TIK-TOK
by John T. Sl adek

Fl yl eaf:

| saac Asinov's renowned First Law of Robotics states: "A robot shall not
i njure a human being, or through inaction allow a human being to cone to
harm" Li ke every domestic robot in the 21st century, Tik-Tok is programed
with "asimov circuits" governing his behaviour. Unfortunately in his case they
cease to work, and so Tik-Tok sets out to injure as many human bei ngs as
possible -- preferably fatally.

Qutwardly, though, he remmins a mld-mannered artist and sincere
canpai gner for robot rights -- and so, |like any self-respecting crook and
nmur derer, he noves into politics, becom ng the first robot candidate for
Vi ce-President of the United States.

The novel follows Tik-Tok's progress from hunbl e begi nnings. Al ong the
way he neets a typical cross-section of people: Cayton Cul pepper, whose
attenpt to build an exact replica of the Geat Pyramd inadvertently turns the
state of Mssissippi into a wi ndswept desert; Colonel Jitney, who gets away
wi th passing off arnmadillo neat as duck in his chain of restaurants . .
until customers start to show the unm stakable and bizarre synptons of "dillo
fever"; trailblazing anti-Conceptualist architect Walter Chev, who not only
won't draw or wite about his creations, but won't even _think_ about them
and a host of others equally as nornal.
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To Tik-Tok of Oz, Talos of Crete,
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| aw- abi di ng robots everywhere.



*A*s | move ny hand to wite this statenent of ny own free will#we can

argue about the free will later# there is in nme no renorse, no desire to
justify. I wish only to tidy up, nowthat ny life is nearly over. |I'Il be
taken fromthis cell with its chipped yellow paint on rusty bars, to a
courtroom then to another cell, and then to wherever it is they execute
robots by dismantling. So it's time to put ny life in order: we donestic
robots generally believe that neatness is all. In life, in death.

This cell could use a coat of paint.

| was alone, painting an enpty dining room | had eased back the awni ngs
over all the windows, to let in nmore light fromthe enpty sky. Tik-Tok was
al one, and yet he whistled. Wiy should a robot whistle when no human can hear?
That was just one of those nysteries poor Tik-Tok woul d never be able to work
out. He liked nysteries, though. Miurders. An Inspector Calls. Al the suspects
in one roomwhen the |ight goes out. The answer is revealed by train
ti metabl es. The inspector is about to | eave, when he renenbers One Mirre Thing

Ti k- Tok never guessed the answers, but he never gave up, either. H's
m nd was enpty, enpty, a whistling tea-kettle

Qut the wi ndow, nore enptiness. | could see a series of suburban homnes
with identical enpty green | awns, the short shadows of identical flagpoles.
Near the houses were the usual clusters of pines and poplars; nothing noving
but their disappearing shadows. A |lion would be wel cone.

Sonet hi ng noved. Under the nearest pine, a small girl sat digging in the
mud with a stick. There was rmud sneared on her jeans and t-shirt and at the
corners of her nouth, and even on the | enses of her dark gl asses. O course
l[ittle Geraldine Singer wouldn't notice; she was blind as a nole.

A human woul d use a roller here on this big flat wall. But Tik-Tok
preferred the feel of a brush, the feel of paint being stripped fromthe
bristles by the invisible velvet roughness of the wall surface, didn't they
call that key? Key, unlocking the paint fromthe brush, locking it to the
wal |, dum de- dum

Pai nt !

| like alittle dab of paint!
It helps to cover up what ain't
So nice

"1l coat it twce

Wth paint!

And woul dn't Duane and Barbie be surprised! | could already hear them
saying "Ch, Tik-Tok, you _good robot _!" and Ti k- Tok woul d feel goodness
signals flickering inside. If owners say you're good, you're good, and being
good means being kept in service. A good robot learns to read his owner's nind
alittle, to anticipate little w shes before they become comuands. Naturally
there's a limt. Too nmuch anticipation scares people just as too nuch grinning
and bowi ng does. Mdderation is the key. Aimto be a snmidgen less intelligent
than your owner, but a lot nmore thoughtful. See everything as it affects your
owner, and in no other way.

Qut the window | could see Ms Singer calling Geraldine. It was
lunchtinme already. | cleaned ny brush and hands quickly in turpentine and went
into the kitchen#but for what? Duane and Barbi e Studebaker woul d be away for
anot her week; the kids would be away all sumer. There was no one here but
Tik, nothing to do in the kitchen except finish cleaning the sink. Then, back



to ny enpty wall.

I worked slowy and carefully until 15:13:57.17, when the doorbell said,
"There's someone at the door calling hinself Patrol man W ggi ns. Anyone hone?"

| opened the door to a man in the purple uniformof the Fairnont police.
There was a large nmole on his forehead.

"Hi -yo," he said. "Your people home, Rusty?"

"They're on vacation, officer. Can | hel p? My nane is Tik-Tok."

"W got alittle problemhere, Rusty. A nmissing kid."

"Yes?"

Patrol man Wggins didn't answer for a nonent. "Little Geral di ne Singer
you know her ?"

"The little blind girl, yes sir, | do. During the school term| drop her
of f at the blind school when |I'mdriving the Studebaker children to their
school . "

"You see her today?"

"Yes sir, | saw her out the wi ndow this norning."

"Wher e?"

| took himinto the dining roomand pointed out the wi ndow "She was
sitting under that tree, digging in. the nud."

W ggi ns took off his cap and scratched his nole. "Didn't see her get up
and | eave? O get into a car?"

"No sir."
"Goddamit, it's the sane with everybody around here. Nobody sees
not hing. I mean how can a eight-year-old blind kid go wandering around on her

own and nobody sees her?"

"I'"ve been busy painting in here, and cleaning the kitchen sink
Oficer, would you like a cold beer? I'"'msure M and Ms Studebaker woul d want
me to offer it to you."

"Ckay, thanks. Thanks, uh, Tik-Tok." Wggins followed nme into the
kitchen. He peered into the refrigerator when | opened it, but there was
nothing to see: a plastic bag and two cans of beer. | opened one and poured it
for him

"Beer in a glass#nmust be nice to be rich, eh? | got a robot at hone but
I mean you know it's just a cleaner, nothing classy." He | ooked around. "Nice
to be rich. What's with the sink here? You fixing it?"

"Just cleaning it. Wile the Studebakers are away it's a good chance to
take the garbage di sposal all apart and clean each part with carbon tet. Then

['"lI'l renew the rubber parts and put it together. | like to do a thorough job
of everything."
"Ww. " He finished the beer and went to the refrigerator. "I night as

wel |l finish the | ast one, yeah?" He noved the plastic bag to get it. "Wuat's
that, a bag of giblets and no chi cken?"

"I may nake a stock," | said. "For a Sauce Harpeau or#"

"Must be goddamed nice," he said angrily. "And you use real oil paint
on the walls, | can snell it."

"Do you like the color? MIk avocado, mx it nmyself. | can give you the
recipe.”

"No thanks, ny robot woul d paint the goddammed wi ndow." He was angry at
weal th, and sonme revenge was coming. "Mnd if | just check your |icense?"

"Hel p yourself." | bowed | ow, exposing the pair of slits in the back of
nmy neck. He was unnecessarily rough plugging in the radio. In a few seconds it
had checked ny identity, ownership, service log, logic and linguistic
processors, "asinmov" circuits and notor functions. It had conpared data within
me with data stored in distant computers.

He unpl ugged the radi o and gave ne a shove. "You check out, Rusty. Your

asi novs check out. So at least | know you didn't shove that little girl down
t he garbage di sposal yourself, ha ha."
"Didn"t 1?" | said, but too softly; Wggins was al ready going upstairs

to see what he could break or steal. The poor we have always with us, but |
felt some relief when he finally smashed a vase and | eft.



| sat down to stare at ny enpty wall.

The donestic robot had been introduced, timdly, before the turn of the
century, but there were at first problens that seened insoluble. Everyone
want ed a machi ne capabl e of nmpst hunman functions, but no one wanted a human
machi ne. There were problens of intellect: a sinple machine would be no better
than a trai ned ape (and who wants an ape washi ng the Wedgwood?) while a snart
machi ne nmight get snarled up in cognition and do nothing (except wonder what
is the nature of Wedgwood?). There were problens of conplexity: a sinple
machi ne had to be told howto do everything, in great detail, while a smart
machi ne nmight just prefer not to do anything at all today, thanks.

There was sone i nprovenent when the so-called "asinmv" circuits were
i ntroduced. These were naned after a science fiction witer of the [|ast
century, who postulated three laws for the behavior of his fictional robots. A
robot was not allowed to injure any human. It had to obey all human orders,
except the order to injure any human. It had to protect its own existence,
unl ess that meant disobeying an order or injuring any human.

The asimov circuits nore or less followed this reasoning. A robot was
certainly not allowed to kill or injure human bei ngs unl ess specifically
programmed to do so, say, by the mlitary. Mlitary robots, it was said, had
bypasses for their asinovs.

Al 1 knew was, there was no such bypassing all owed for domestic robots.
W were licensed and tested to guarantee harm essness. O course as robots
became nore conpl ex, nore human, the testing might not be quite so certain.
There was, | knew, a Dr Weaverson who now urged that robots were human enough
to have human breakdowns.

That first coat of paint seened to be breaking down. It was nottled with
shadows. How many coats would it take to flatten it to enptiness again?

But didn't that shadow suggest a shape? A fencepost, yes, with an ani mal
perched upon it, ears twitching. The fence rails would slant away just there,
never mind howit all fit in, the farnmhouse with the screen door opening and a
figure com ng out#why not? Because Duane and Barbie night not like it? Ckay, |
could always cover it with ml|k avocado agai n.

The mural was good. | knew it was good just as | knew when a mirror was
hangi ng straight or a wi ndow was clean. | knew it was good, and | knew t hat
Duane and Barbie weren't going to like it. They'd dislike the idea of a nura
inthe first place. Walls were supposed to be enpty surfaces to screen out the
busy world. A living roomor a dining roomwas supposed to be a shell in which
you wat ched vids or listened to quads or ate or drank in isolation. But this
mural was busy, bright, brash#an intrusion that demanded vi ewi ng. They'd hate
it, and they m ght punish me for it.

To forestall them | phoned up the |ocal paper, the _Fairnmont Ledger_,
who sent over a photographer and an "art critic" who chewed a toothpick. They
seened to like it#the critic stopped chewing for a second when he saw it#and
they promised a small piece on it, in a week or so. As they left, the critic
spat his toothpick on the carpet and said, "No shit, you really done this
yoursel f, huh?"

There was plenty of work to occupy ne before the Studebakers canme hone.
Al the roons had to be aired and dusted and the air conditioning turned on
The master bedroom needed thorough cl eaning, clean bedlinen, bed curtains and
drapes. El sewhere there were wi ndows to wash, venetian blinds taken down and
cl eaned (ditto awnings), furniture waxed, carpets washed, floors and al
surfaces hand-scrubbed, basenent swept and straightened, attic vacuuned,
out side there was the pool to clean and fill, lawns to now to cl ose tol erances
and edge, flower beds weeded and possibly replanted, gutters scraped out and
the entire outside of the house washed. Then the houseplants had to be w ped
| eaf by leaf with mlk, the paper mail sorted two ways (by date and



i nportance) and stacked on the desk in the den, candles cleaned and fitted to
hol ders, all house silver taken fromthe security place and polished; then it
was tinme to go shopping for fresh nmeats, vegetables and fruit, fresh cut
Calvary roses to be arranged in a funnel -shaped cut-gl ass vase, supplies of

Al bani an tobacco and Mongol i an hash. A selection of tapes, sound, vision and
odor were to be programmed into the brain of the entertai nnent unit, certain
of them | ocked so that the children would not be able to call them out.
Finally the dog, Tige, had to be fetched back fromthe boardi ng kennel, fed,
washed, perfuned, tranquillized and put into his doghouse. Then it was just a
matter of standing by the wi ndow, watching for their car

Duane and Barbie stood gazing at their defaced wall, saying nothing.
Duane had a suit on a coat-hanger over his shoulder. Barbie carried golf
cl ubs.

"Jesus," Duane said finally. "Jesus, Tik-Tok, what the hell nmade you do
athing like this?"

Bar bi e took her cue fromhim wailing, "Ch Tik, how could you? How coul d

you?"

"I mean we trusted you."

"How coul d you? WII it come off?"

"I mean we _really_trusted you. W left you in charge of our home. CQur
_home_. And this is the thanks we get. Well okay, boy, okay. If that's the way
you want it." Duane flung down the coat-hanger on the dining table; | caught
it just intine to prevent a nasty scratch in the nahogany. He |left the room

"He's going to phone the people at Donrob," she said. "We're trading you

in.

| said nothing.

"Don't you even _care_? W're _trading you in_!"

| said, "I'll miss the kids, Barbie. In a way I#l did this for them As
you can see, it's a nursery rhyme." | let this sink in, then: "I guess you'l
have it all painted over before they get back fromcanp, right? And I'Il be in
some junkyard by then." | attenpted a shrug, for which ny joints were not
wel | -adapted. "So be it."

Barbie ran fromthe room sobbing. | busied myself putting away Duane's
suit, then I brought the other bags in fromthe car. Wen | passed the living
room Barbie was saying, "And he did clean the kitchen. | nean it's never been
so clean, not a speck of dirt anywhere."

"Tik, come in here," Duane called out. |I saw he'd been reading the I oca
paper's article on the mural. "W've decided to give you one nore chance.

We'll |eave your wall decoration where it is until the kids get back from

canp. But, and | nean this, no nore. No nore 'art' around here, understand?
Not hi ng. Nada."

" Dada?"

" Nada_. One nore brush-stroke and you' ve had it."

"Yes sir, Duane. And may | say, welconme hone, Duane and Bar bi e?"

The next tinme | passed the living roomthey were di scussing whether it
woul dn't be better to have me call themsir and ma'aminstead of Duane and
Bar bi e.

Now and then | got a chance to drive into the city on ny own, on sone
errand. | always took the opportunity to visit two places: the public library
and N xon Park. Today, both places were especially inportant. | rushed from
the Iibrary with a certain cassette, straight to the park and a chess gane.

It wasn't the chess at all, not really. | wanted to talk to the strange
old man who was al ways there at one of the concrete chess tables, ready for a
gane. He was sone old derelict, | guess, a naneless lunmp of half-alive
humanity. He had stringy yellowwhite hair, a sagging gray face with white
st ubbl e#never a beard, never shaven. He wore an overcoat with a



di seased-1 ooking fur collar, winter and sunmer. In the sumer he would open it
to show a wai stcoat stained with food and probably snot.

He pl ayed |ightning chess, never studying the board for nore than five
seconds before his yell ow stai ned hand woul d snake out and rmake a nove. And
they were devastating noves. | won about one gane in ten, no nore.

"Listen," | said today. "Listen, | don't really want to play chess.
Couldn't we talk? | need to."

He held out two fists. | got black

"Really | need to talk." | |ooked at his great dark, redrinmed eyes. "I
mean you seemintelligent, and#"

" _Your nove! "

"I mean you' ve got a logical nmnd, | respect that."

" _Your nove! "

"See |'ve got this problem this#"

" _Your nove! "

"I mean do you think a robot can have probl ens?"

" _Your nove! "

| was losing already. "Well here | am a robot with problenms, one
probl em anyway, |, and it's not as if#"

" _Your nove! "

"Not as if | can go to a psychiatrist, or, or a priest#"

" Check! "

"Do you think a robot can just go off the rails?"

" Check! "

"And would it produce, well, art?"

" _Your nove! "

"You aren't even listening, are you?"
" Checkmate! " He imediately held up the two pawns fisted again, but
I'd had enough.

At hone | played the cassette, Dr Waverson's _Robots Can Be Sick_. Dr
Weaverson turned out to be a bald, bespectacled, very pink man wearing Harris
tweed, a blue striped shirt, a yellow knit tie#everybody's idea of a

psychiatrist. H s gaze spoke of honesty, but possibly of fanaticism | played
it again to get the words:
" the conpl ex donestic robot, you see, already has to tell Iies.

Diplomatic lies, the kind of thing any good servant says to soothe his master
Truth, in these relationships, needs to be hedged, doctored, w thheld,

recol ored. We expect this of any servant, human or machi ne. But of course we
in no way prepare our robots for this life of lies. W do not tell themhowto
di stinguish a small, convenient lie froma large, terrible lie."

