he Regi onal Vice-Coordinators. Wuld you | ook through themwi th me? -Ch, and first, have you
heard of the "Society for Humanity'?"

"Umm vyes. They are an outgrowth of the Fundamentalists who have kept U S. Robots from
ever enpl oying positronic robots on the grounds of unfair |abor competition and so on. The
"Society for Humanity' itself is anti-Machine, is it not?"
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"Yes, yes, but- Well, you will see. Shall we begin? W'll start with the Eastern Region."
"As you say-"

The Eastern Region
a- Area: 7,500,000 square niles
b- Popul ati on: 1, 700, 000, 000
c- Capital: Shangha

Ching Hso-lin's great-grandfather had been killed in the Japanese invasion of the old
Chi nese Republic, and there had been no one beside his dutiful children to nourn his |oss or even
to know he was lost. Ching Hso-lin's grandfather had survived the civil war of the late forties,
but there had been no one beside his dutiful children to know or care of that.

And yet Ching Hso-lin was a Regional Vice-Co-ordinator, with the econonic welfare of half
the people of Earth in his care.

Perhaps it was with the thought of all that in mnd, that Ching had two maps as the only
ornanents on the wall of his office. One was an old hand-drawn affair tracing out an acre or two
of land, and marked with the now out noded pictographs of old China. Alittle creek trickled aslant
the faded markings and there were the delicate pictorial indications of lowy huts, in one of
whi ch Ching's grandfather had been born

The other map was a huge one, sharply delineated, with all markings in neat Cyrillic
characters. The red boundary that marked the Eastern Region swept within its grand confines al
that had once been China, India, Burma, |ndo-China, and Indonesia. On it, within the old province
of Szechuan, so light and gentle that none could see it, was the little mark placed there by Ching
whi ch indicated the |ocation of his ancestral farm

Chi ng stood before these maps as he spoke to Stephen Byerley in precise English, "No one
knows better than you, M. Co-ordinator, that ny job, to a large extent, is a sinecure. It carries
with it a certain social standing, and | represent a convenient focal point for adm nistration,
but otherwise it is the Machine! -The Machi ne does all the work. What did you think, for instance,
of the Tientsin Hydroponics works?"

"Tremendous! " said Byerl ey.

"It is but one of dozens, and not the l|argest. Shanghai, Calcutta, Batavia, Bangkok- They
are widely spread and they are the answer to feeding the billion and three quarters of the East."

"And yet," said Byerley, "you have an unenploynment problemthere at Tientsin. Can you be
over-producing? It is incongruous to think of Asia as suffering fromtoo nuch food."

Ching's dark eyes crinkled at the edges. "No. It has not conme to that yet. It is true that
over the last few nonths, several vats at Tientsin have been shut down, but it is nothing serious.
The men have been rel eased only tenporarily and those who do not care to work in other fields have
been shipped to Col onbo in Ceylon, where a new plant is being put into operation."

"But why should the vats be cl osed down?"

Ching smled gently, "You do not know nuch of hydroponics, | see. Wll, that is not
surprising. You are a Northerner, and there soil farmng is still profitable. It is fashionable in
the North to think of hydroponics, when it is thought of at all, as a device of growing turnips in
a chenical solution, and so it is - in an infinitely conplicated way.

“In the first place, by far the largest crop we deal with (and the percentage is grow ng)
is yeast. We have upward of two thousand strains of yeast in production and new strains are added
nmont hly. The basic food-chenicals of the various yeasts are nitrates and phosphates anobng the
i norgani cs together with proper ampunts of the trace netals needed, down to the fractional parts
per mllion of boron and nol ybdenum which are required. The organic nmatter is nostly sugar
nm xtures derived fromthe hydrolysis of cellulose, but, in addition, there are various food
factors whi ch nust be added.

"For a successful hydroponics industry - one which can feed seventeen hundred mllion
people - we nust engage in an i mense reforestation programthroughout the East; we nust have huge
wood- conversion plants to deal with our southern jungles; we nust have power, and steel, and
chemical synthetics above all."

"Why the last, sir?"

"Because, M. Byerley, these strains of yeast have each their peculiar properties. W have
devel oped, as | said, two thousand strains. The beef steak you thought you ate today was yeast.
The frozen fruit confection you had for dessert was iced yeast. W have filtered yeast juice with
the taste, appearance, and all the food value of nmilk.