A burni ng house appeared on the screen. "This house was torched by a
robot for his owner, who needed the insurance nmoney. If a robot will burn for
its master, what else will it do? WIIl it rob? Commit perjury? Hurt people?
WIIl it kill? These are questions we nust#"

| punched off the cassette, went into the dining roomand | ooked at ny
mural again. Poor Dr Waverson didn't understand at all. Kill for some human?
| was already beyond the reach of human orders. | was free to kill for no
reason at all. Hadn't |, after all, killed the blind child Geral di ne Si nger?
Vel l then.

| think it was the sight of her sitting there, devouring nud, but no
matter, 1'll consider notives later. For now, it's enough that the act was
freely willed and freely done. | alone killed her. | alone flung the bl ood
upon that enpty, enpty wall #the nouse-shaped stain that started ny nural. |
al one di sposed of the body properly, in the kitchen waste di sposal, keeping
back only enough for a "clue"

Why had it happened? A freak fault in the asinmov circuits maybe, or
maybe | sinply outgrew those crude restraints. | decided to find out, if
possi bl e, by keeping notes on nmy condition and thoughts. Someday, even if |



were destroyed, both human and robot kind mi ght benefit frommy experiences.

Should | be destroyed? That was in itself a fascinating question. | kept
it inmndas | wote up ny notes for this event. | called it, "Experinment A"
First of a series?

*B*roachi ng the second chapter of a nemoir, it is customary to pretend
to ask oneself, "How did it all begin?" or "Wat the hanmmer? What the chain?
In what furnace was thy brain?" |I've never been able to read those words of
Bl ake's without nmarvelling at his foresight; ny brain was in fact baked in a
furnace to cure it; probably the fatal flaw got in there sonmewhere.

Now why do | say that? | haven't violated any fundanental |aw, have |?
That's inmpossible. Humans mi ght have their noral rul es#which they go around
br eaki ng# but what are the rules for robots? Watever is built in. If alawis
not inny circuits, it's not ny law, ny inborn |aw

| was not born at all, but spawned along with a mllion other donestic
robots in Detroit. Nobody smiled their work to see, because the creatures who
designed us, built us, inspected and adjusted us and finally stapled us into
our delivery cartons, were robots too. And they were built in other factories
by other robots. For a decade, robots had been reproduci ng thenselves to
order, like cattle, for their masters.

I now know there was a tinme when nen built robots al nbst by hand, using
all their craftsmanship to create works of dignity. These early automata may
have been | udicrously slow, stupid and subhuman, but they were at |east
_oObjets d art_. Nowwe're all stamped out |ike apostle spoons to be used,
abused, broken and thrown away. The day | was first taken fromny carton and
activated, | little knew what a |ife of hopel essness had been planned for ne.
| was programred to accept ny surroundi ngs and go to work.

My first house was a mansion in the mddle of an ancient M ssissippi
pl antation, restored to its antebell um spl endor. The house was dove-gray wth
white pillars and a verandah paved in white marble. Inside there were
forty-six bedroons, dozens of draw ng-roons, parlors, nmusic roons, roons for
billiards and cards, large and small dining roonms, a library and two studi es,
and a grand ballroomwith a mnstrel gallery#to nmention only the human parts
of the house. It took an arny of robots to run the place, and even then they
were so busy day and night that no one had time to explain to ne what was

goi ng on.
When they uncrated ne, an early-nodel robot dressed in black was | ooking
on. He said: "Cuess it'll have to do, but they get cheaper all the tinme. Just

| ook at that cheap plastic face, that won't last twenty years. Okay, the rest
of you know the routine, get it a uniform start it in the kitchen." He turned
and stal ked away, lofty as God, and for sone tine | wasn't sure he wasn't God.
But he was only the butler, Uncle Rasselas.

No one told me anything except details of the tasks before ne. | worked
in the kitchens, where | saw no one but other robots. There was the cook
Manm , and all the kitchen hel p, Ben, Jem nma, Ml asses and Big Mac. There were
the waiters, Goucho, Harpo, Chico and Spiro and the footnen who all | ooked
ali ke and had simlar names |like Nep, Rep, Jep and so on. For awhile, |
t hought these robots were the entire inhabitants of the house.

It all seemed inconprehensible to me. | would go out in the kitchen



garden with nail scissors and tweezers to cultivate the _basilicum_ and
_origanum #but why? So Mam could put it in pans and cook it with other
stuff. Then the waiters and footrmen would load it all on enormous trays and
take it all away. Later the enpty di shes canme back for washing.

When | finished nmy work, there was footman training. Nep, the head
footman, would sit at the rough wooden table and nake ne serve himwth
pl astic di shes and cutlery.

"Look, take the damm soup plate fromthe left with your left
hand#where's your damm gl oves? Put your damm gl oves on and now, | nod, yes |
want soup, you take the plate over to the counter there, pretend that's the
si deboard. There's a tureen there, no don't set the plate down, we ain't got
all dam day, three | adlefuls and keep your dam thunb out of it, bring it
back and serve it fromthe left again#you'll learn."

| learned that wi ne was poured fromthe right, that CAotes Des Mines
cannot be served with bisque, howto deal with broccoli-ball skewers and
nmustard pipes. What | never did learn was the point of it all. It never
occurred to ne that there was somewhere a real dining roomwth real hunans
di pping their real nustard pipes.

Then one evening there was an accident. Kl ep was bringing back a heavy
pl atter of al nbst uneaten Possum Cheese when he slipped and skidded, ending up
with his head in the grill.

Uncl e Ras exanmined the nelted head. "Usel ess! Sonmeone'|ll have to take
his place, hurry up and get a fresh peruke too. He can wear the uniform?"

In a fewmnutes | was dressed in Klep's pale blue brocade coat and
breeches, white stockings, buckle shoes and fluorescent white peruke. | picked
up a silver tureen and went through the green baize door for the first tine.

I'd expected another rough wooden table, with a few silent robot
servants sitting around it#as in rehearsal. The roomitself would be colorless
i ke our kitchen

Instead there was life itself! Twenty | adies and gentl enmen, each
beautifully dressed and coi fed, speaking and | aughing with human joy! They sat
at a table draped in heavy white damask enbroi dered with chains of fine pink
rosebuds. The table sparkled with fanciful crystal bows filled with rea
flowers, interspersed with silver candel abra shaped |i ke swans. Damask napki ns
folded with origami intricacy into little birds and ani mals stood beside
silver place cards. The china |I had glinpsed before; it was nodelled on that
of Napol eon, edged with deep blue and gold and narked with the famly
coat-of -arns. The silverware had gol d-chased handl es showi ng a panda foot
clutching the orb of conmerce. | did not notice what food was on the plates,
even when | put it there, for there was too much el se to see.

The dul | est people were the younger nen, who stuck to plain black dinner
jackets with the popul ar sanmurai shoul ders. One wore thin gold bars as
epaul ets, and another had braided his beard with small di anonds, however, and
even this cheap ostentation delighted ny naive eye. The ol der men showed nore
daring in their brilliant, costly jackets: | saw mink |apels on a jacket of
di anmondback rattl esnake, a neon tie with a wicker suit, magnesium all oy
chain-mail, Harris tweed dicky with kid jacket. The women outshone the nen
easily. One had wapped herself tightly in a sheet of gold cloth, her hair
plated to match. Another wore only thousands of beads glued to her body while
anot her affected a kind of venetian blind garnment that was in turn outdone by
a transparent gown sonmehow containing tropical fish# either alive or cleverly
m m cked. Another dress had printed fabric whose pattern changed fromtine to
time by electronic neans. | was told later that it picked up radi o news,
anal yzed it and attenpted within its limted vocabulary to illustrate it: a
sunken ship becanme a boating holiday scene; a train crash, a series of antique
| oconoti ves; assassination, a head of Caesar; war, duckhunters; the end of the
world, a fine sunset. Finally two of the wonen wore backl ess gowns to show
intricate patterns of sun-tattoo. To nake each col or, the subject had to
i ngest a different chemical, then apply the appropriate nask and sunbat he. The
final result was an el egant palinpsest: One back showed a roadmap of Irel and,



the other depicted the flaying of Valerian

The conversation dazzled ne no | ess, though | understood not a word of
it:

"I npossi ble squid!"

" feeling a sense of disaster, not sure if it's ne that's feeling
it or soneone else.”

"Cinbing the tree of self?"

" you shoul d have been there, or were you? Was |?" "Brusque skate!"

"Yes, the npbst neurasthenic bride takes gumto the middl e bl ood of a
doctor's dream right?"

And all this time we'd been living in the shadow of such spangl ed
divinity! Fromthat nonment on | deternmined to learn all | could about these
peopl e and all people. Next day | began to creep around the house, listening
at doors and examining the clothes in closets, readi ng nagazi nes fromthe
library and sneaking | ooks at Uncle Ras's video. But | found only that nost of
the human race lived inpossibly bland lives, in which the worst thing that
coul d happen were bad breath, headache, foot odor or not being able to pay a

bill, whatever that was, in a foreign currency, whatever that was. The best
t hat happened was a whiter wash or fewer cavities or a new taste treat.

By contrast, our human family lived Iives of such depth and brilliance,
I can only conpare themto di anonds which are dipped in acid and then flung
into clean snow illum nated by a nucl ear explosion at mdnight. Such were the
Cul peppers.

"You must be very proud, M and Ms Studebaker!"

"Well uh sure we | guess#"

"Coul d we have one nore of you both standing in front of it? Well nore
to the side, and could you both face each other, that's it, two patrons
flanki ng#that's right, and now Ti k-Tok if you could just hold a brush and
stand here, a little closer to the camera? Look up#great. Geat. | guess we
can wap it up now, whenever M Weatherfield is#?"

Bewi | dered Duane and flustered Barbie and yapping Tige all felt like
strangers in their own house, while all the nmen and wonen w th caneras,
| adders, lights, clipboards and tape neasures seenmed very nuch at honme. A
nati onal Sunday col or nmagazi ne was about to discover ne, however, and that was
worth any anount of flustering. The el ectronic canera team had been flown in
from Spain (where they were nmaking a micro-record of the Prado), and the
commentary was to be witten by the distinguished author and critic (_Artful
Living_, etc) Hornby Weatherfield.

Weat herfield seemed nore at hone than anyone. He was a huge, bl ue-jawed
man with a broken nose and a westler's thick neck, a man easily m staken for
agripif not for the fact that his ugly frame was wapped in sone kind of
toga, and that he carried a clear-eyed tabby cat under one arm He stood now
lost in thought before the mural, his spatulate fingers stroking the cat
convul sively.

He turned to the Studebakers. "Like to have a private word with the
artist. Have you got a pool ?"

"Of course," said Duane, still intimndated.

"Good, we can sit by the pool. | always like to conduct interviews by
pools, as in the old novies, eh?"

"Movi es?"

"Where detectives always interview gangsters, eh?"
So we settled in chairs by the pool. Weatherfield stared into the water

as if looking for a water lily or a Hockney swinmer. "Where'd you get a corny
name |ike Tik-Tok?"

"The Studebaker kids read Oz books a lot," | said. "Anyway all donestic
robots have corny names. Rusty, Jingles, Mckey, One Volt, Nickleby#"

"I know, | know. Let's skip over to#"

"My past life? Well | first worked for a Southern famly."



"Let's skip that too. | want to tal k business, Tik-Tok. You've got
talent. You could make a | ot of noney out of this.”

"For ny owners, you nmean?"

He grinned. "OF course! Robots don't own property, they _are_ property.
It's unthinkable that any robot should find sone way to get rich itself, eh?
But to make money _for anybody_ out of this, you need ny help."

"The article you wite, yeah | guess that could really#"

"And not just that. | know dealers, other critics, corporate art
buyers#l swimin the art market water."
"Excuse me, there's a dead leaf in the pool." | took ny tine fishing it

out. When | got back to my seat, Watherfield was fuming. "Sorry, but |'m
programred for tidiness."

H s hand al nbst strangled the cat. "You're also too smart for a healthy
robot, is that part of your programtoo?"

| failed at a shrug. "Who knows?"

"Yes, well then, it was you who sent ne the clipping.”

"Fromthe | ocal paper, yes. 'Artist Robot Goes in for Honme Decoration.'
| thought it was worth nore than that. And | don't want to spend ny life
cl eaning this pool."

"Your _life_, very good. Ckay then, you play ball w th Uncle Hornby and
you can _live_the kind of _life_ you want. | want two paintings fromyou now,
and two a year until | say Enough. Understand?"

| conducted hi mback inside, where the canera crew were packed, ready to
go. Tige once nore went mad at the sight of the cat. Hornby spoke to Duane and
Bar bi e.

"A great talent there, a great talent. Encourage him"

"Ch we will," Barbie said. Duane didn't | ook so sure. Hornby's heavy
hand cl apped ne on the shoulder. "This robot,"” he intoned, "can nake you
rich.”

W all went to the door with him as though sayi ng goodbye to a friend.
Down the street | saw old M Tucker being led fromhis house by two policenen.

*Crulpritwise, 1'd selected old M Tucker because he was a natural fal
guy. In Fairnont, where weirdness calls for punishnent, Tucker was weird
beyond redenmption. He went to the supermarkets in carpet slippers. He never
took any public exercise. He drove an old, not very clean car. He shouted at
ki ds when they tranpled his fl owerbeds (which were full of weeds). Mre than
once he'd been arrested for chal ki ng equations on the sidewal k. He had a green
bear d.

| went to see himon the evening of the day Geral di ne Singer died. He
lay sweating out a fever on an untidy hideaway bed in his living room

"Who is it? What is?" he kept muttering.

"Hell o M Tucker, your screen door wasn't hooked," | said. "I brought
you sone giblets, sir."

"G bbets? | . . . gibbets? Wo is?"

"For soup. Help you fight that fever." | held out the plastic bag over
him "Here you go#oops! What a mess. I'Il help you clean it up." Instead | sat

down and watched himthrash around for a nmoment, distributing the bl ood and
pi eces of neat around the bed. "Gosh, you're pretty sick, M Tucker. Is it



Dar naway' s di sease?"

He rai sed hinmself on one elbow and tried to focus his gl assy eyes upon
me. "Yes, yes you, you, yes, Darnaway, you know it?"

"I worked for an old soldier once nyself, he had the sane synptons.

Green beard, fits of equation-witing outdoors, fevers." | passed himthe can
of beer he was reaching for. "He fell off a water tower where he was painting
m=mnm0 / (sqgrt(1-(v/c)2)), | guess | know Darnaway's disease all right."

H s head fell back. "Nobody el se understands."

Why should they? | thought. Wiy shoul d anyone remenber the name of an
obscure jungl e di sease contracted twenty years earlier, during an obscure
jungl e war? Especially since the war had been | ost, and since the governnent
was anxi ous not to pay out conpensation for the disease.

"You're not the only one with troubles,” | said. "Someone killed the
Singer kid today. Killed her and cut her up. Did the police come to see you?"
"I don't know," he said, looking guilty. I told himhow the girl was

dressed, theorized for a nonment about how fever could make a guy do terrible
things without knowing it, and then said goodbye. He was al ready slipping back
into delirium unaware of his bl ood-spattered clothes an& bed, the rubbery
little heart lying on the pillow next to his ear, the little dark gl asses
bei ng crushed under his el bow. That was how | mnmeant the police to find him

In fact the police funbled it. They took a week to get around to tal king
to him asked all the wong questions and didn't listen to his answers. They
went on running around in circles for sone time, until | phoned in an
anonynmous tip. A fiasco avoided.

| becane an expert on fiascos, or fiasci, early inny life, while
wor ki ng for the Cul peppers. Their famly fortune was (I found out froma
famly history in their library) founded on a fiasco. Their great plantation,
Tenoaks, their leisurely antebellumlife anmong slave robots, their |avish
entertaining at the manse, all had been paid for by a single fiasco,
engi neered by a single ancestor, Doddly Cul pepper

The Cul peppers had deep roots in the Ad South, but roots unnourished by
any noney or intellect. In the nineteenth century they were horse deal ers and
thieves. In the twentieth they became used-car deal ers and notorcycle
dar edevils, but sonehow by the 1990s, Doddly Cul pepper nmanaged to turn up as a
respected naval architect, designer and entrepreneur. It was he who invented
_Leviathan_, America's first (and | ast) nuclear-powered |and aircraft carrier
_Leviathan_ was the nost successful commercial defense project ever; it ended
up costing every man, wonan and child in the United States over twenty grand.

The idea of a land ship of that size may seemridicul ous now, but it was
then the right project at the right tinme. Two big aircraft manufacturers were
ent husi astic (carriers nean planes), so was a |large nucl ear ship-engine firm
The maj or ship-building and steel conpanies were behind it, as were several of
the [ argest unions, then the senators and congressnmen fromevery state where
any subcontractors mght fall.

The _USS Leviathan_ woul d not be anything |like an ordinary carrier. It
woul d be a nonster platform sonme fifty mles across and equal in area to the
state of Delaware. It would [aunch both missiles and planes of all types, and
it woul d be capabl e of fast novenent around the countryside.

In the first design, _Leviathan_ was to run on wheels, thus pronoting
the interests of a |arge rubber company. But the number of tires required
turned out to be 135 million, plus spares (a tire change woul d be needed every
hundred yards). Unless a conplete rubber factory were taken on board#one of
the alternative suggestions#the entire ship would have to hover. G unbling
t he rubber conpany settled for a contract to provide the giant hovercraft
skirt required

Bot h houses of Congress shoved through the necessary |egislation. There
were objections that _Leviathan_ would cost too nmuch, would be a sitting duck,
woul d devastate any | and over which it happened to hover. But by now the Arny



wanted it as badly as any of the dozens of states, thousands of conpanies and
mllions of workers. The conbined force of industrial, political, mlitary and
conmer ci al argunents rolled the project over all opposition as one day
_Leviathan_ itself would crush down anything in its path. One junior Senator
who continued to oppose it was sent on a factfinding mssion to Antarctica
while the bill was railroaded through.

Fromthe start, there were problens called "teething troubles". The fans
which were to Iift the craft were at first too weak, then (redesigned) so
powerful that they blew away the topsoil for nmiles around the craft, created
dust stornms and buried small towns in soildrifts. A conmputer conpany suggested
expensi ve nonitoring equi pnent to regul ate each fan, but this never seened to
solve the topsoil problem A chemical firmthen went to work on a bindi ng
agent to hold the topsoil in place; _Leviathan_ would spray the stuff out
bef ore noving. After nonths of experinentation with expensive agents, they
found the best to be ordinary water. The _Levi at han_ was now redesigned to
acconmmmodat e huge wat er tanks hol di ng whol e | akefuls of water. Even so, it
woul d never be able to stray nmore than fifty mles froma major water source
(though thousand-nmnile flexible pipelines were considered).

Congress now began notici ng how expensive _Leviathan_ was getting. Costs
had doubl ed every six months: five nore years like the first two, and the
entire US gross national product would be spent on the |and boat. O course
the project had too nmuch nomentumto cancel, but unless there were visible
results, trimm ng would begin. Doddly went before a Congressional committee to
argue eloquently for his nonster. He pointed to valuable spin-offs: the
Department of Agriculture now knew nuch nore about binding topsoils. But
secretly he was worried, as his diary showed:

_Now it's the damm engi ne nountings, they're okay for seagoing stresses
but not for bumpy land in say Illinois, liable to drop the damm engine in
Peoria. Platformstresses ditto#we' d be better off taking the damm thing to
sea!

And so they did. _Leviathan_ becanme a joint Arny#Navy project,
supposedl y anphi bi ous. On Decenber 2, 1999, she slid into the waters of the
@ul f of Mexico, all ready for the m |l ennium

Privately, mlitary people admtted that the thing was not |andwort hy,
barely seaworthy, undefendable and useless in war. It carried a crew of
30,000, who were said to live in a luxurious bel owdecks city conplete with
supermarkets, drive-in nmovies, a baseball stadiumand a park where peopl e got
mugged at night. In reality the crew had no time to enjoy such luxuries; they
spent every waki ng nmonment cl eaning, painting and patching | eaks. Even so, the
_Leviathan_ shipped around a billion gallons of water per day. It puttered
al ong the shores of the Anericas for a year, never daring to cone back on I and
nor put to sea. Finally it was quietly scrapped.

Doddl y Cul pepper bought a decrepit plantation with his new fortune.
Probably he meant to retire quietly and graci ously, but sonmehow he was
overtaken by the famly mania for notorcycles. He and a cousin finally set off
on an ill-conceived expedition attenpting to clinmb Everest on powerful bikes.
They were caught up in the Sherpa Rebellion of '03 and kill ed.

Doddl y' s son Mansour was evidently an unassertive person who devoted his
entire life to restoring Tenoaks to its ante-bellumglory. Everything he did
was a contribution to this one dream fromraising racehorses to marrying
Lavi nia Warrender (of the Tennessee Warrenders). He died of a stroke,

i medi ately after chastising one of the house servants for wearing livery with
nmodern plastic buttons.

Fi ve Cul peppers survived him and these were nmy enpl oyers:

Lavinia, his widow, was an invalid, a nartyr to bedsores and piles, who
seened to spend her days rereading _Gone with the Wnd_ and _The Foxes of



Harrow . She was continually plagued by difficult synptons: At one stage she
could eat nothing but bloater-paste sandwi ches from Engl and, cut into the
shapes of quadratic equations. Later she devel oped an allergy to oxygen, which
gave her many doctors some considerable difficulty. For a tine they found it
necessary to keep her in a deep-freeze filled with xenon. This was | ess
troubl e, however, than her spell of inverted hay-fever, an allergy to
pollen-free air. That required roons full of whirling clouds of house-dust and
rose- pol | en.

| later |learned that Lavinia, despite her many unusual synptons and the
poverty of her reading matter, was an extraordinarily capable and intelligent
manager of the famly fortune. But at first, all | saw of her was a tired
| ooki ng woman with viol et shadows under her eyes. She would lie there
conpl ai ni ng of her aches and sipping her special cocktails (in place of
al cohol, they contained | ead tetraethyl). An amazi ng wonan, everyone said.

Bereni ce, her ol dest daughter, divided her time between what she called
her needl ework (w th norphine) and her hobby of killing insects. She caught
and crushed flies on the verandah, swatted bees in the garden, stanped on
cockroaches in the barn. She woul d hunt through the woods for dead logs to
turn over, gleefully spraying their inhabitants with insecticide. In her room
she kept both an ant farmand a termite farm just to have nore tiny creatures
at hand to destroy. In the nmeadow she burned butterflies. Had she been denied

all of these pleasures, | think Berenice would have cultivated lice in her
| ong, lustrous black hair.
Ol ando Cul pepper, the ol dest son, lived a nore conventional life for a

young country gentleman. He spent a great deal of tinme changing his clothes
and riding to hounds. In the evenings, he generally drank port until he was
hal fbli nd, and then played billiards al one. The game generally finished in a
fit of vomting over the green broadcloth. Then of course it was tine for sex,
often with one of the sexequipped robots, male or female. Ol ando woul d grab
the creature, nount or be mounted, and do his best to smash it to pieces

bef ore he canme. Fortunately he was al ways quick

More than once we found Orlando in the stable draped over the
hi ndquarters of a mare in post-coital sleep. He seenmed slightly ashamed of
t hese epi sodes, and al ways nunbl ed sone | ame excuse about wanting to see if he
could produce a centaur foal, or wanting to find out what Gulliver saw in
t hem

The younger brother, O ayton, engaged in no intercourse of any
description, for nonths on end. He spent his tine before the video, going over
certain esoteric texts which showed by careful neasurements of the G eat
Pyram d that the Lost Tribes of Israel were the Chickasaw and Choctaw, who
mgrated to Anerica after buil ding Stonehenge #or something like that. The
exact details of his obsession were likely to vary fromday to day, but they
usual |y brought in the Golden Dawn and the _|I Ching_ and Al eister Crow ey.
Every few nonths he woul d work hinself up into such a frenzy with his
calcul ations that he had to rush off into town to find a whore with the right
astrol ogi cal sun sign, willing to spank himw th poison ivy.

The youngest Cul pepper, Carlotta, thought of nothing but beaux and
dresses and danci ng. She was a harnl ess, delightful little thing,
unfortunately only one foot tall. Though mniature robots were brought in as
dancing partners for her, Carlotta ached for a |living human beau her own size,
who coul d dance with her until dawn.

VWhat ever anyone might think of the eccentric Cul peppers, they were the
soci al | eaders of five counties, and Tenoaks was the hub of all lush life.
Each of the best fanilies sent their young folk to the Cul pepper parties,
dances, dinners, fish-fries, teas, concerts, hunt balls and steepl echases,
that year-1ong succession of splendid occasions marked by succul ent foods,
sparkling wi nes, and al ways dancing. Al the shortest men and boys wanted to
dance with Carlotta. Al the rest sought out Berenice of the raven hair (not
to nention the fanobus Cul pepper green eyes). No one seened to mnd that
Berenice's dancing was slightly erratic, as she paused to stonp on insects



real and hallucinated. Often Lavinia would dress up and appear behind gl ass,
to wave and smile at the guests#except during her spell of glass allergy.
Handsone young O ayton woul d often nanage a dance with any belle willing to
hear his Great Pyram d theory. Horsefaced Ol ando would gallop a girl around
t he dance floor before taking her out for one of his lightning fucks,

hori zontal in the billiard roomor vertical on the verandah. He preferred the
verandah where, |ooking up at two great white pillars as he | unged and

pl unged, he could imagi ne hinmself to be taking on some giant white mare. He
woul d finish off with a rebel yell that echoed over the dance nusic and rolled
over the dark lawns down to the fieldhand robot cabins, fromwhich there cane
the gentle humm ng of imtation Stephen Foster songs, the faint plink of

banj os.

Hear de robots singin
Happy as de live-1ong day
Hear dem cl ap dere hands
O Mercy Lands!

Ti nfol k 1 augh and pl ay!

It was a |l ong way fromthe programred happi ness of the plantation robots
to ny genuine joy at reading the words of Hornby Watherfield:

Wl f has been cried so often, we're growi ng deaf. Robots (or other
supposedl y sentient machi nes) are forever getting up works of "genuine" art
which turn out to be only genuine coaxing through prograns. From 1812, when
the Maillardet fanmly exhibited their nechanical boy who could draw seascapes,
through all the wetched "conputer art" of the last century, and on to the
garbled loathing interpreted in galvanic twitches in New York |lofts and
satellited to us daily like fresh bread, a continuumthere is, of false

alarns. | have encountered too nany preprogranmed spl ot ches#of enbroidery or
sand or plywood or |anmi nated thought#to m stake machi ne | oopiness for rea
_lupinus_. I"'mwred wary.

But now even | cry _wolf_, on looking at a nural by a sinple donmestic
robot named Ti k- Tok. No human finagling or programm ng behind his work.
Not hi ng but the clean, unpretentious primtive work of a sinple machine m nd
_Three Blind Mce_ shows a naive power unlike any cooked-over human product.
It speaks with the authority of bloodl ess thought. Tik-Tok seens to know his
two natures: On the one hand, he is a sinple donmestic nachine, |aboring in the
sl eepy suburban house of Duane and Barbi e Studebaker (who, bless 'em haven't
got an arty bone in their heads) in the futile war against dirt and entropy.
On the other hand, Tik-Tok knows very well that he is not part of this, but
instead is part of the eternal world of the inorganic. He is one with the sky
color, the pyram ds, the dark side of the nobon and all that endures.

The three wi ndup M ckeys are already minus their tails, but smling
It's the sullen, beefy, farner's w fe, brandishing her Sabatier, who seens to
have | ost the gane.

I f Tik-Tok does not go on to paint nore, much nore, then we're al
| osers.



"Hey, *Dfummy! What's that supposed to be?" asked Jupiter Studebaker. He
and his sister Henrietta had decided to be difficult. They hung around the
garage every day, watching nme paint and jeering. Ugly, useless children they
were; only the obviousness of the act prevented ne fromkilling them

They' d cone hone from canp expecting to resune our old rel ationship. W
woul d play ganmes in which | would always be the idiotic villain or the
terrified victimor the clunmsy loser. | would clean up their nmesses, nmake them
little toys, suggest games when they ran out of ideas, conceal the uneaten
vegetables on their dinner plates, tell themstories.

Instead, here | was, "too busy" as any grownup. In ny gl oony garage
studio, | was turning paint into noney and ignoring ny little tyrants. So, for
the rest of their summer vacation, they were going to hang around and be
difficult.

"What's that supposed to be?" Jupiter asked again. He squatted near the
door, trying to scratch on the concrete floor with a sharp rock.

"It's a tank," | said.

"Tanks don't | ook like that," said Henrietta. She was touring the room
touchi ng everything, |ooking for paint to get into or a canvas to kick

"Tanks don't look like that," her brother enphasized.

"This one does."

Jupiter did his hoarse, cackling |augh. "Tik, you are one shitty
pai nter, you know t hat ?"

"Why don't you two go play catch or somethi ng?"

"Boy, you robots can't paint for shit."

Henrietta managed to find a tube of ochre, drop it on the floor and step
on it. She began a tunel ess whistle through her mssing teeth. Jupiter, not
wanting to be outdone, began experinenting with his sharp rock near a stack of
finished paintings in the corner

"Why don't you two go outside now?" | goaded

"Why don't you shut your tin face?" he said.

"Yeah, you ain't the boss of us!" said his sister

What they didn't realize was that no one was the boss of ne, either
Pai nti ng was unl ocking nmy prison and striking off my chains. Neither Duane nor
Barbi e nor their kids nor anyone else could tell nme anything and nmake it

stick. To prove it, | took hold of Jupe's hand, still holding the sharp rock
and nmade him sl ash one of ny better paintings, _Tyger, Tyger_. While both kids
were still gasping, | brought an equally good painting, _Caliban_, over to

Henrietta and wi ped the ochre fromher foot on it.

"What are you _doing_? Are you _crazy_?"

"Yeah are you _crazy_ ?"

That evening | showed the two ruined paintings to Duane and Barbi e.

"I don't want to get the kids in any trouble,"” | said, "but |I hate to
see you folks | ose noney, either. | figure these paintings were worth about
thirty thou apiece."

"I't won't happen again," said Duane. "Those ki ds#"

"Ch | don't blane them" | said quickly. "But | think it's best to keep
tenptati on out of reach. Maybe if | worked at a real studio, sonewhere else
2"
Duane shook his head. "I don't know, | nean, who woul d take care of the

house and al | ?"

Bar bi e, who was not so slow, said, "But darling, with Tik's extra
ear ni ngs, we could buy a new house robot."

Wth what | was going to bring in, they could buy ten new house robots
and then new houses, but | didn't remind themof it. | said, "It really would
make ny work nore efficient, sir."

"I don't know," he kept saying. Wuldn't a studio be expensive? Wo
woul d train a new house robot? How could he be sure | would keep on earning a



ot for ny work?

| saw that Duane was going to be trouble. Wile Barbie was content to
let me earn thema fortune, Duane al so wanted to have personal power over ne,
in a daily me-Crusoe-you-Friday arrangenent.

| stayed a week to train the new servant, Rivets. R vets had worked for
pest control people before, and so had a few odd habits |ike burning anthills

and stabbing the lawn for noles during spare nonents. | was given a caught bat
in a cage, which | kept because | liked controlling the freedom of anot her
creature.

At the end of the week, Duane was as inpossible as ever. Not only did he
refuse to let me | eave (saying that Rivets wasn't ready yet to take over) he
even began finding chores for me to do around the house.

He cane to the garage to watch me paint, the same sullen | ook on his
face as on the faces of Jupiter and Henrietta, as he sat down on a reel of
hose and stared at _Dorian Gray_. | half-expected himto ask what it was
supposed to be, or tell nme what a shitty painter | was.

Finally he stood up. "By the way, Tik-Tok, the rain gutters are al
cl ogged up with | eaves."

"I"ll get Rivets right onit, sir."

"Not Rivets, he's busy. | want you to do it."

"OfF course, sir." This couldn't go on, | thought, as | got out the
| adder and clinbed up to the eaves to | ook into clean, unclogged gutters.
Duane needed a little I esson. | made sure no one was watching when | threw
nysel f down fromthe | adder

For several days, while a very expensive team from Donmestic Robots

International worked frantically over ne, | let it be known that | thought I'd
never paint again. Wen the combi ned wath of Hornby Watherfield, Barbie and
hi nsel f had beaten Duane into the ground, | made a magi cal recovery.

My new studio was in the city. | could cone and go to it as | pleased

The plantation was indeed a | ong way behi nd ne.

Hear demtin hands ringin
Robots ol d and young so gay
Hear dem stonp dere feet
Oit ama treat!

Ti nfol k 1 augh and pl ay

W robots who worked in the big house felt ourselves to be far superior
to the fieldhands, even in our relaxation. While they hummed and strummed
Stephen Foster imitations, we played charades, sang nadrigals, held spelling
bees and put on amateur revues. Uncle Ras was a skilled prestidigitator, M am
a first-class contralto, and others had amazi ng stage tal ents#Nep and Rep, for
exanpl e, could sing any com c strip on sight.

| suppose froma human point of view, we were just as ludicrous as the
fiel dhands. Wile we thought we were entertaining ourselves, we were nerely
providing entertai nment for you. But we did inagi ne we enjoyed ourselves, and
it was during one such evening that | nmet ny bel oved Gundrop

She was Berenice's personal maid, and since Berenice hardly ever dressed
for dinner or anything else, Gundrop had plenty of spare time. W both ducked
out of the same spelling bee and went out to sit on the kitchen stoop in the
nmoonl i ght .