"It is flavor, nore than anything el se, you see, that nakes yeast feeding popular and for
the sake of flavor we have devel oped artificial, domesticated strains that can no | onger support
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thenmsel ves on a basic diet of salts and sugar. One needs biotin; another needs pteroylglutanic
acid; still others need seventeen different am no acids supplied themas well as all the Vitan ns
B, but one (and yet it is popular and we cannot, with econom c sense, abandon it)-"

Byerley stirred in his seat, "To what purpose do you tell me all this?"

"You asked nme, sir, why nen are out of work in Tientsin. | have a little nore to explain.
It is not only that we nust have these various and varying foods for our yeast; but there remnains
the conplicating factor of popular fads with passing time; and of the possibility of the
devel opnent of new strains with the new requirenments and new popularity. Al this nust be
foreseen, and the Machine does the job-'

"But not perfectly.”

"Not very inperfectly, in view of the conplications | have nentioned. Wll, then, a few
thousand workers in Tientsin are tenporarily out of a job. But, consider this, the amount of waste
in this past year (waste that is, in terms of either defective supply or defective denmand) anounts
to not one-tenth of one percent of our total productive turnover. | consider that-"

"Yet in the first years of the Machine, the figure was nearer onethousandth of one
percent."

"“Ah, but in the decade since the Machi ne began its operations in real earnest, we have
made use of it to increase our old pre-Machine yeast industry twenty-fold. You expect
i nperfections to increase with conplications, though-"

"Though?"

"There was the curious instance of Rana Vrasayana."

"What happened to hinP"

"Vrasayana was in charge of a brine-evaporation plant for the production of iodine, with
whi ch yeast can do without, but hunman beings not. Hi s plant was forced into receivership."

"Real ly? And through what agency?"

"Conpetition, believe it or not. In general, one of the chiefest functions of the
Machi ne's analyses is to indicate the nost efficient distribution of our producing units. It is
obviously faulty to have areas insufficiently serviced, so that the transportati on costs account
for too great a percentage of the overhead. Sinmilarly, it is faulty to have an area too well
serviced, so that factories nust be run at | owered capacities, or else conpete harnfully with one
another. In the case of Vrasayana, another plant was established in the same city, and with a nore
efficient extracting system"

"The Machine pernmitted it?"

"Ch, certainly. That is not surprising. The new systemis becom ng w despread. The
surprise is that the Machine failed to warn Vrasayana to renovate or conbine. -Still, no matter.
Vrasayana accepted a job as engineer in the new plant, and if his responsibility and pay are now
| ess, he is not actually suffering. The workers found enpl oynent easily; the old plant has been
converted to - something or other. Sonething useful. W left it all to the Machine."

"And ot herwi se you have no conplaints."

"None! "

The Tropi c Region

a-Area: 22,000,000 square nmiles
b- Popul ati on: 500, 000, 000
c-Capital: Capital Cty

The map in Lincoln Ngoma's office was far fromthe nodel of neat precision of the one in
Chi ng' s Shanghai domi ni on. The boundaries of Ngoma's Tropic Region were stencilled in dark, wide
brown and swept about a gorgeous interior labelled "jungle" and "desert" and "here be El ephants
and all Manner of Strange Beasts."

It had much to sweep, for in land area the Tropi c Regi on encl osed nost of two continents:
all of South America north of Argentina and all of Africa south of the Atlas. It included North
Anerica south of the RRo Gande as well, and even Arabia and Iran in Asia. It was the reverse of
the Eastern Region. Were the ant hives of the Orient crowded half of humanity into 15 per cent of
the land mass, the Tropics stretched its 15 per cent of Humanity over nearly half of all the I and
in the world.

But it was growing. It was the one Regi on whose popul ation increase through inmigration
exceeded that through births. -And for all who cane it had use.