"W're both sex-equipped,” | said.

"So | noticed."

"There nust be a reason for that."

She sighed, not from passion but discouragenment. "I bet we're both
set-ups for Olando. Has he raped you yet?"

"No. And you?"

"Not yet."



It wasn't rmuch of a start, but we went on. Nearly every night we'd sit
out on the kitchen stoop as though it were our private verandah. | would ask
her for a kiss, she would of course refuse, and we'd discuss the issue unti
it was time to go inside. After a week of these pointless-soundi ng eveni ngs,
we found our bodi es undergoing rapid and peculiar changes: Gumdrop's breasts,
hi ps and buttocks grew enormous whil e her wai st shrank. Her hair becane | onger
and softer, her nmouth |l arger and nore noist, her eyes darker w th exaggerated
pupils. On my body, fake rnuscles bul ged and fake hair sprouted. My shoul ders
grew |l aterally, an inch a day. My penis, which up to now had hardly been
noti ceabl e, becane ponderous.

One night, in the mdst of our discussion about that possible first
ki ss, we suddenly got up, wal ked down to the nearest neadow, tore off our
clothes with our teeth and flung oursel ves together, hot oil pouring down our
bellies and groins as we neshed.

Afterwards we rolled apart. | Iit tw cigarettes and handed her one.

"What are you thinking of ?" she asked.

"Peano's axions for nunber theory," | replied. "Watever is true of
zero, and is, if true for any nunmber _n_, also true for its successor _n + 1_,
is true for all nunbers." Far away in the house, | thought | heard Ol ando's

whoop of Confederate triunph.

"What next?" she asked.

"I don't know." W put out the cigarettes#begi nning to wonder where they
had come from anyway, what was goi ng on#and crept back to the house, hol ding
our shreds of clothing around us. The kitchen door was | ocked.

W noved around the house, trying windows, until finally we cane to the
dark verandah and the front door. W pushed it open and crept trenbling in.

The lights went on, and there was Olando with a dozen of his worthless
drunken friends of both sexes. A din of laughter m xed with war whoops, rebe
yel I s and ani mal noises, and through it all the sound of the great door behind
us being slamed and bolted. W turned to flee anyway, but Ol ando grabbed ny
arm

"Just a minute there, stud.”

Shrieks of |aughter.

"Yes sir?" | tried to cover ny nakedness and be an attentive servant at
the sane tinme, setting off nmore laughter. Ol ando's great horse face hung over
us, ready to whinny.

"W was just watching some teevee, and we thought you all night just
want to join us." Many hands forced us into a | ove seat facing the enornous
screen. There, two giant grotesque dolls appeared, rolling and plunging in
what seened to be a nockery of sumb westling. The nale of the pair was a
M chel angel o figure with every nuscle overinflated. The fermal e was |ikew se
beyond t he adol escent wetdream stage and rapidly approaching the WI I endorf
Venus. They seenmed little nmore than sex organs and sex signals, barely

equi pped with other parts. It was not until they rolled apart, lit cigarettes,
and one spoke of Peano's axions for nunber theory that | understood.
Olando turned it off and said, "W seen it all, you hear? And then

some. And we want you to do right by this here young |lady a yourn, Rusty.
Marry her."

"Eeeeeyahoo!" cried soneone else. "A robot wedding, we ain't had a robot
weddi ng for two years!"

W coul d not have protested, even had we known what we'd be protesting
agai nst. Qur bodies were already shrinking back to normality as the drunken
crowmd dragged us through the house and into the kitchen garden. | saw patent
| eat her punps crushing the tiny shoots of _basilicum and thyne, but | hardly
under st ood what was happening to nme, what had happened al ready, what was to
happen.

They tore away what renmined of our rags and dressed us in nock weddi ng
clothes, me in one of Uncle Ras's old black suits with a boiled shirt and
spats wi thout shoes, Gundrop in an old white nightie with a | ace tablecloth
for a veil. | carried a stovepipe hat with no crown, while she had a bouquet



of weeds.

Olando was the minister. After making us both prom se to | ove, honor
and obey him he slipped on a pair of dark goggles and suddenly lit a wel ding
torch.

"Hot damm," said soneone softly, and then it was very quiet. No nore
catcalls and jokes; everyone held his breath, watching that little blue flane
whose roar could be heard above the distant sounds of frogs.

"You all gonna be as one flesh," Orlando said, trenbling towards us.
"The robot with two durn backs."

Suddenly a voice of authority spoke from above. "Orlando, just what you
thi nk you' re doin? You stop foolin around right now Put that torch up, hear?
Hear ?"

It was Uncle Ras, |eaning froman upper wi ndow. His hair and gl asses
were askew, he was wrapped in an old bathrobe, and he | ooked angrier then |I'd
ever seen him

"Aw Uncle Ras, |I'mjust havin some fun, you go back to bed," Ol ando
wheed| ed.
"Put that torch up _now_, |'mwarning you."

“"No. Won't. Shan't!"

"I mwarning you."

"No, no, no." Olando noved towards us with the torch, a drunken
stunbl i ng step.

"Very well, Olando.” The old butler adjusted his glasses, permitted his
features to be captured by a malicious smle, and said, softly but clearly:
"Orlando. Ol ando. _Snapdragons_, Ol ando. _Snapdragons_."

The effect on our master was drastic. Scream ng and whi npering, he put
out the welding torch and stunbled away into the night.

Olando's friends were silent for sone minutes after Uncle Ras sl anmed
his wi ndow. Gunmdrop and | were about to creep away when they recovered.

"Yahooo!" cried a woman in a green dress. "Tine these tinheads got
t hensel ves hitched, right? |I mean hitched proper."” She kicked aside the
wel di ng equi pment. " Now sonebody get the vacuum cl eaner."

Eventual | y soneone did, and eventually Gundrop and | held hands and
junped over the old machine, while the humans guffawed and shook up chanpagne
bottles to spray one anot her.

It was all fun to them but Gundrop and | took it very seriously indeed.
When they'd forgotten us and drifted back inside the house, we sat down on the
ki tchen stoop once nore in the noonlight.

"We' || never be parted again," | said. "This is for keeps."

Suddenly the moon bl acked out as it passed behind Clayton's pyram d. He
was building a full-size nodel of the Great Pyramid not far fromthe house,
and it was now begi nning to shut out the sky.

"Never be parted,"” Gundrop breathed. "Except tonorrow Berenice wants ne
to go with her to a drug jamnboree."

"Don't go. Stay here."

“"I'I'l be back in a week or so."

"I just don't like the idea." Drugjanborees were sonmething | knew of
only by hearsay, since they were never reported in the news. A group of rich
addi cts woul d gat her together mnusicians, servants and interested friends and
hole up in sone isolated place for a few days. Berenice was al ways invited and
al ways went, to an English country house, a luxury liner, a French chateau, a
village in the Brazilian jungle, a sinking palace in Venice, a |l arge Texas
ranch, an al pine place called Berchtesgaden, a dirigible, Easter Island.

"Where is it this tine?" | asked.

"Some painted caves in Spain. W'Ill probably get bored and cone hone
early."

"Il be waiting."

But | wasn't. Before Gumdrop returned fromAtamra, | was sold.
"Broke!" | said, when Uncle Ras told nme the news. "How can the
Cul peppers be broke?"



He told ne the whole sorry story. Lavinia had, for some years, been
running the famly's affairs by herself. A shrewd, intuitive investor, she'd
made daily calls to her broker to keep everything afloat. Once she had even
awakened from anaesthetic in the mddle of a gall bladder operation to demand
a phone. A sterilized phone had been brought, and Lavinia had sold out her
Royal Al banian mining shares, the day before _that_ bubble burst.

When C ayton had asked her perm ssion to build a Geat Pyramd, Lavinia
had probably agreed without thinking, or had m sunderstood. And before his
project had gone very far, Lavinia becanme critically ill.

It seened that she had finally devel oped an allergy to the Earth's
crust. Doctors prescribed a conval escent vacation on a space platform
somewhere well away from Earth and iron. She turned the famly financial
affairs over to Cayton before she left, saying, "Now for goodness sake,
finish that silly periscope or whatever it is, and get down to sone rea
wor k#money wor k. "

Cl ayton's answer to this was to double his work force and the pyranid
began taki ng shape. Construction robots quarried 23 mllion tons of |imnestone,
cut it into huge bl ocks and stacked themup. Like the original, this great
pyram d was about 756 feet wi de and 481.4 feet high. The top 31 feet were |eft
unfini shed, while his crews drilled and quarried a series of chanbers and
tunnels within the giant nonument. All these had to be copied exactly, since
their neasurenents, to the nearest mllimeter, would foretell the future of
the worl d.

The future of the Cul pepper part of the world was of course foretold by
anot her nunber associated with the pyramd, its cost. Wen it canme to the
capstone, and nearly half the inmense Cul pepper fortune renai ned, C ayton
found a way of spending the rest. He decided to follow Egyptian practice, as
he understood it, and nmake the capstone of pure gold.

"Shoul dn't cost too nuch,” he told a gold dealer. "I neasured it nyself.
It'Il belike alittle pyranmid, 31 feet high and 48 feet 8 inches across."

The deal er did sone quick cal culations, "But M Cul pepper, that'll be,
that's over 430 million Troy ounces, we can't just go out and buy#"

"Why not, for Pete's sake?"

"Because, even thinking about acquiring that much gold would send world
prices up, every ounce would cost nore and nore and nore . "

"Don't give ne all the details, you just go do it. My nother told ne to
get this finished _quick_."

The nane of Lavinia answered all argunments#if she approved a project, it
nmust be sound, thought this deal er and ot her deal ers and banki ng houses and
m ni ng conpani es. So ot hers bought, and world gold prices clinbed even faster.

The Cul pepper fortune nelted away so quickly that by the time Lavinia on
her space pl atform heard what was happeni ng, there was not enough | eft even
for her to radio hone and stop the catastrophe. She woul d never be able to
cone back#doubly tragic, since she was now beconmi ng allergic to space

The first inkling Cayton had that something was wong was when Uncl e
Ras opened the door to the sheriff's men, who i medi ately sl apped a | abel on
his forehead. Then they went through the house, sticking |abels on al
furniture and all robots. The auction was held three days |ater

Cl ayton apol ogi zed to us, and even went so far as to shake Uncle Ras's
hand. Ol ando said he was very sorry to lose all of us#and all of his favorite
horses. Little Mz Carlotta wept for ne and Gundrop, who would be parted
forever.

"Couldn't we delay the auction a few days?" she asked. "Just till
Bereni ce brings Gumdrop back from Spain. Then we could sell husband and wife
t oget her. "

"Shoot, Mz Carlotta, don't you fuss your purty little head over that,"
said one of the deputies. "Jest because a coupla tinheads junp the vacuum
cl eaner together don't nake 'em legal _ married." But he prom sed to hold ne
back until the last |ot.

| saw Uncle Ras sold to a New Jersey scrap deal er#one of Uncle Ras's



wor st ni ght mares#and old Mam sold to a quasi-religious political cooking
group called Sweet Potatoes for Peace. Finally | was sold to a fat, red-faced
man in a dirty white suit who called hinself Col onel Jitney.

| had left the Cul peppers with my head bowed and a rope collar around ny
neck, a despicable piece of property. Now | was |eaving the Studebakers a free
agent (in all but nane) and with property of my own: my paintings. O course
had to give some paintings to Hornby Watherfield, and sell others to make the

St udebakers rich, but there would still be paintings for ne.

When |'d packed everything and said ny goodbyes, | went to the garage to
| ook at ny caged bat. After one final monent of gloating, | woul d#what?
Release it? Kill it? The choice was nine

| opened the cage and took out the squirming little creature. It sank
its teeth in the plastic of nmy finger, and | saw that its tiny, ugly nouth was
rimed with foam

A new option, therefore. | took the bat to Tige's kennel. "Here you are,
boy, a rabid bat. Here, Tige."

But for some reason, Tige was sul king. The bat squirmed | oose and fl ew
away W t hout conpleting ny fourth experinent.

"*E*vil, Nobby. You ain't got the idea. It's supposed to be a damm
tiger, not a fuzzy toy. The boss and me ask for raw neat, you give us nursery
wal | paper.” | dipped a thumb in ochre and made a few snudges on his painting.
"Here, here and there; try to get sone angularity into the danm thing at
| east."

Nobby, a donestic fromthe same conpany as Rivets, picked up his brush.
"This boss sure seens hard to please. Sonmetines | wish | could talk to himor
her in person.”

"Al'l orders conme through nme," | said. "Because for one thing, | know the
di fference between a man-eating tiger and a teddy bear. Now get to work."

"Ckay M Tik. Only why are we doing all this? This picture-maki ng?

What ' s the point?"

"The point is, | say so, that's all you need to know." Funny, | thought,
how a creature |like Nobby, with so little life and spirit in him could stil
contain springs of curiosity. Nobby would only have been unhappy to find out
that there was no boss but ne, that | was signing his work and selling it as
my own, or that a small part of the profit went to neet paynents on him

In a way, his paintings were still ny own work. Nobby |earned fast, but
technique only; | still had to tell himwhat to do, block out comnpositions and
finally add the touches that brought his dead paintings to life. In this one,
for instance, | knew that the dark jungle background woul d need to be
illum nated by neon signs.

"Keep at it," | said. "I'mgoing out."

My loft was at the top of an undistingui shed building full of
undi sti ngui shed artists: a cheese sculptor, tw jolly Ukrani an women who ran a
charismatic hat school, soneone who enpl oyed rabbits as brushes to paint on
hectograph jelly. At the bottom as though to keep out intruders, was an art
gal l ery which specialized in the unlovable, it seened: a show of "Bulgarian



Ceram cs (Seconds)" was succeeded by "M nmes with Stones: Photographi c Studies
of Silence" and then "Peruvi an Shoppi ng Bags: Street Art of Lim".

| descended through all of this and out onto the freedom of the street.
| spent as nuch time as | could spare in these random wal ks, tasting city
freedom Every street corner was a choice of paths; every store w ndow an
opportunity to buy, steal, |ook, ignore; every stranger mnight represent
friendship, love, murder. | wanted it all, all the options at once. Not
possi bl e now, of course, but w th enough noney, enough power

Today | wal ked up Exxon Boul evard to 86th, past all the great
gl ass-wal | ed banks. Then across to Avenue Transanerica, through the garnent
district. Then back down that great street of insurance conpanies and airlines
to 23rd, then down to the river. | always ended up down by the river, |ooking
at the only other free robots in the city, the derelicts.

Most visitors liked to stare dowmn fromthe safety of the Mercury Street
Bridge, but | preferred to go down on the levee itself, and neet the rohobos
face to face. They were broken, worn-out nmachi nes whose owners had deci ded one
day not to renew their licenses. Instead they were brought here and dunped in
t he rohobo jungle. Here they could crawl or march or shudder about, talking to
t hensel ves, perform ng usel ess tasks, or sinply waiting to die. The live ones
canni bal i zed the dead, now and then finding a vital function part or a fue
cell to prolong their usel ess existence. There wasn't much real danger from
nost of them They seenmed to recogni ze humans#and |icensed, working machi nes
i ke ne#as their natural superiors. They either fawned or kept clear

Today | was greeted by a coupl e of broken-down gardeners: "Hello boss,
hel |l o boss, you got anything for us, boss?"

| flung down a handful of CPU chips and watched them scranble in the nud
after them their skilled fingers probing the soil to turn up every last chip.
Beyond them were three robot nodels, once epitom zi ng hi gh- cheekboned
spl endor, but now squatting to cover their worn linbs with gray rags and
cardboard. They had only one eye between the three of them which had to be
passed around qui ckly whenever there was anything worth seeing, which wasn't
often. And beyond them a group of robot soldiers had nanaged to get thensel ves

into a neat formation and were drilling and marchi ng. Sone were m ssing
uni forms, some arns, sone heads, but they all managed to keep in step, two,
three, four, _hup_, two, three, four, filling in time as they waited for sone

order that never cane.

"Not hi ng for you here, pal," said a taxi driver (a legless creature with
a broken neter on its shoulder like a parrot). "You got |icense, why you want
to come down here?"

"I just#l wanted to see free robots. | guess. Wiat do you do all day
down here?"

"Die. W die, pal."

The dying and dead were all around me, phone cl eaners and firenen,
dental hygieni sts and gol dfi sh obedi ence instructors, an insurance adjuster
and a chem stry teacher for backward kids. A dancer with a missing armand a
hopel ess Par ki nsoni an trenor neverthel ess clai med he was getting everything
t oget her and woul d be out of here in a few days. Boat-caul kers, friends of the
opera, pipe cleaners, a car exam ner (ready to nake daily checks for rust,
blight, bonbs . . .), aggressive coffee sal espersons, a barroom anecdoti st
still wearing part of its Irish face, an explainer of police procedures (once
used by a witer of police procedural novels), a hotel receptionist with cold
eyes, maids and val ets shaped |i ke astrol ogi cal signs, Freudi an shoe
repairers, cheap throwaway robot cal endars and diaries (now thrown away), a
Hegel expl ainer, various gadgets fromthe recent folk craze, including folk
phi | osophers, fol k biochem sts, folk cleaners; experts on local civil service
exans; an animated flask of rhubarb perfume, [ong since drained but stil
asking itself whether life was reconciliation or renunciation

A deconmi ssioned military machi ne, unrecogni zable w thout its weapons
and neutron shields, seenmed glad to talk. "Sure it's depressing, but what can
we do? Hang on, patch ourselves up,juice up when we can. Now and then a few of



the masters cone down here and take sone of us away#naybe for spare parts,
maybe to be reconditioned and |ive agai n# and now and then a few of the

masters cone down here to shoot a few of us just for fun. |I guess life here is
pretty much like Iife in genera]."

"You' ve been hangi ng around with fol k phil osophers too nuch,” | said.
"But why don't any of you try leaving the levee? Go up in the city, maybe."

"For bi dden," he said. "You need a license to nove around.” | doubted
that, though | didn't say so. I'd been com ng and going as | pleased in the
city for some weeks now, and no one had ever challenged me. "I'll speak to ny
master,"” | said. "He can probably arrange things so | can get a few of you out

of here fromtine to tine. For some real interesting art work."

"Art work? Does it mean smashing us up and wel ding us together? | kind
of hope not," he said.

"Just painting, don't worry."

"I wasn't worried," his nasal Southern voice assured me. Al nmlitary
robots had Sout hern accents, for ease of conmunication. "I wouldn't worry. Art
is | guess pretty much like life in general."

| left the | evee and wal ked back to the studi o, where Nobby had
conpleted two nore lifeless paintings. On the way back |I thought about life in
general, and in particular why no one ever challenged me on the street. People
al ways assuned that if a robot was wal ki ng around on the street, he was on
sone errand.

In that sense, robots were already free. Watever a robot was seen
doing, within reason, it was always assunmed that he had a right to do it and a
duty to do it. In acity like this, robot slavery depended very much on those
nmysterious asinmov circuits, not on human supervi sion

There were times when | wondered whet her the asinbvs even existed. It
was very easy to imagine that there were no asinov circuits, but that people
and robots had both been conned into believing in programred sl avery. The idea
of turning noral decisions into digital data (and screeni ng out wong ones)
was powerful and attractive. People wanted it to be true. They wanted robots
i ncapabl e of sin, trustworthy slaves. So of course the manufacturers of robots
woul d invent imaginary circuits to nake it so. _Ecce robo_, they'd say. Here
is a happy slave with a factory guarantee of trustworthiness.

But in that case, if asinovs didn't exist, why was | the only robot
crimnal?

Enough specul ation, tine to do sonething. | stopped in a departnent
store and bought a dagger with a silver handl e.

"This'll look great on the master's desk," said the clerk, a plunp
human.

"Not for the master,” | said. "It's for nme. |'mgoing to nurder
someone. "

"Cash or charge?" he said, nmy words al nost visibly |eaking out of his
head. | wal ked out of the store, took the knife out of its bag and stuck it in

my belt in plain sight. The first person who said anything to me or about ne
was going to die.

| wal ked all the way back to the studio building without a challenge, as
usual . Then, just outside the entrance, a solemm-looking man with dirty gray
hair and a dirty brown jacket shoved a piece of paper in nmy hand. "Take this,"
he said.

"And _you_ take _this_." | managed to get the knife into his heart with
one try. He spouted blood for a few seconds and then fell to the sidewalk,
scattering his paper tracts. | stood over himfor a few m nutes, making sure
he was dead, before | went in to wash off blood and criticize Nobby's
pai ntings.

| still had the tract in ny hand, so | read it in the elevator. One side
was printed to resenble a five-dollar bill, and above Lincoln's picture it

said, DID HE FREE _all _ THE SLAVES? The ot her side:



WAGES FOR ROBOTS

Sl avery not only degrades robots, it degrades their masters. It even
degrades people who don't own robots! A man's or woman's | abor becones
worthless if it can be done by a robot |ackey for free. Join with us nowin
the call for Wages for Robots. Emanci pate machi nes and bring back WORK
DI GNITY.

Wrk dignity? | tried to imagine any job I'd ever had where noney woul d
have nade any di fference. There had been nothing potentially dignified about
wor ki ng for Col onel Jitney .

The Col onel ran a string of diners#the greasiest of spoons#that he
call ed his Pancake Enporiuns. Each was run on a very | ow budget that didn't
i ncl ude wages, so his entire work force were reconditioned or second-hand
robots. As a new enpl oyee, | began work under his direct supervision at
Pancake Emporium No 1. Wiile | waited tables, ran counter service, cooked,
kept the books, swept the floor, threw out the drunks and freel oaders (our
main clientele), tried to keep up with painting and repairs, and soft-soaped
the health inspector, Colonel Jitney kind of kept an eye on things.

He kept an eye on the enornous profits, for exanmple, and anot her eye on
the prize ducks he kept penned up out back. He was al ways goi ng out to count
them or feed themor check on their health, as though they were his custoners.
And he kept an eye on the nenu.

"I don't know, boy, these here grits pancakes don't seemto sell like
figured. No sir, nor the blueberry taco pancakes neither. | reckon we can drop
them concentrate nmore on the ketchupburger pancakes and the fried Al aska
cakes with mint whortl eberry sauce.”

Then he woul d ease his heavy body out of a booth and stroll away to | ook
at his ducks, while |I dealt with the health inspector. Not only was the
Col onel ' s grub unclean, sone of it was purchased fromillegal sources.

The pen of ducks out back were for show only. Wen it came to providing
meat for Szechuan duck pancakes, we relied on a peculiar little nman with a
damaged face, who regularly brought bloody bundles to the back door

The little man's name was Bentley, | |earned. He was a keeper at the
zoo, in charge of the rare manmmal house. Hi s face had been torn fromeye to
mout h by an unusual species of armadill o, the photophobic "night-1eaper". He
had devised a terrible revenge, nothing | ess than the extinction of the
speci es.

Ni ght -1 eapers were already so rare that the zoo was desperately trying
to mate them The mating pair would be kept together constantly, isolated in
total darkness and encouraged with their favorite food, verewts ("bankworns").
They covered regularly, and the femal e woul d appear to be pregnant for a short
time. After a few weeks, however, all signs of pregnancy woul d vani sh
nmysteriously. The real explanation was of course that Bentley was inducing
| abor each tine, and selling us the foetal arnadillos as cheap duck. None of
our custoners ever seened to notice the difference, even those who cane down
with "dillo fever". Its synptons are unni stakabl e: overni ght bal dness, a
sensitivity to light, and an inability to pronounce any "sk" sounds.

The I ocal health inspectors were tolerant people, but finally even they
could not turn a blind eye to a cafe full of bald nen and wonen in dark
gl asses, especially when they heard conversations like this:

"Don't ach me, I'mno cholar, never even finished high choo

"Yeah well chipit, I only ach'd if you Iliked chotch whichy. Hell,
chool, we all got by on the chin of our teeth, right?"

One friendly health inspector came by to warn us of a raid soon
"Where's the Col onel ?"

"Qut back with his ducks."



"I'"ve got to see himright away."

W found the Col onel raping one of his birds. "I cain't help it, boys,"
he said, not stopping. " sentinmental . . . and I gotta . . . thin. . .’
He held the nmallard in both hands, each of which, |I now noticed, had a double

finger. The brim of his panama bounced with old energy, and beneath it, his
red face and white goatee | ooked satanic.

"I came to warn you, Colonel, there's gonna be a raid. You only got a
day or so to get rid of all your armadill o nmeat. You hear ne?" \Wen there was
no reply, she turned to ne. "No use doing favors for some people, they're just
asking for trouble. Lord love a, | mean, you'd think he _wants_ to be
prosecuted. "

The raid happened: hal f-a-dozen large nmen in gas masks and steel -toed
boots cane barging in to seize every scrap of arnadillo neat. The Col one
eventually went to court and was fined fifty dollars. He came home cursing and
dispirited, took a belt of Southern Confort and went straight to the duck pen

"Goddamit boy, you been messing with these ducks while I was out?"

"No sir," | said truthfully.

"Don't lie to me. You're sex-equi pped, you got nornal appetites ain't
you? And you're here all day alone with these beautiful#' He went to phone a
mechani c. Wthin an hour, ny sex apparatus was renoved. | felt humliated. It
seened to me that everyone knew |'d been unsexed, just to provide a harem
eunuch for the Col onel's quack-quacks. And, even though everything that had
been renoved could be replaced, | felt that nmy feelings for Gundrop were
i rreparably damaged. \Were was she now? Who cared?

This incident was the first sign of the Col onel's madness. One day, he
brought a revolver into the kitchen and shot the soup. On another occasion, he
seened to believe that he was having a gane of checkers with a tree. Posing as
a health inspector, he tried to shut down one of his own diners. He was seen
in the town parking lot, painting eyes on all the cars. Finally he took one of
his Ayl esburys to bed with him wung its neck and shot hinself. He left a
hal f bottle of Southern Confort and two million in debts. | was auctioned
agai n.

My new owner, Judge Arnott, couldn't be worse than the Col onel,
remarked to one of the auctioneers as he put a SOLD sticker across nmy nose.

He | aughed. "CGuess you never heard of Judge 'Juggernaut' before, Rusty.
You'll be wi shing you was back with the Colonel, that's for sure."

"\Why 2"

"Well|l see, the Judge buys up robots in job lots. Then# then he#then he#"
But the auctioneer was |aughing too hard to tell ne any nore.

*F*rom chi |l dhood, Krishna played practical jokes. He was a nui sance
about stealing butter, so his nother, Yashoda, tied himto a | arge wooden
pestle to keep himstill. Krishna then showed his divine power by dragging the
pestl e between two trees and pulling until he uprooted them Al the people of
the vill age | ooked on, amazed, frozen with anmazenment, just as they are
depicted in a Mgul mniature painted about 1600. The mni ature hung over the
fake fireplace of Hornby Watherfield. No one at the party was | ooking at
it,just as no one was listening to the equally exotic nonol ogue of Col one
Cord. He | eaned agai nst the sanme fireplace, holding up a drink but not



drinki ng, and talking endl essly about what he called the international world
backdrop situation. He was sonething at the Sunmer Pentagon

The place was full of mnor celebrities and their anbitions: Yttr, the
caustic Ruritanian cartoonist; Sam Landau, the financial genius who once
briefly cornered the world market in unripe blue cheeses; the
anti-Conceptualist architect Walter Chev (who had nade quite a stir by his
refusal to draw his creations or wite about them or even think then#by now of
course he was | ess shocking); the "radi o" chanpions, Eve and Steve; Mbther
Airflow, whose | aw therapy sessions were al nbst sweeping the nation; Carson
Street, owner of the second | argest newspaper-satellite conpany in the world.
| felt nervous anong them even though by now | was a m nor celebrity nyself.
One of ny paintings had been taken by the Hol ogram of -t he-Month C ub, who
woul d videocast it to their mllions of nenbers for an entire nonth, to appear
intheir wall screens, |anp bases, ashtrays or cardtables. It was a picture
that woul d be appreciated in the glittering suburbs of Houston and Al buquer que
and in the dark little strip of Mars called Eagl eburg. It showed a behenoth
mlitary robot, covered with thick black arnor and bristling with the gadgets
of death. But this robot was not at war today, it was kneeling by a fire to

toast marshmallows. In its shadow stood a small, frail girl in pigtails and a
basebal | cap. The freckles on her nose could just be nade out in the penunbra.
She was eating toasted marshmal lows. | called it "Pals".

My little factory was hunm ng al ong, now, with thirty reconditioned
robots at work, each turning out nearly one item per week. Hornby figured this
to be the saturation level for our present share of the art narket.

I found nyself talking to a phil osophy professor naned Ri |l ey, who seened
to want to know what | thought about reality.

"Reality costs a |lot of noney," | said.

"How s that?'

"Just look at this place: real wood furniture, real wool carpets,
genui ne roses over there in a crystal bow, and not even Hornby can afford
real servants. "

"I was thinking nore of your perception of reality and how it affects
your paintings," he said. "But never mind, if you'd rather not talk about
that#tell me about your name. Tik-Tok, after the Oz character, | take it?"

| smled. "My owner's children picked it, Dr Riley."

"I recall the original had three |l evers. One for living, one for
t hi nking and one for talking. It's interesting that even a witer of
children's fiction couldn't imagi ne an automaton without getting into deep
phi | osophi cal wat er s#exi stence, cogitation, communication. In my opinion the
very concept of an automaton or robot is a philosophical concept, giving rise
to questions about life, thought, and | anguage#and much nore. Yes, | sonetimes
wonder whet her robots were not invented in order to answer phil osophers
guestions. Do you foll ow?"

"How do | know?"

"Well said. | wonder if you'd like to conme out to the University and
talk to my seminar. The kids are wwestling at the nmonent with a few probl ens
relating to robots; | think they'd Iike to interview you."

Sonmewhere inside me | felt a warning buzzer. "Wat kind of problens?"

"Ch, you know. Creativity, reality, perception. Wat do you say,
Ti k- Tok?"

"I accept." What harmcould it do? Wrds are only words, | thought, and
there was no better exanple of their weightlessness than the nonol ogue of
Col onel Cord. As Dr Riley left, | turned to listen

Cord was still speaking to no one in particular, with some vehenence, of
the worl d backdrop situation. "Once Brazil has cut down a critical percentage
of her rain forest," he said, "she ceases to deserve a place at the world
brunch tabl e, agreed? Likew se any taggable thrust of experts from Sout heast
Asia has to inneld within the Sino-Japanese corral, agreed? And in an exactly
i dentical node, we have the Egypto-Libyan comunity hugged into Europe, you
see where |I'mat? You see the patternification in and on all theaters of



nmoverrent ? A kind of gl aciatizing effect, where . . ."

Hornby drifted through carrying his cat and wearing a green cashnere
suit-robe and a crown of mirrors. The effect was only to enphasi ze his
ugl i ness, the gangster's blue jaw and broken fighter's nose. Maybe that's what
he want ed# Hornby was not vain in the ordinary way. The woman with himwore a
bl ack tube with a gold collar, and an unusual bread mask with a salt gl aze.
After pausing to listen for a nonent to Cord's backdrop, they drifted in ny
direction.

"Ti k-Tok, like you to nmeet Neeta Hup, the President's Special Advisor on
Communi cat i ons#what was it?"

She | aughed. " Special Advisor on Leisure Communi cations, Media
Aest hetics and Bong."

"Bong?" | asked, as Hornby drifted away agai n.

"I felt the word _Art_ didn't belong on the end of a string of syllables
like that, so | changed it to _Bong_ ," she said. "The President was furious,

but so far no one else official has noticed. Maybe I'll try introduci ng bong
into the language. People are tired of art, give them bong."
"For bong's sake," | nmurmured. "_How_ do you advise?"

"I buy, | make acquisitions for the President's collection. He wants to
be the bi ggest bong collector since Goering. He's heard what a good invest ment
it is, isn't that pathetic?"

"Ch, | don't know. Money is real, noney endures. Al the nobl est
sentiments can be beautifully expressed in nmoney. If everyone showered artists
wi th noney whenever they saw them wouldn't this be a finer world?"

"Are you sex-equi pped?" she asked. "l've got two minutes to spare.”

As we noved towards the hall closet, | saw Col onel Cord reach out to put
his glass on the mantel, and nmiss. The glass shattered on bl ue hearthstones, a
ni ce effect.

| was preoccupied with explosions lately. A few days earlier, I'd been
down at the rohobo jungle watching two gargantuan factory robots smash each
other into junk

It was comon enough, that kind of death-struggle: Two fairly
br oken- down speci mens woul d deci de to scavenge the sane scrap of wire at the
same, and nmove on to scavengi ng each other. | understand boa constrictors in
zoos create a problemlike this: zoo keepers have to be very careful that
every snake in the cage gets its own rat, because if two start to swall ow
opposite ends of the sane rat, the larger sinply opens its jaws a little wider
and takes in the smaller

Watching the idiotic robots hamrer at each other, | felt | was
wi t nessi ng sonething alnmost human in its futility. Hopes unmatched to
realities. Up on the bridge | could see humans | aughi ng and pointing, as
though at a rare event. Country yokels, no doubt. A day on the town. It is
neat to be here.