To Ngonmm, Stephen Byerley seened |ike one of these inmmigrants, a pale searcher for the
creative work of carving a harsh environment into the softness necessary for man, and he felt sone
of that automatic contenpt of the strong man born to the strong Tropics for the unfortunate
pal | ards of the col der suns.
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The Tropics had the newest capital city on Earth, and it was called sinply that: "Capita
Cty," in the subline confidence of youth. It spread brightly over the fertile uplands of Nigeria
and outside Ngona's wi ndows, far below, was life and color; the bright, bright sun and the quick
drenchi ng showers. Even the squawki ng of the rai nbowed birds was brisk and the stars were hard
pi npoints in the sharp night.

Ngoma | aughed. He was a big, dark man, strong faced and handsorne.

"Sure," he said, and his English was colloquial and mouthfilling, "the Mexican Canal is
overdue. What the hell? It will get finished just the sane, old boy."

"It was doing well up to the last half year."

Ngoma | ooked at Byerley and slowy crunched his teeth over the end of a big cigar

spitting out one end and lighting the other, "Is this an official investigation, Byerley? Wuat's
goi ng on?"

"Not hing. Nothing at all. It's just my function as Coordi nator to be curious."

"Well, if it's just that you are filling in a dull nonment, the truth is that we're al ways
short on labor. There's lots going on in the Tropics. The Canal is only one of them"”

"But doesn't your Machine predict the anmount of |abor available for the Canal, -allow ng
for all the conpeting projects?"

Ngoma pl aced one hand behind his neck and bl ew snoke rings at the ceiling, "It was a
little off."

"Is it often alittle of f?"

"Not oftener than you woul d expect. -We don't expect too nuch of it, Byerley. W feed it
data. W take its results. W do what it says. -But it's just a conveni ence; just a | abor-saving
device. W could do without it, if we had to. Maybe not as well. Maybe not as quickly. But we'd
get there.

"We've got confidence out here, Byerley, and that's the secret. Confidence! W' ve got new
land that's been waiting for us for thousands of years, while the rest of the world was being
ripped apart in the lousy funblings of pre-atomic tine. W don't have to eat yeast like the
Eastern boys, and we don't have to worry about the stale dregs of the last century like you
Nor t her ner s.

"We've wi ped out the tsetse fly and the Anophel es nobsquito, and people find they can live
in the sun and like it, now W've thinned down the jungles and found soil; we've watered the
deserts and found gardens. We've got coal and oil in untouched fields, and mnerals out of count.

"Just step back. That's all we ask the rest of the world to do. -Step back, and Il et us
wor k. "

Byerley said, prosaically, "But the Canal, - it was on schedul e six nonths ago. Wat
happened?"

Ngoma spread his hands, "Labor troubles." He felt through a pile of papers skeltered about
his desk and gave it up

"Had sonething on the matter here," he nmuttered, "but never mnd. There was a work
shortage sonewhere in Mexico once on the question of wonen. There weren't enough wonmen in the
nei ghborhood. It seened no one had thought of feeding sexual data to the Machine."

He stopped to | augh, delightedly, then sobered, "Wait a while. |I think I've got it. -
Villafranca!"

"Vill afranca?"

"Francisco Villafranca. -He was the engineer in charge. Now let nme straighten it out.
Sonet hi ng happened and there was a cave-in. Right. Right. That was it. Nobody died, as | renenber,
but it made a hell of a nmess. -Quite a scandal .”

" Oh?"

"There was sone nistake in his calculations. -O at |east, the Machine said so. They fed
through Villafranca's data, assunptions, and so on. The stuff he had started with. The answers
came out differently. It seems the answers Villafranca had used didn't take account of the effect
of a heavy rainfall on the contours of the cut. -Or something like that. |I'mnot an engi neer, you
under st and.

"Anyway, Villafranca put up a devil of a squawk. He clai ned the Machine's answer had been
different the first tinme. That he had followed the Machine faithfully. Then he quit! We offered to
hold himon - reasonabl e doubt, previous work satisfactory, and all that - in a subordinate
position, of course - had to do that nmuch - nistakes can't go unnoticed - bad for discipline-
Where was | ?"

"You offered to hold himon."

"Ch yes. He refused. -Well, take all in all, we're two nonths behind. Hell, that's
not hi ng. "
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Byerl ey stretched out his hand and let the fingers tap lightly on the desk, "Villafranca
bl amed the Machi ne, did he?"

"Well, he wasn't going to blane hinself, was he? Let's face it; human nature is an old
friend of ours. Besides, | renmenber sonething else now Wiy the hell can't | find docunents when |
want them? My filing systemisn't worth a dam- This Villafranca was a nenber of one of your
Nort hern organi zations. Mexico is too close to the North! that's part of the trouble."

"Whi ch organi zation are you speaki ng of ?

"The Society of Humanity, they call it. He used to attend the annual conference in New
York, Villafranca did. Bunch of crackpots, but harm ess. -They don't |ike the Machines; claim
they're destroying human initiative. So naturally Villafranca woul d bl ane the Machi ne. -Don't
understand that group nyself. Does Capital City look as if the human race were runni ng out of
initiative?"

And Capital City stretched out in golden glory under a golden sun,-the newest and youngest
creation of Hono metropolis.

The European Regi on

a- Area: 4,000,000 square miles
b- Popul ati on: 300, 000, 000
c-Capital: Ceneva

The European Region was an anomaly in several ways. In area, it was far the smallest; not
one fifth the size of the Tropic Region in area, and not one fifth the size of the Eastern Region
in popul ation. Ceographically, it was only somewhat simlar to pre-Atomc Europe, since it
excl uded what had once been European Russia and what had once been the British Isles, while it
i ncluded the Mediterranean coasts of Africa and Asia, and, in a queer junp across the Atlantic,
Argentina, Chile, and Uruguay as well.

Nor was it likely to inprove its relative status vis-a-vis the other regions of Earth,
except for what vigor the South Anerican provinces lent it. O all the Regions, it alone showed a
positive popul ati on decline over the past half century. It alone had not seriously expanded its
productive facilities, or offered anything radically new to human cul ture.

"Europe," said Madanme Szegeczowska, in her soft French, "is essentially an econonic
appendage of the Northern Region. W know it, and it doesn't matter."

And as though in resigned acceptance of a lack of individuality, there was no nap of
Europe on the wall of the Madane Co-ordinator's office.

"And yet," pointed out Byerley, "you have a Machi ne of your own, and you are certainly
under no econom c pressure from across the ocean.”

"“A Machi ne! Bah!" She shrugged her delicate shoulders, and allowed a thin smle to cross
her little face as she tanped out a cigarette with long fingers. "Europe is a sleepy place. And
such of our men as do not nmanage to enmigrate to the Tropics are tired and sleepy along with it.
You see for yourself that it is nyself, a poor woman, to whomfalls the task of being Vice-Co-
ordinator. Well, fortunately, it is not a difficult job, and not nuch is expected of ne.

"As for the Machine- Wat can it say but 'Do this and it will be best for you.' But what
is best for us? Wiy, to be an econom ¢ appendage of the Northern Region

"And is it so terrible? No wars! We live in peace - and it is pleasant after seven
t housand years of war. We are old, nonsieur. In our borders, we have the regions where Cccidenta
civilization was cradl ed. W have Egypt and Mesopotamia; Crete and Syria; Asia Mnor and G eece. -
But old age is not necessarily an unhappy tine. It can be a fruition-"

"Perhaps you are right," said Byerley, affably. "At least the tenpo of life is not as
intense as in the other Regions. It is a pleasant atnosphere.”

"I's it not? -Tea is being brought, nonsieur. If you will indicate your cream and sugar
preference, please. Thank you

She sipped gently, then continued, "It is pleasant. The rest of Earth is welcome to the
continuing struggle. | find a parallel here; a very interesting one. There was a tinme when Rone

was master of the world. It had adopted the culture and civilization of Geece; a Geece which had
never been united, which had ruined itself with war, and which was ending in a state of decadent
squal or. Rone united it, brought it peace and let it live a life of secure non-glory. It occupied
itself with its philosophies and its art, far fromthe clash of growmh and war. It was a sort of
death, but it was restful, and it lasted with m nor breaks for some four hundred years."

"And yet," said Byerley, "Rone fell eventually, and the opium dream was over."

"There are no | onger barbarians to overthrow civilization."

"W can be our own barbarians. Madane Szegeczowska. -Ch, | neant to ask you. The Al naden
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mercury mines have fallen off quite badly in production. Surely the ores are not declining nore
rapi dly than antici pated?"