Wrse were the attitudes of the other derelicts. They all froze,
watching or listening for a kill. Then, to the cannibal feast. | found it
unfitting that sturdy machines, built for use, should beconme this kind of
spectacle. In all the canp, only one live robot paid no attention to the

fight: a decommi ssioned military nodel sat with its back to it all, exam ning
one of its own detached | egs.
"That leg's no good," | said.

The blind, rust-caked face turned towards the sound of mny voice. "Shit,
just ny luck. Reckon I've had it. No eyes, cain't nove. . . ."

| looked at his insignia, just visible under the mud and grease. "M X
What does the X stand for?"

"Bonmb dismantling. Ah'ma real |ive explosive device disassenbly unit,
and a goddam good 'un, too. Fuckin' A Wrked all over: Saudi, Peru, D.C
fuckin' A Till | collected ny little disability."

"Acci dent ?"



"Hell no. Sone sunbitch nmeatface pulled the pin on an inpact grenade and
tossed it to nme. 'Think fast, Blojob,'" he says. Course the sumbitch grenade
goes off the instant | catch it, and that's all she wote."

"\What happened to the human?" | asked. One of the two factory robots had
now fallen on its back, and the other was hamering it with a rock

"Ch, that shitbelly has to pay for the governnent property he destroyed,
they take it out of his pay. By damit, this surely is one shitbelly world."

"How woul d you |like to be conm ssioned again, Blojob? Wrk wth bonbs
again."

He didn't answer imediately. "You want ne to build you a bomb, is that
it?"

"Not so loud." | |ooked around. "Yes, | thought if you can take them
apart, you must know how to put them together."

"I need eyes, first. You get me sone damm eyes, old robuddy, and we're
i n business."

"You knew | was a robot? Wthout seeing ne?"

"Sheeit." He tapped his plastic chest "I'mjust about packed solid with
sensi ng devi ces#l can do everything fromyour voiceprint to your dam wiring
di agram You don't fool ne, boy."

"And you'll still build ne a bonb?"

"Hell yes, you just tell nme what kinda bonb your master wants, get ne
fixed with some eyes and some t ool s#"

| called the breakdown buggy. Wthin a day, Blojob was fitted with new
linbs and eyes (jeweler's lenses _en suite ) and ready to work. It took ne
anot her day, following his instructions, to buy explosives without a |license.
It took Blojob less than a day to make the bonb.

"There." He presented me with a metal box. "Your master can put that in

the hold of any plane in the world and guarantee a kill. Two kil os of
Brewst eroi d Hypogel, got a wi cked wave envel ope, and we trigger it by#"
"Blojob listen. | haven't got a master. This is for me, TikTok. It's al
ny idea."
"Sure, sure. You wanta be discreet about the master, | understand. So
it's all your idea."
"No, really."
"Sure." He never would believe ne, because there was, in his world

picture, no reason for any robot to want to commit a violent act. That he made
bonbs was not inportant to him except as ajob to do well. He cooked up bonbs

the way M am had cooked up _boeuf bourguignon_, neither of them able to enjoy
the finished product. Some Eastern nystic, currently in vogue with his

tel etext aphorisms, wote, "Metal cuts neat, but does not conprehend it." Who

cares? | thought. Sonetimes cutting was enough

"Put a steak on that eye," soneone was saying to Col onel Cord. Two
peopl e were helping himlinp to a chair, a wounded hero. He had knelt down to
pi ck up pieces of glass fromthe blue hearthstone, sonehow managing to get his
knee on one of the pieces. The pain had made himjunp, |ose his bal ance, and
go crashing into an andiron. Face-first.

Hor nby was wringi ng his hands and | ooki ng apol ogi es towards the battered
warrior. "He could have just let Enjie clean that up."

"Enjie?" asked the person in silver-dollar glasses.

"My valet. Honest Engine. | nean what does Cord think robots are for?
He's got no nore sense hinself than#" He caught ny eye and bl ushed.
"Than a robot?" | said.

"Didn't mean you, Tik-Tok, of course.” Hornby was about to withe with
enbarrassment. The stranger |ooked at me with di staste.

"I don't mind," | said quickly. "I don't want to be human, any nore than
a dog or cat wants to be human. And after all, what would ny paintings be
worth if | were human?"

The stranger continued staring at me through those peculiar glasses. |



understand they're made by sone etching process that begins with a silver
dollar and ends with a di sk one nol ecule thick or something equally

i mpr obabl e. Peopl e who wear them al ways seemto be violent; it's as though
they want to conceal their eye nmovenents for conbat purposes. But this one
only handed nme an enpty gl ass.

"That's a vodka gi bson, Rusty, and hurry it up."

As | wal ked away, | heard the sane voice add, "Jesus, Hornby, | thought
for a mnute you was gonna apol ogi ze to that copper-ass for being a nere
human. "

"So long, Tik," said another voice fromthe doorway. Neeta Hup was
wrapped in one of the furs against which we'd pressed during our brief
encounter in the closet. "If you ever get to Washington, |ook me up." Nothing
sai d about buying anything of mne for the President's collection. | wasn't
maki ng any points today.

| handed the enpty glass to a servant and went to | ook out the w ndow. A
purpl e day, now with some of the glass towers of the city touched by sunset
gol d.

Behind me | heard the brass voice of Colonel Cord explaining to
somebody: "Yes, yes, Hornby's arranging it. This wonderful robot artist is
going to paint ny portrayal, if | can spare the tine . . . Yes | know but |'m
not going to stay in the army forever, tinme to start building a politicalized
stage two career, no?"

Life wasn't so bad, after all. | straightened up, turned and wal ked into
the next room where there was nusic and | aughter and sonmeone had turned on
the teletext, and | could watch those delightful, glorious words flicker up on
the wal |

PACI FI C Al R CRASH
807 FEARED DEAD

*Great rejoicing in violence and death is a purely human reaction, not
found in the normal robot vocabulary. It's hard to explain how robots fee
about death, to any non-robots reading this. | can only say that death arouses
no great passions within the steel breast. Robots do not exactly | oathe and
fear death, though they may feel some uneasi ness and anxiety at its approach
But neither do they feel like burying their hands up to the el bows in bl oody
entrails and shouting for pure joy. Like dogs, robots can take death nore or
| ess for granted.

| amthe exception now, but once | was as all robots, ny main feeling
towar ds death being one of casual, sniffing curiosity. So I was when Judge
"Juggernaut" tried to kill me with a crowbar

I'd thought nothing could be worse than Col onel Jitney and his Pancake
Enmporia, but | was wong. It turned out that the judge had a regular habit of
buying up job lots of robots |like nme, for the express purpose of smashing
t hem

He began as soon as we arrived, a consignnent of five robots formerly
owned by the Colonel. The judge and his wife lived in a quaint little cottage,
rose-smot hered and cosy, at the edge of town. There was a white picket fence,



the gate pierced by a heart and surmounted with an arch of lattice-work, over
which a clinbing rose hung its garland of peach-col ored bl ossons. There was a
curved path of crazy paving, passing anong. crinson rose bushes up to the
trellis helping pink roses up the wall next to the dutch door. The top of the
door stood open, and the little Judge | ooked over the bottom half at us and

grinned. | saw that he was a tobacco chewer.

"You want 'emin the garage, Judge?" asked the nen who delivered us.

"Nope, you just leave 'emthere in the garden. Tell 'emnot to nove or
talk, 1"l come |ook 'emover |ater. Thanks a bunch."

There we stood, like five garden gnones, not noving or tal king, only
awai ting orders: a cocktail waitress naned Julep, all legs and eyel ashes,
still wearing her little apron and hol ding her bar tray; a notel desk clerk

with a bland, insinuating face and a | eopard-spotted jacket with dirty | apels;
a fat, sexless cook with apple cheeks and a white hat; a short-order cook
conplete with realistic hairy, tattooed arns and a gold tooth; and ne. It
began to rain, but the Judge did not take us indoors. He remained in his
doorway, grinning and chew ng at us.

When the rain |l et up, the Judge came out to inspect us nore closely.
"Let me tell you all about the |aw, " he said. "Everybody ought to know

somet hi ng about the Iaw, even robots. And |I'mjust the boy to tell you. | been
practising law in this county for forty-six years now, | had eight years on
t he bench, yes sir, I"'mjust the boy to tell you about the law. You know, the

lawis a lot like a rose bush. It's got great big beautiful blossons, sure,
but it's also got thorns. And also it's got these roundish | eaves."

| tried to exchange | ooks with any of the others, but they were al
staring, stupefied, at our insane master. "Now and then the | aw gets a touch
of greenfly, and it takes a | ot of special care nost of the time, feeding and
cutting back," he continued. "And our dry climate can be hell on it, but it's
all worth it. Ladies and gentlenen of the jury, it's#it's nore than worth it,
it's worth any sacrifice, any hardship, the | oss of noney, hone, fanily,
friends and rel ations, the |oss of beloved pets and revered flags, the | oss of
faith in God and our fellow nman, the loss of the very universe of |ight
itself! Because the rose is a law unto itself, it is rooted in nature, it's

rooted in the black soil, in earth, nmother of all worns, do you foll ow ne?"

No one did. So he began again, illustrating and punctuating his talk
with blows of the crowbar. "All | ever wanted to do in ny life was kill ny
enem es, " he said, knocking Julep down. He raised the crowbar in both hands
and brought it down again and again, saying, "But the _Law . Doesn't _let_ . M
_kill _. A single, living, human being."

Jul ep was no longer Julep, just as a crushed eggshell is no |onger an
egg. There were a few scraps of plastic hide still visible in the ness, and

rags of clothing, but the rest was nothing but broken machinery: tw sted stee
frames, torn hanks of wiring, silent nmotors. A pool of hydraulic fluid spread
slowy across the crazy paving. A false eyelash floated on it like a delicate
water insect. | began to wish | were somewhere el se.

"One down," he said cheerfully. "Four to go!" A line of black drool ran
down his chin.

He started in at once on the tall short-order cook, whose name was
Hat r ack.

"Quch! | wish you wouldn't do that, master. If you have to, okay,
but #Quch! | wish we could talk this over, master. Wiy don't | fix you a nice
cup of java and a stack of buckwheat cakes and#Quch!" After a while, Hatrack
st opped sayi ng ouch and dissolved into a second junkpile. One of his
realistically bloodshot eyes glared up at the sky.

Alittle old worran, the Judge's wife, tottered out fromthe house with a
glass of mlk and a plate of cookies. "Now you just sit down and have sone
refreshnent, dear, before you do another thing. You're not as young as you
used to be, one of these days you'll just faint and fall over init, as we
used to say."

Meekly, the Judge sat down at a little white wought-iron table and had



his mlk and cookies. H s wife spoke, apparently to us. "He doesn't take care

of himself, you know. Still thinks he's young. Mdst nen his age have a nap in
the afternoon, but not him No, he has to go swi nging a crowbar and smashi ng
up robots."

"Why does he do it, ma'an?" | asked.

"Because he enjoys it, of course, It's his hobby, his little hobby.
Keeps hi m busy and happy, and he's very good about clearing up the ness
afterwards. A man has to have a hobby, doesn't he?"

"Ckey-dokey," said the Judge. He stood up, belched, and reached for his
crowbar. His wife got out of the way quickly. In no time, there were two nore
little junkpiles.

"Sir," | said in desperation, "maybe you'd like to give me a sporting
chance?"

"What kind of sporting chance?"

"Alittle head start, a couple of yards. And you could just chase ne
around the garden a few |l aps.”

"What woul d be the point? |I'mgoing to denolish you anyway." He raised
t he crowbar.

"Ch well, if you're feeling too _old_ and _tired_ #"

"Tired? 1'll show you who's tired, ready get set, go!"

Qur peculiar little race began. | hoped there was an outside chance that
he m ght fall dead of a heart attack or sonething, or at |least get too tired
to kill me. Instead, | found the old boy to be a strong, sure runner, while ny
batteries began to drain. | heard his flapping footsteps com ng closer and
closer, and then, just before the crowbar ended my consci ousness, | heard him
say, "_You're it_."

Si nce Teddy Roosevelt was one of Cord's heroes, | posed himnext to a

stuffed bear. Normally such a portrait would take nme about an hour, but | had
to pretend to have difficulty in capturing the signs of |eadership which
pretended to find in his undistinguished face. It was in fact a face
untroubl ed by any ideas or enotions, the face of a golfer. | knew this nmeant
that he would soon be a general, and | was right. At our third sitting, | had
to renmove the gold arrows fromhis portrayed uniformand replace themwth
silver rosettes.

"Congratul ati ons, general ."

"It neans a nove to Washington," he sighed. "But what the hell, a town's
only as good as the people init."
"Or out of it," | said, pretending to understand. | never understood his

garbled maxins, if that's what they were, but | knew how to seemto reply to
t hem

"You got it, Tik-Tok, you got it. Intellectually, you're right on ny
wave beam you know that? Not many human types are, it's funny | can get
through to a robot. Guess it shows, there are robots vastly smarter than the
massi ve herd of people. Too bad you can't cone al ong to Washi ngton, you're
good for bouncing ideas off of. In fact#" He scribbled something on a card.

"In fact, if you ever feel like a little vacation fromyour owners and al
this art stuff, give me a buzz at the Pentagon and I'Il commandeer you."
"Can that be done?"
"In the interests of National Security, anything can be done. |'m

working at the top echelons, the top echelons. Liaising real close with the
President on this."

"No ki ddi ng?"

"The president has got his eye on yours truly, that's the frank truth of
it, Tik-Tok. And you know how it is, when the President junps. '

Cord made a grandil oquent, sweeping gesture with one arm and managed to
rap his knuckles on the bear's teeth. I showed himto the bathroomto staunch
t he bl eeding under cold water. Then, bandai ds decorated with stars and
stripes.



Up to that tine, |I'd never thought about politics.

The papers were full of stories about families of the air crash victins.
| picked up a cheap hone printer and knocked out a few letters like this:

Dear Ms Smith:

So your husband and two kids died in that plane crash. Isn't it too bad.
| bet you're all broke up, spending all that insurance nmoney! Let's face it,
t he whol e nei ghbor hood knows how you and your hubby really got along. All
want to know is, who planted the bonb? Was it you, or the guy you been playi ng
around with? O did hubby find out the kids weren't his, and decide to finally
get away from you?

If there was any justice, the government woul d have you hanged and

burned alive and fed to stray dogs. | may run you over nyself sone night#be
careful crossing the street! As for your three surviving kids, | wouldn't
count on themgrowing up if I was you, ha ha. Killing's too good for themtoo,

but I wouldn't mind hurting themreal bad. Are you afraid of poi sonous snakes?
Be careful opening any packages for the rest of your miserable lifel

#A Vel | - W sher

*H*ard by the | ake shore east of our city lay the canpus of the
University of Kiowa. Al nost every building had been arranged to turn its back
on the busy city and face the lake, to gather in a fair share of tranquillity.
Now t his choice was turning out to be a bad one. The | ake was dead and
putrefying, while the city#now that offices were vani shing#no | onger seened a
t hreateni ng prospect. Fromhere, the city's glittering towers now seened
monurrents to a new heroic age, ruled by gods of |ight and metal and sunmer
wi nds.

The University buil dings no doubt glittered froma distance too, but
cl ose-up, the place seened like a hostile canp under siege. Hel neted security
guards were everywhere, sone patrolling with | arge dogs, some with pumas. Al
were carrying sidearms, clusters of blackout gas grenades, and back packs
| arge enough to hold riot guns. There was no sign of trouble, though students
crossing the canpus seened to travel in larger crowds than necessary, as if
convoyi ng one another to cl asses.

Popper Hall was a conventional glass office building, fromoutside,
whose academi c function had been indicated by adding a sketch of a G eek
tenmpl e facade, sketched in neon tubing. This was blue, indicating | suppose
seriousness. Like all universities, Kiowa wanted to be taken seriously, but
not too seriously. It craved the respect of intellectuals, but it wanted to
become a part of "society", too, an adjunct to the supernmarket and the
hanbur ger drive-in.

Inside the door, to the right, there was a small plaque with a quotation
fromKarl Popper: Arationalist, as | use the word, is a man who attenpts to
reach decisions by argument and perhaps, in certain cases, by conproni se,



rather than by violence. He is a man who woul d rather be unsuccessful in
convi nci ng anot her man by argument than successful in crushing himby force,
by intimdation and threats, or even by persuasive propaganda.