The little woman's gray eyes fastened shrewdly on Byerley, "Barbarians - the fall of
civilization - possible failure of the Machine. Your thought processes are very transparent,
nonsi eur . "

"Are they?" Byerley sniled. "I see that | should have had men to deal with as hitherto. -
You consider the Al naden affair to be the fault of the Machine?"

"Not at all, but | think you do. You, yourself, are a native of the Northern Region. The
Central Co-ordination Ofice is at New York. -And | have noticed for quite a while that you
Nort herners | ack somewhat of faith in the Machine."

"We do?"

"There is your "“Society for Humanity' which is strong in the North, but naturally fails to
find many recruits in tired, old Europe, which is quite willing to et feeble Humanity alone for a
while. Surely, you are one of the confident North and not one of the cynical old continent."

"This has a connection with A maden?"

"Ch, yes, | think so. The mines are in the control of Consolidated C nnabar, which is
certainly a Northern conpany, with headquarters at Ni kolaev. Personally, | wonder if the Board of
Directors have been consulting the Machine at all. They said they had in our conference | ast
mont h, and, of course, we have no evidence that they did not, but I wouldn't take the word of a
Northerner in this matter - no offense intended - under any circunstances. -Neverthel ess, | think
it wll have a fortunate ending."

"In what way, ny dear madan®"

"You nust understand that the econonic irregularities of the last few nonths, which
al t hough snmall as conpared with the great stornms of the past, are quite disturbing to our peace-
drenched spirits, have caused consi derable restiveness in the Spanish province. | understand that
Consol i dated Cinnabar is selling out to a group of native Spaniards. It is consoling. If we are
econom ¢ vassals of the North, it is humiliating to have the fact advertised too blatantly. -And
our people can be better trusted to foll ow the Machine.™

"Then you think there will be no nore trouble?"

"I amsure there will not be- In Al nmaden, at |east."

The Northern Region
a- Area: 18,000, 000 square miles
b- Popul ati on: 800, 000, 000
c--Capital: Otawa

The Northern Region, in nmore ways than one, was at the top. This was exenplified quite
well by the map in the Otawa office of Vice-Co-ordinator H ram Mackenzie, in which the North Pole
was centered. Except for the enclave of Europe with its Scandi navi an and |cel andi c regions, al
the Arctic area was within the Northern Region.

Roughly, it could be divided into two najor areas. To the left on the map was all of North
Anerica above the Rio Gande. To the right was included all of what had once been the Sovi et
Uni on. Toget her these areas represented the centered power of the planet in the first years of the
Atom c Age. Between the two was Great Britain, a tongue of the Region licking at Europe. Up at the
top of the map, distorted into odd, huge shapes, were Australia and New Zeal and, al so nenber
provi nces of the Region.

Not all the changes of the past decades had yet altered the fact that the North was the
econoni c ruler of the planet.

There was al nbst an ostentatious synbolismthereof in the fact that of the official
Regi onal maps Byerl ey had seen, Mackenzie's al one showed all the Earth, as though the North feared
no conpetition and needed no favoritismto point up its pre-em nence.

"I mpossi bl e,” said Mackenzie, dourly, over the whiskey. "M. Byerley, you have had no

training as a robot technician, | believe."
“"No, | have not."
"Hhp. Well, it is, in my opinion, a sad thing that Ching, Ngoma and Szegeczowska haven't

either. There is too preva lent an opinion anong the peoples of Earth that a Co-ordi nator need
only be a capabl e organi zer, a broad generalizer, and an am abl e person. These days he shoul d know
his robotics as well, no offense intended."

"None taken. | agree with you."

"I take it, for instance, fromwhat you have said already, that you worry about the recent
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trifling dislocation in world econonmy. | don't know what you suspect, but it has happened in the
past that people - who should have known better - wondered what woul d happen if false data were
fed into the Machine."

"And what woul d happen, M. Mackenzie?"