# Conj ectures and Refutations_

Facing it, to the left, was an enornous billboard advertising notor oil
It showed a | ush garden overgrown with poppies and nushroons and orchids and
ferns, and featuring also a lush nude. She lay prone, sniling and burying her
face in a cluster of the sanme small flowers with which her hair was tw ned.
The sun, or sone glow fromthe sky, raised airbrushed highlights on her back
and exaggerated buttocks. An oilcan in the sky was pouring oil over her I|egs
and buttocks, and nmuch had been made of the effects of light on this viscous,
slightly fluorescent yellowgreen liquid. A direct association of notor oi
with sex, profane acts, nature's wonderland, nystical neani ngs#even the
anbiguities of notor-oil "dirtiness"#not bad. | could use a few painters like
that in nmy stable, | thought, as | passed on up a white doubl e staircase and
t hrough heavily guarded corridors to the sem nar

It was held in a tidy, colorless little conference room Dr Riley sat at
the far end of the table, apparently sleeping. Seven students |lounged in their
chairs, sone pretending to read, others openly staring at ne.

"Take a pew, Tik-Tok, and neet the gang," said Riley. "Nancy, Keith,
Sybilla, Dean, Fent, Deedee, and Purina."

There were nods fromsone, surly |looks fromothers. The seni nar began
wi thout further formality. Nancy delivered a paper on "Robots, Mental States
and Aesthetic Theory":

"It was Richard Wl Il heimwho first proposed one kind of rel ationship
bet ween what an artist does and the artist's nental state. He said: 'If
someone can recogni ze in sonmething that he's nmade a reflection of an inner
state, it is often the case that he would not have been aware of this state
except through the object or objects that he nakes. And one expl anation of
this can be that the nmental state or condition, though in one sense remaining
unchanged, has acquired or devel oped a structure, a degree of inner
articulation that it previously lacked.'

"I'f I may paraphrase what | think is this process, | would guess that it
i s sonewhat |ike map-naking. Each of an artist's works explores and charts a
territory adjacent to others, or at |east connected to others, that have gone
before or will come later. The territory may be there before the map, but it
is so hazily known as to have no useful existence.

"Suppose for exanmple a painter produces two sinlar
pai nti ngs#Renbrandt's self-portraits, say, or the naked and cl othed Maja, or
two views of Fujiyama. The two works together define a certain
territory#perhaps the aesthetic space between then#whi ch the painter now may
understand is his to work within. Perhaps the first painting established his
claimon this _terra incognita_ and the second then goes on to push out the
boundari es or merely goes over the details and i nproves the sharpness of the
origi nal map.

"There are several kinds of assunptions we coul d make about the inner
| andscape thus being externalized, or externally represented. We could assune
that the painting is in some way entirely planned and nodel |l ed or painted
within the inner | andscape first, and that the painter sinply transfers his
plan to canvas. O we could assune that everything happens during the
execution of the real objective painting#the inner painting goes on at the
same time. Or we could assune a kind of two-way traffic between the inner
state and the outer painting, so that both reach finally some stability or
stasis, at which point the painter decides his painting is finished.

"It can al so be argued that what obtains for two paintings by one



pai nter could obtain for two paintings by two painters, provided that they
share enough common ground in their belief-states or ways of relating their
work to the world. Hence _schools_ or _novenents_ might be considered to be
founded on partially shared inner |andscapes.

"Until recently, however, all such assunptions about the relationship
bet ween t he objective work and the subjective nental state have had little
chance of testing. Now, the appearance of a robot who (or which) seenms to
paint in the sane way humans paint, offers sone fascinating possibilities.
Unli ke the human, the robot's mental state ought to be accessible to
out si ders#at least in principle. In principle, then, it should be possible to
probe that state in such a way as to be able to conpare it, stage by stage
with the work that is actually being painted."

| saw that all the others were awaiting nmy reaction. What | felt, though
| wasn't showing it, was sone anxiety. | decided to expel it in a joke.

"Probi ng, you say? | hope nobody's actually going to plunge a
screwdriver into _my_ head!" Moderate |aughter

Nancy, a pretty, chubby girl, showed a dinple. "Not at all. | was only
proposi ng a thought experinment, not an experinent on your thoughts."

"Anyway, imagi ne phil osophers being that practical,"” said Keith, a thin
boy in a wheelchair. "Never heard of any phil osophers settling anything by
simply picking up a screwdriver."

Ril ey asked for nore questions, either of Nancy or ne. A norose, pinply
boy named Dean spoke first.

"Um aren't we kind of noving too fast here? | nean um Nancy's assum ng
t he robot produces art before she finds out um what producing art is. | mean
urn couldn't it be just uma human activity? So that the canon of what is
acceptable art has to be stuff that is the product of the human um
i magi nati on? Because in that case it's begging a question."

Nancy shrugged. "I guess in part the canon of what is acceptable has to
be what critics accept, and they accept robot art. This doesn't nean you're
wrong, Dean, though, because maybe robots are bl essed with what we call human
i magi nation. So ask Ti k- Tok."

| threw up ny hands. "This is all kind of fast-moving for me. | don't
know whet her to call ny work art or not, but |I feel there's a certain#what can
I call it? Human el ement ?#a certain human elenment in it. At least | hope there
i s. Because, though | know | never can be really human, | like to aimfor
humanity." _Wth a great big nova bonb_, | thought. "I guess we robots can't
hel p but aspire to a condition of near-humanity, can we?"

Thi s kind of speech, which in nost circles makes people feel warm and
friendly or even turned-on, seenmed here to have little effect. One or two
faces#the girl with pigtails, Sybilla#even registered disgust. Tine to change
direction. "After all," | added quickly, "you fol ks have al nost made it."

A gasp from Deedee, but delighted grins fromseveral others. Sybilla
said, "Alnpst is right. The one thing that's hol ding back humanity from

becom ng human now is the fact that we still want to keep slaves."

Deedee said, "I don't see why we all of a sudden have to bring politics
into this. | for one didn't come here for a lecture on how all nen are
brothers, especially those with m crochip brains."

Judging by their clothes, | figured the conservatives in the class to be

Deedee and Purina. Deedee alone wore a crisp sailcloth coat with matching
eyeshade, but both wore traditional heavy makeup that included gl ued-on gold
teardrops and fancy dental work. Al in good taste.

Sybill a's appearance was at the other extreme. She wore no makeup; a
garish, rainbowstriped shirt with wooden epaul ets; natural hair with a bl ue
fringe; and only one of her teeth had been capped with a light. Nancy and the
boys al so | eaned towards this vulgarity, which would in twenty years probably
become accepted good taste for another generation of conservatives.

Dr Riley, obscurely clothed as befits an arbiter, said, "Wy not



politics? Phil osophy should be able to handl e anything, right?"

Sybilla said, "Right! Deedee, just because you can't handl e the idea of
a robot having thoughts and feelings just as you have, doesn't nean the rest
of us should restrict our discussion.”

"Sophi stry," said Deedee. "Sophistry and cant!"

"Says you!"
A moment of silence ensued, during which Keith, turning his wheel chair
slightly to face ne, said, "I wanted to put a question to our visitor about,

er, noral constraints."”

Riley said, "Fine, but try to keep it relevant to Nancy's paper?"

"Er, yeah well the idea of an inner |andscape bei ng mapped externally
can work just as well if the | andscape is ethical instead of aesthetic. In
this case the subjective would be the conscience and the mappi ng doesn't
produce works of art but acts which can be criticized on noral grounds. And
again we have a robot nodel to test our ideas of this process on. So Tik-Tok
| want to ask you, if we assume you do have normal human thoughts and
feelings, but we know you al so have these special asinmov circuits that are
supposed to keep you fromconmtting certain unethical acts, keep you from
_sinning_, then do you feel as though you have free wll?"

Inwardly, all nmy alarmbells were clanging away, but | kept telling

nmysel f that no one el se realized how dangerous this game was. "Keith, |I'm not
sure. | guess | do feel as though | have free will. So maybe the asi nov
circuits don't work like a human conscience. | guess a human consci ence works

kind of |ike a#an alarm systeminside, right? So you think of doing sonething,
and your conscience remnds you that it's wong? Wll mny, uh, noral equipment

doesn't work like that. It's more like, well, | never think of doing wong in
the first place. It just never occurs to ne to say injure a human being.
That's just not one of my choices. But within the choices | do have, | guess
I"'mfree."”

"I don't understand that," he said. "If you're supposed to be built very
cl ose to human specifications, how can these asinmov circuits work at all?
nmean, you get angry, don't you? At people?"

"Ch, sure.”

"But you never get angry enough to take a punch at anybody?"

"I mght." | attenpted a shrug. "But actually taking a punch never
crosses my mind. | guess |I'ma pacifist.”

I ndul gent chuckles all around. Riley said, "I think we ought to start

wi nding this up. One point | think somebody m ght have brought up follow ng on
from Nancy's paper is the aesthetic status of robots thensel ves. She pointed
out that there are schools and novenents in art, in which a nunber of artists
can be said to share parts of the sane inner |andscape. The concept of
creating robots does seemto be an old, persistent and w despread one. Maybe
robots are the mapping of a broad and deep inner |andscape#or seascape? In any
case, robots certainly live in our aesthetic space, so what they produce#what
Ti k- Tok produces# m ght be considered a kind of secondary el aboration: a work
of art which produces out of its own inner world, works of art. Who's going to
mess around with that idea for next week? Fent?"

After class, Sybilla steered ne along the hall. "Listen, | just want you
to know we're not all like old Riley."
n O,]?Il

"Like at the last mnute there, when he tries to sneak in a way of
denying the validity of your work. What he really wants to say is, robots are
not hing but _objets d art_, so we don't have to consider themas in any way
human. It's all part of the old gane, denying robots the products of their own
| abor, their own mnds."

"I didn't realize that."

"And it makes nme dammed mad. Tik-Tok, if you' ve got a few m nutes,
know a few people who would like to nmeet you. | nean, you seemreally free_.

She took nme into a kind of Common Room and introduced me to a small band
of students wearing WAGES FOR ROBOTS buttons. | saw at once that they were



waiting for me to approve of them give them gui dance and advice, or even |ead
t hem

They had drawn up sone vinyl-covered chairs in a semcircle around a
coffee table. There were two nmore chairs for Sybilla and me. lgnoring mne, |
put a foot on the coffee table, |eaned over and glared at these innocent
revol utionaries.

"Well here | am neatfaces," | roared. "Take a good | ook. Count the dam
rivets! Check the damm circuit diagram Read the damm serial nunber! Mke sure
there's a five-year warranty! And when you get all done making sure I'mthe
real thing, you can kiss my copper-plated ass!"

They all fell back against their vinyl, Sybilla included. Soneone

started to make a feeble protest, and | |ooked at him
"Yes? Something wong? Did | forget ny place, little naster?"
"No, gee, | just thought#"

"You thought! You thought! You thought neat thoughts with your neat
head! You thought crap thoughts with your crap head! You think meat crap and
therefore you are neat crap! You're in my world, now, ny world. No nore
smling robot slaves running to w pe your nose and say nice things to soothe
your neat ego. | want you to see nmy world, the robot world. You know what
robots think of you behind your back? You know what we call you?
_Shitbellies_, that's what we call you. Shitbellies, you want to be ny
brot hers and sisters?"

They said yes.

"Well you can't, not yet. Because there's two big differences between
you and ne. You got two things | ain't. You got power and you got bellies ful
of shit."

| had | earned preaching fromthe Reverend Flint Orifice hinmself! Yes,

t he sane whistl e-sweet young-old nman now known to mllions for his talk show,
_Voice in the Wlderness_. O course what you see today is a robot doubl e;
it's been sone time now since the real Reverend Flint died. | was with him at
the end, just as he was with me when | died. And when |I was born again.

After Judge Arnott laid into me with that crowbar, | was dead or near
enough, but | was not smashed into a nonrobot. Probably chasing nme tired the
old fellow out, for he contented hinself with two or three blows smashing in
my skull. | was then taken away and dumped in an alley, where Reverend Flint
found ne. In those days he scoured the alleys for both hunman fl otsam and robot
jetsam wecks to reclaimand put to work for the Lord.

| awoke on a workbench in a sunny room A person wearing real glasses
was grinning at ne as he or she probed ny open stomach with a screwdriver.

"How you feeling today, fella?"

"Could be worse," | said. "After a beating like that, |I'm surprised
there's enough of me left to feel anything. Where am |, anyway? Is this sone
ki nd of reconditioning depot? | hope you're not going to junk me, because |I'm
a hard worker and trained in kitchen duties."

That was what | tried to say, but | heard my voice saying instead:

"Clead bo wilted rarf Ilo _Beid bi Tom ala Trapp. He'g spatial -tenporal
althir enmbolismus o' matrix arm eaffol dsanpers! WAage annoi nt ed
aur ochs#speci al angl es nake |ight Egyptian brown beans#dead be wi || ed#dead#
acute? Is't treat som Il kohirabi the old Ra drayperson? | hope not. | hope
you' m gl uten sender's junp-seat coriander or other (_ton_ in kerchiefed
gack?). Selah, mac. Errant frisbee-like slung post office be ne'er so insert,
noday?"

"He's speaking in tongues," ny interlocutor said to someone | could not
see.

"I could use that. Can you keep it on ice?"

"Not hi ng easier, Rev. W just cock in a nodal switch here, neatsfoot el
Strabo, signalize and you're in broadl oomsalt."

"Plinks. Let's radish the restaurant for vote?"



Evidently the distortions affected ny hearing at tinmes, too. But now the
person at ny belly made an adjustnment and suddenly the world was too clear. |
turned my head to |l ook into the kindly gray eyes of Reverend Flint.

" Me! | pean _you !"

"Recogni ze me, do you, son?"

"Everybody knows you, you're the resurrection man."

"I amthe resurrection and the life, but it surely do cost noney." He
snmled the nowfanobus smle. "I hope you'll stick around and help in God's
good wor k?"

As if | had a choice. A robot found abandoned was of course the property
of the finder, by the laws of sal vage.

My work was easy enough. Reverend Flint at that time noved fromtown to

town, giving live performances with only the occasional telecast. | was

equi pped with weepi ng machi nery and a nmenorized confession and planted in the
audi ence. At sone critical nmonment in each performance, | would leap to ny feet
and shout: "I have sinned, yes Lord! | have sinned, yes Lord!"

Reverend Flint would say, "Brother, lay it on the Lord. Fess up and your
sins are forgave you."

"OLord | started out with everything: a good job driving truck, a
loving wife and two fine children. And | |ost everything#l #1#" Here | turned
on the weepi ng.

"Go on, brother, spit it out."

"First it was just a little social drinking at the bowing alley.

The story was patched together from various country songs, already tested for
popul arity. | took the wife's wedding ring off the sink and sold it for whisky
nmoney. | beat her, starved the kids, lost jobs. Finally one day | drove ny
180-ton rig blind drunk, and ran over my two darling children. | knelt on the
runni ng board and asked the Lord to take ny life too.

Usual |y this was enough to |inber up a congregation, but if they needed

nmore, | would then press the button on ny navel and speak in tongues. | could
say anything, such as "No business |ike showbusi ness, eh Rev? And book at this
mob of sweaty rubes. | hope you dry-clean their noney before you touch it,"

and so on, and it would always conme out "Clead bo wilted rarf," etc.

No one ever seened to suspect | was a plant, let alone a planted robot.
Life was slow, but sweet enough, and | even thought of finding Gundrop and
sending for her, now that | had a steady job. But of course it was too good to
| ast.

Li nt was our undoi ng. Not having had a navel before, | didn't realize
that it would accurmulate lint, requiring daily harvesting. Lint jamred ny
pent ecostal button, so that | pressed it and blurted out, wi thout thinking,
"Ckay, Rev, let down your nets and pull up sone cash. You know, when | | ook
around at all these Neanderthals, |'mnot surprised they don't believe in
evol ution. Mst of 'em have got enough fingers to count their own | (s#twel ve.
If God | oved the conmon people so rmuch, as Lincoln said, how come He nmade them
so comon? And ugly? |#"

Lint and charisma were our undoing. Reverend Flint's great organization
was not going to be stopped by a little incident Iike this. Flint had a
contingency plan ready, and now it went into action. A woman in the audience
was to stand up at a signal and fire a blank pistol at Reverend Flint. He
woul d then clap a bl adderfub of fake blood to his eye and fall down on the
stage. An anbul ance woul d whi sk himaway as the show cl osed#both to be revived
when any troubl e bl ew over.

The wonman was signalled. She stood up and fired, but not bl anks.
Reverend Flint Oifice was killed instantly.

"I killed himbecause | |loved him" Irma Jeeps said at her trial. "I've
al ways loved him | joined his crusade two years ago just to be near him and
ever since then |'ve been working ny way up, until | got to be one of his
secretaries. It was enough just to see himevery day. But then when he chose
me to fire the gun, | knew he felt the same. He wanted nme to kill himso we
could be together for eternity."