"Well," the Scotsnman shifted his weight and sighed, "all collected data goes through a
conpl i cated screening system which invol ves both hunman and nechani cal checking, so that the
problemis not likely to arise. -But let us ignore that. Humans are fallible, also corruptible,
and ordi nary mechani cal devices are liable to nmechanical failure

"The real point of the matter is that what we call a "wong datum is one which is
inconsistent with all other known data. It is our only criterion of right and wong. It is the
Machine's as well. Order it for instance, to direct agricultural activity on the basis of an
average July tenperature in lowa of 57 degrees Fahrenheit. It won't accept that. It will not give
an answer. -Not that it has any prejudice against that particular tenperature, or that an answer
i s inmpossible; but because, in the light of all the other data fed it over a period of years, it
knows that the probability of an average July tenperature of 57 is virtually nil. It rejects that
dat um

"The only way a "wong datum can be forced on the Machine is to include it as part of a
sel f-consi stent whole, all of which is subtly wong in a manner either too delicate for the
Machi ne to detect or outside the Machine's experience. The forner is beyond human capacity, and
the latter is alnost so, and is becom ng nore nearly so as the Machine's experience increases by
the second.”

St ephen Byerl ey placed two fingers to the bridge of his nose, "Then the Machi ne cannot be
tanpered with- And how do you account for recent errors, then?"

"My dear Byerley, | see that you instinctively follow that great error - that the Mchine
knows all. Let me cite you a case from nmy personal experience. The cotton industry engages
experi enced buyers who purchase cotton. Their procedure is to pull a tuft of cotton out of a
random bale of a lot. They will look at that tuft and feel it, tease it out, listen to the
crackling perhaps as they do so, touch it with their tongue,and through this procedure they wll
determ ne the class of cotton the bales represent. There are about a dozen such classes. As a
result of their decisions, purchases are nade at certain prices, blends are nade in certain
proportions. -Now these buyers cannot yet be replaced by the Machine."

"Why not? Surely the data involved is not too conplicated for it?"

"Probably not. But what data is this you refer to? No textile chem st knows exactly what
it is that the buyer tests when he feels a tuft of cotton. Presumably there's the average | ength
of the threads, their feel, the extent and nature of their slickness, the way they hang together
and so on. -Several dozen itens, subconsciously weighed, out of years of experience. But the
quantitative nature of these tests is not known; maybe even the very nature of sone of themis not
known. So we have nothing to feed the Machine. Nor can the buyers explain their own judgnent. They

can only say, “Well, look at it. Can't you tell it's class-such-and-such?" "
"I see."
"There are innunerable cases |like that. The Machine is only a tool after all, which can

hel p humanity progress faster by taking sonme of the burdens of calculations and interpretations
off its back. The task of the human brain remains what it has al ways been; that of discovering new
data to be anal yzed, and of devising new concepts to be tested. A pity the Society for Humanity
won't understand that."

"They are agai nst the Machi ne?"

"They woul d be agai nst mathenatics or against the art of witing if they had lived at the
appropriate tinme. These reactionaries of the Society claimthe Machi ne robs nan of his soul. |
noti ce that capable nmen are still at a premumin our society; we still need the man who is
intelligent enough to think of the proper questions to ask. Perhaps if we could find enough of
such, these dislocations you worry about, Coordinator, wouldn't occur."

Earth (I ncluding the uninhabited continent, Antarctica)
a- Area: 54,000,000 square mles (land surface)
b- Popul ati on: 3, 300, 000, 000
c-Capital: New York

The fire behind the quartz was weary now, and sputtered its reluctant way to death.

The Co-ordi nator was sonber, his nood matching the sinking flane.
"They all mnimze the state of affairs.” Hys voice was low. "Is it not easy to inmagi ne
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that they all laugh at ne? And yet Vincent Silver said the Machi nes cannot be out of order, and
nmust believe him Hiram Mackenzi e says they cannot be fed fal se data, and | nust believe him But
the Machi nes are goi ng wong, sonehow, and | rmrust believe that, too; and so there is still an

alternative left."

He gl anced si dewi se at Susan Calvin, who, with closed eyes, for a nonent seened asl eep

"What is that?" she asked, pronpt to her cue, neverthel ess.

"Why, that correct data is indeed given, and correct answers are indeed received, but that
they are then ignored. There is no way the Machi ne can enforce obedience to its dictates."

"Madane Szegeczowska hinted as nuch, with reference to Northerners in general, it seens to
me. "

"So she did."

"“And what purpose is served by di sobeying the Machi ne? Let's consider notivations."

“I't's obvious to nme, and should be to you. It is a matter of rocking the boat,
deliberately. There can be no serious conflicts on Earth, in which one group or another can seize
nmore power than it has for what it thinks is its own good despite the harmto Manki nd as a whol e,
while the Machines rule. If popular faith in the Machines can be destroyed to the point where they
are abandoned, it will be the law of the jungle again. -And not one of the four Regions can be
freed of the suspicion of wanting just that.

"The East has half of humanity within its borders, and the Tropics nore than half of
Earth's resources. Each can feel itself the natural rulers of all Earth, and each has a history of
humiliation by the North, for which it can be human enough to wi sh a sensel ess revenge. Europe has
a tradition of greatness, on the other hand. It once did rule the Earth, and there is nothing so
eternal ly adhesive as the nenory of power.

"Yet, in another way, it's hard to believe. Both the East and the Tropics are in a state
of enornous expansion within their own borders. Both are clinbing incredibly. They cannot have the
spare energy for mlitary adventures. And Europe can have nothing but its dreams. It is a cipher
mlitarily."

"So, Stephen," said Susan, "you |leave the North."

"Yes," said Byerley, energetically, "I do. The North is now the strongest, and has been
for nearly a century, or its conponent parts have been. But it is losing relatively, now. The
Tropi ¢ Regions may take their place in the forefront of civilization for the first time since the
Phar aohs, and there are Northerners who fear that.

""The 'Society for Humanity' is a Northern organization, primarily, you know, and they
meke no secret of not wanting the Machi nes. -Susan, they are few in nunbers, but it is an
associ ati on of powerful men. Heads of factories; directors of industries and agricultural conbines
who hate to be what they call 'the Machine's office-boy' belong to it. Men with anmbition belong to
it. Men who feel thensel ves strong enough to decide for thensel ves what is best for thensel ves,
and not just to be told what is best for others.

"I'n short, just those men who, by together refusing to accept the decisions of the
Machi ne, can, in a short tinme, turn the world topsy-turvy; just those belong to the Society.

"Susan, it hangs together. Five of the Directors of Wrld Steel are nenbers, and World
Steel suffers from overproduction. Consolidated C nnabar, which nmined nmercury at Al maden, was a
Nort hern concern. Its books are still being investigated, but one, at |east, of the men concerned
was a nenber. Francisco Villafranca, who, singlehanded, delayed the Mexican Canal for two nonths,
was a nenmber, we know already - and so was Rama Vrasayana, | was not at all surprised to find
out."

Susan said, quietly, "These nen, | night point out, have all done badly-"

"But naturally," interjected Byerley. "To disobey the Machine's analyses is to follow a
non-optimal path. Results are poorer than they might be. It's the price they pay. They will have
it rough now but in the confusion that will eventually follow"

"Just what do you plan doi ng, Stephen?"

"There is obviously no tine to lose. | amgoing to have the Society outl awed, every mnenber
renoved from any responsi ble post. And all executive and technical positions, henceforward, can be
filled only by applicants signing a non-Society oath. It will nmean a certain surrender of basic
civil liberties, but I am sure the Congress-"

“I't won't work!"

"What! - Why not ?"

"I wWill make a prediction. If you try any such thing, you will find yourself hanpered at
every turn. You will find it inpossible to carry out. You will find your every nove in that
direction will result in trouble."

Byerl ey was taken aback, "Wy do you say that? | was rather hoping for your approval in
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this matter."

"You can't have it as long as your actions are based on a false prem se. You adnit the
Machi ne can't be wong, and can't be fed wong data. | will now show you that it cannot be
di sobeyed, either, as you think is being done by the Society."

"That | don't see at all."

"Then listen. Every action by any executive which does not follow the exact directions of
the Machine he is working with becones part of the data for the next problem The Machine,
therefore, knows that the executive has a certain tendency to disobey. He can incorporate that
tendency into that data, -even quantitatively, that is, judging exactly how nuch and i n what
direction di sobedi ence would occur. Its next answers would be just sufficiently biased so that
after the executive concerned di sobeyed, he would have automatically corrected those answers to
optimal directions. The Machi ne knows, Stephen!"”

“"You can't be sure of all this. You are guessing."

"It is a guess based on a lifetine's experience with robots. You had better rely on such a
guess, Stephen.™

"But then what is |eft? The Machi nes thenselves are correct and the prenmi ses they work on
are correct. That we have agreed upon. Now you say that it cannot be di sobeyed. Then what is
wrong?"

"You have answered yourself. Nothing is wong! Think about the Mchines for a while,

St ephen. They are robots, and they follow the First Law. But the Machi nes work not for any single
human bei ng, but for all humanity, so that the First Law becones: 'No Machi ne may harm humanity;
or, through inaction, allow humanity to come to harm'

“"Very well, then, Stephen, what harns humanity? Econonic dislocations nost of all, from
what ever cause. Wuldn't you say so?"
"1 would."

"And what is nost likely in the future to cause econom c di sl ocations? Answer that,
St ephen. ™

"I should say,"” replied Byerley, unwillingly, "the destruction of the Machines."

"And so should | say, and so should the Machi nes say. Their first care, therefore, is to
preserve thensel ves, for us. And so they are quietly taking care of the only elements left that
threaten them It is not the 'Society for Humanity' which is shaking the boat so that the Machines
may be destroyed. You have been | ooking at the reverse of the picture. Say rather that the Machine
i s shaking the boat very slightly - just enough to shake | oose those few which cling to the side
for purposes the Machi nes consider harnful to Humanity.

"So Vrasayana | oses his factory and gets another job where he can do no harm- he is not
badly hurt, he is not rendered incapable of earning a living, for the Machi ne cannot harm a human
being nore than nmininally, and that only to save a greater number. Consolidated C nnabar | oses
control at Alnmaden. Villafranca is no longer a civil engineer in charge of an inmportant project.
And the directors of Wrld Steel are losing their grip on the industry -or will."

"But you don't really know all this,"” insisted Byerley, distractedly."How can we possibly
take a chance on your being right?"

"You nust. Do you renenber the Machine's own statenent when you presented the problemto
hin? It was: 'The matter adnits of no explanation.' The Machine did not say there was no
expl anation, or that it could deternmine no explanation. It sinply was not going to adnit any
expl anation. In other words, it would be harnful to humanity to have the expl anati on known, and
that's why we can only guess - and keep on guessing."

"But how can the explanation do us harn? Assunme that you are right, Susan."

"Why, Stephen, if | amright, it nmeans that the Machine is conducting our future for us
not only sinply in direct answer to our direct questions, but in general answer to the world
situation and to human psychol ogy as a whole. And to know that may nake us unhappy and may hurt
our pride. The Machi ne cannot, must not, make us unhappy.

" St ephen, how do we know what the ultimte good of Hunmanity will entail? W haven't at our
di sposal the infinite factors that the Machine has at its! Perhaps, to give you a not unfaniliar
exanpl e, our entire technical civilization has created nore unhappi ness and nisery than it has
removed. Perhaps an agrarian or pastoral civilization, with less culture and | ess people woul d be
better. If so, the Machines nust nove in that direction, preferably without telling us, since in
our ignorant prejudices we only know that what we are used to, is good - and we would then fight
change. Or perhaps a conplete urbanization, or a conpletely caste-ridden society, or conplete
anarchy, is the answer. W don't know. Only the Machi nes know, and they are going there and taking
us with them"

"But you are telling ne, Susan, that the 'Society for Humanity' is right; and that Mankind
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has lost its own say inits future."

"It never had any, really. It was always at the nmercy of econom ¢ and soci ol ogi cal forces
it did not understand - at the whins of climte, and the fortunes of war. Now the Machi nes
understand them and no one can stop them since the Machines will deal with themas they are

dealing with the Society, - having, as they do, the greatest of weapons at their disposal, the
absol ute control of our econony."
"How horrible!"

"Per haps how wonderful! Think, that for all tine, all conflicts are finally evitable. Only
the Machi nes, from now on, are inevitable!"

And the fire behind the quartz went out and only a curl of snoke was left to indicate its
pl ace.

"And that is all,” said Dr. Calvin, rising. "I saw it fromthe begi nning, when the poor
robots couldn't speak, to the end, when they stand between manki nd and destruction. | will see no
more. My life is over. You will see what cones next."

| never saw Susan Calvin again. She died last nonth at the age of eighty-two.
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