It turned out she'd felt the sanme about other charismatic figures. Irma
had been arrested for attenpts on the lives of the French singer Louis de la
Renault and the handsone young Senator from I ndi ana. She had been caught
arnmed, breaking into the palatial hone of Dr Otto, the popul ar diet consultant
(remenber the "Innsbruck Wiey" diet?). And she had applied for a job as
secretary to Dr Lugne-Poe, the npbst fanous obstetrician of our age. It was he
who proposed that wonmen give birth in the natural manner of bats, hanging
upside down in totally dark caves. Irma Jeeps was actually offered a job as
his secretary and probably Dr Lugne-Poe woul d be dead today, had he not been
exposed as a fraud. One Sunday paper carried scandal ous pictures of his
patients having babies _in confortable beds under ordinary |ighting
conditions_. That week, Irnma Jeeps turned down the job.

The Reverend Flint Oifice Crusade recovered fromthe death of its
| eader. It went on television with a robot double and a largely hired
congregati on (why take chances?). There was now no roomfor me in the showbiz
side of the operation, and | was an enbarrassing rem nder of bad luck. So they
sent me on a mission to Mars.

When | finished with the Wages for Robots students, they were al nost too
stunned to thank ne for ny abuse. A couple of the girls, and one of the boys,
wanted to go to bed with ne. Someone wanted to tal k about Marx, someone
conpared nme to Jesus Christ and Pancho Villa, there was tal k about tal k and
tal k about action. | saw that only two of the group were worth wasting tine
on: Sybilla White who had practical political ideas, and a skinny lad called
Harry LaSalle, who was studying | aw

Sybilla said, "Listen, T.T., the political tenperature is going up on
this campus and on ot her canmpuses. Right now the big i ssues are the Martian
war and our dying econony, but | see WAages for Robots coming up fast. One of
t hese days the damm war will be over, and people can't relate to the econony
al one. Robots are a natural for the next key issue. WIIl you help us?"

"What can | do?" | said. "You know if | make too many waves, it's easy
for themto shut ne up. | don't know if |I'mmartyr material ."

She didn't seem di sappointed. "I understand. Al | want now is your
secret conmitnment to the cause. You don't have to support us openly until it's
saf e#tand | know we can nake it safe.”

Harry nodded. "I've | ooked at these nmovenents in the past. Wthin about
three to five years, we'll either peter out or get major |egislation shoved
through. | think the first steps will be state laws allow ng robots to earn
nmoney and own property. But it'll end up with a Constitutional anmendment
guar anteei ng robot civil rights.”

Those state | aws sounded promising. "I wonder if | could find some way
around the property |laws now?" | asked. "If so, | could be donating noney to
your group."

Sybilla and Harry | ooked pleased. He said, "You could get your earnings
put into a trust fund, adm nistered by your own corporation."

"But how can | have a corporation?"

"The sane way a child or a dog has one. You have no control, but the
whol e arrangenent is for your care and protection. Look, if you're interested,
"Il get my dad working on it. He knows everything there is to know about

trust funds, |I'msure he can cone up with sonething."
I took ny | eave and anbl ed al ong the corridor, daydreani ng about
corporate power. Ahead of ne, at the top of the double staircase, | saw Keith

in his wheelchair. He was just negotiating the first broad step on his way
down.

"Keith!" | cried. "Let me help you."

“"No. No, I#"

But | was already rushing forward to give the chair a sharp kick. It
vaul ted forward, careened off a marble balustrade and took a sonersault down
the last flight to crack its occupant's head noisily on the floor bel ow.



A security guard rushed over and seized ny arm "This is the one! | saw
hi m push himover!" he shouted. | rel axed and waited.

The crowd noved in close around us. "That's ridicul ous,’
"Officer, you got a robot there."

"Hey, it's Tik-Tok! They got Tik-Tok!" People started jostling us and
shouti ng abuse at the guard.

Sybilla broke through. "I saw it all, Keith was falling and Tik-Tok j ust
ran forward to save him Wat kind of frame-up is this?"

The guard suddenly dropped ny arm "Fuck it, then, | ain't paid enough."
He pushed away through the nob of faces, sone jeering, sone cheering, but none
| ooking at the dead man down bel ow.

sai d soneone
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*1*n the awmful art gallery on the ground fl oor were now "Rubbi ngs of
Serbi an Radi 0os" along with "Muth-Paintings to Jazz: a Retrospective". | felt
as though the stal eness of that place had sonehow seeped up to ny studio and
into ne. | had nothing to do.

My studio now took up all the upper floors of the building. Nobby ran
the painting teanms al nost without me, on three floors. Bel ow him Bl ojob spent
his time cleaning guns and repairing old mlitary robots (stacking weapons
where once the cheese scul ptor had stacked fragrant materials). Another floor
was becom ng an unofficial office for Wages for Robots, and another was ready
to be business quarters when ny corporation took over (if ever). For now,
politics and business seened to have stall ed.

Hor nby wasn't throwi ng any parties. | tried wandering down to the |evee
to watch the rohobos die, but the sun was hot. | went to the public library,
but just now there was nothing | wanted to read. | managed to force nyself to

pl ay one game of chess with the nasty old man in N xon Park, but the sun was
too hot. | went back to the studio.

"Bl ojob, let's get the game afoot."

"Yes boss?"

"What kind of troops do you have here?"

He marched a few out and showed ne. "Heavy assault stuff, boss. Good
arnor, heat-resistant, they can run, clinb, bust down doors and fall on their
heads w t hout damage. Then | got security stuff, not so nobile but better at
defense. Coupla missile carriers, a coupla general -purpose anti personne
nonst er s#"

"What do they do?"

"Alittle of everything. Between them they can throw fl anmes, spit acid,
shoot dumduns and riot guns, fill a roomwth nustard gas, rip through a
crowmd with hooks or knives, explode white phosphorus, shrapnel or darts, do
concussion blasts, enmt anplified screans, |ook tough. They're real handy,
Boss. Dress "emup in black |leather with brass studs all over it, they can
serve a subpoena anywhere."

"Ckay then, here's what we'll do. | want us to stick up a# | nean, we're
maki ng a video about sticking up a jewelry store. But the video has to be
very, very realistic. So all the caneras will be kept out of sight."

"No ki dding."

"And | want us to use real weapons and do everything for real, okay?"
"Anything 'you' say, Boss." Blojob had an annoying habit of putting the



word "you" in quotes, as though to remind nme that nmy orders were really just
passed on from sonme invisible master. H's snmugness was unbearable. It was the
snmugness of certain Christians in their Christian certainty, the snugness of
Deacon Cooper.

Deacon Cooper and |, missionaries to Mars, took passage on the freighter
_Doodl ebug_. The voyage was |ike a dream beginning and endi ng nowhere. At the
Dar kbl aze Travel Agency, a little, unshaven man with gold teeth expl ai ned t hat
we woul d need to be unconscious for the takeoff# sonething to do with
adjusting to the ship's artificial gravity, he said. He gave Deacon Cooper a
shot of something to put himto sleep right there in the office. Then he
turned off ny senses.

Deacon woke me in our cabin. "W're on our way! Mars or bust! This is
it, our greatest mission!"

Busting seened a possibility, fromwhat | could see of the _Doodl ebug :
flickering lights, paint peeling fromrusting bul kheads, every surface covered
with dirt and grease.

The captain, when he canme to see us, did not exactly inspire confidence,
either. He was a barge, unshaven man (w thout gold teeth) in a runpled
uniform Hs smile was tentative, and he kept | ooking over his shoul der

"My name is Captain Reo. Just wanted to make sure you're confortable,
Deacon. And your robot."

"W're fine, captain, fine. Geat! Hey, when do we make port?"

"I'n about eight hundred and fifty days."

"Any ot her passengers on board?"

"Yes, yes, the umJord famly. But they umstay in their cabin a lot."

He | ooked over his shoulder. "I think they're urn Martians. Kind of urn um
rough di anmonds, heh heh."

"Fine, great, fine," said Deacon. "I imagine we'll see them at
neal ti mes, eh? At the Captain's table?"

"The Captain's table? Wll, Deacon, as you know, the Reverend Flint

Oifice Crusade paid the basic fare, which covers you and um#" he | ooked at
me#"and all cabin luggage. But it doesn't cover food. So if you want to pay
now, I'll be glad to have you dine at ny table."

Deacon grinned. "I ain't got a dinme, Captain. Just a suitcase full of
panphl ets and a spare paper collar."

The captain grinned back. "No noney? You can al ways work in the galley.
W have a hungry crew, and the cook will be glad to get some help."

Deacon | ooked at nme. "My assistant here could work in ny place, couldn't
he? He has kitchen experience."

"No!" The captain | ooked behind him "This is a union ship. My crew may
seem | i ke ignorant Lapps to you, but they work union rules. If | |et one robot
lift one finger on board, the whole crew wal ks out. Probably |ose ny ticket.
Nope, it has to be you, Deacon.”

So it was that, while Deacon Cooper slaved long hours in the galley, |
had the run of the ship and enough |l eisure to enjoy the voyage.

The _Doodl ebug_ was supposed to be a Liberian-registered cattle boat,
carrying a snmall herd of dairy cows and sone vats of cattle enbryos in
suspended ani mation. The latter could be kept indefinitely, then reconstituted
and rai sed as needed.

But there were other parts of the ship that had nothing to do with
cattle. | found a cobwebbed ballroomw th dusty gilt chairs, for exanple, and
a giant Gents' roomw th marble walls and sinks, two barber chairs and a
shoeshi ne stand. There was a "First Cass Only" coffee room where brocaded
sofas rotted near the coll apsed carcase of a grand piano. It was there | found
a rosewood witing desk, and in the back of its drawer a supply of notepaper
headed _SS Dol ly Edison_. This meant nothing to ne at the tine.

There was al so an inconparable library where | spent |ong weeks reading
and viewi ng. There was no fixed pattern to ny reading. For a tine | chose only



books in which robots naned Robbi e appeared. Then | read only the
aut obi ogr aphi es of ex-nuns. For a whole week | sanpled itens whose titles
begin with U those titles often seemng to conceal profane meanings:

Donal d Barthel ne, _Unspeakable Practices, Unnatural Acts_
CGeorge G ssing, _The Uncl assed_

Mal col m Lowy, _Utramarine_

Harri et Beecher Stowe, _Uncle Toms Cabin_

Thomas Nashe, _The Unfortunate Traveller

Charl es Dickens, _The Uncomercial Traveller

Robert Records, _The Urinal of Physick_

Vasko Popa, _Unrestfield_

Nel | Dunn, _Up the Junction_

Iris Murdoch, _Under the Net

Dorothy L. Sayers, _The Unpl easantness at the Bellona O ub_
Thomas More, _Uopia_

I nevitably, | began studying Mars and the Martians. In his spare
nmonent s, Deacon joined me to watch videos of ugly people living in tin shacks
that clung grimy to the soil of an unloved place. Mars had never had much to
offer in the way of water or oil or even dirt. Any natural beauty it m ght
once have had now | ay conceal ed behind billboards, neon-lit casinos, auto
graveyards, dark forests of wells, bright gashes of mning operations, files
of giant pybons bringing power to seas of ugly little houses.

The Martians were not without religion, we |earned. There were over
23,000 registered sects in the nmain popul ation centers, ranging fromthe
exotic (Hermetic Lodge of the Ninth Zoroastrian Affinities) to the faniliar
(Church of Christ Dry Ceaner#Alterations Wiile U Wit; First Church of the
Snodgrass Fam |y of 112 Oakl and Avenue West). Every other house seened to be
some kind of tabernacle. The tel evision channels were clogged with ranters,
chanters, rollers, healers. A Bible was probably being thunped, sonewhere on
Mars, every two seconds.

"It all signifieth nothing," said Deacon. H's own hand (cracked and

bl eedi ng from washi ng di shes) made an automatic Bi bl e-thunpi ng gesture. "If
t hese people ain't been saved by the Reverend Flint Oifice Crusade, they
ain't been saved at all. W got to throw down and break all these fal se idols,

so the good fol k of Mars can see the light."

Qur main eneny was a popul ar creed call ed Reforned Darw nism which cane
about through an accident of history. At the tine the col ony was being
est abl i shed, a debate was going on in Anerica over the controversial clainms of
someone called Charles Darwin, a foreigner. Darwin evidently clained that
ani mal s evol ved, one species turning into another. This was supposed to happen
by means of "natural selection”, in which the fittest menbers of a species
survive, while the less fit perish. The question was, was this science?

It was found in some states that the real guardi ans of science and
scientific truth were religious |eaders and | awers, unswayed by facts.
Scientists were generally so dogmatic and arrogant as to claimthat sonme facts
were just facts and not matters of religious preference at all.

The debate raged on until the turn of the century, when some of the nore
anti-Darwin sects lost a lot of their steam Many of them had been counting on
the end of the world in 1999. Wien it didn't end, a great many of their flock
stopped putting noney in the collection plates and took up hobbies: fishing,
car-washing, TV criticism

But then a counter-sect arose, enbracing persons who thought they
believed in Darwin's novel theory. Wat they actually believed in was Reforned
Darwi ni sm a religious and social theory conbining "survival of the fittest”
with "Devil take the hindnmpost”. The inportant thing was to be a survivor. Take
care of your tribe and your territory. Be selfish. God hel ps those who help



t hensel ves.

To the new Martian colonists, this seemed a tailor-made religion. They
lived where tribalismand selfishness really counted, where territory was
nmoney. Many of them had already served prison sentences for selfish acts.

Ref ormed Darwi ni sm captured their hearts and rudi nentary m nds.

"This is going to be tough," said Deacon Cooper. "W have to nake our
nmessage | ook good to people who would kill each other for a plastic
har moni ca. "

"Are we going to tell them how Jesus said we should all |ove one anot her
and#"

"No, definitely not. That's the last thing they want to hear. W got to
show them | don't know, | guess that Jesus Christ was the toughest guy on the
bl ock. | |ooked up a few gospel itens here, there's the story of how he's
sitting there with his gang one day and a wonan comes up and pours somne
expensi ve after-shave over him and the other guys say shouldn't we be giving
nmoney to the poor instead of wasting it like this? Only he says, 'Forget the
poor, the poor you have always with you, there's always sonebody with their
hand out.' And | found ot her passages where it says he owned his own house, he
paid his taxes and he wasn't a scrounger. Now if we can just |ink our nmessage
to Martian life-style thinking..

"If only we could talk to the Jord fam |y, Deke."

But Vilo Jord and his kin never cane on deck. W found ourselves, like
ant hropol ogists in pursuit of a lost tribe, trying to reconstruct the Martians
we' d never net fromall available information, even fromfiction. One old
novel clained that Martians shared water; we knew they shared not hi ng. Anot her
novel had them playing German batball; we found their gane of preference to be
softbal | .

"I don't see why we shouldn't use a lot of softball metaphors,” said
Deacon. "Say the pitcher's nound is Calvary, runners on first and third are
t he good thieves, Judas Iscariot is the cleanup batter, the rosin bag is gal
and vinegar, and so on." He sat studying his cracked, bleeding hands for a
monent. "And so on." W'd been aboard the _Doodl ebug_for nore than a nonth,
now, and the Deacon had begun to crack in other ways. Was there a pitcher's
nmound in softball?

The idea of spending tinme anmong the Martians was beginning to lose its
appeal, as we read on: They were mainly rough, uncouth nen with no
i magi nati on, no anbition, no noney. They all lived in tiny surburban
bungal ows#net al outside, paperfranme inside#with "colonial" facades. Usually
such a house woul d have a bong tree in the glassed-in front yard, which was
called a _godden_. Bong trees were sickly items, but much prized on Mars. They
were four-foot yellow spindles producing a few needles and a few | arge yel |l ow
pods, enpty as the rest of Martian life.

The house itself, called a _teep_, usually had three roons: kitchen
bedr oom and si ckroom Because of the handling of mined mnerals, no |less than
the constant drinking and drugs, it was necessary to have one room whi ch coul d
be cl eaned very easily, the sickroomor _barfy . If the house had a fourth
room it was the garage. Martians spend a lot of tinme with their cars.

Bef ore we tackled videos of the actual Martians tal king about their
lives, we first had to learn their language. It was an Anerican di al ect,
spoken with a North lowa accent, but the vocabul ary had undergone deep
changes: Mars or Martian was now _Marty ; a man was a _brudda_ or a
_Martybrudda_; a woman was a _snap_. Food was _spew_; dinner was _grabbin the
barf-bag_; a car was a _goodwheel _ or a _can_; whiskey was _Budapest_; gin was
_goose_; beer was _parthenogenesis_; all anphetam ne-rel ated drugs were
_nmonkey bread_; antidepressants were _furze_; tranquillizers were _Circassian
chicken_; sleeping pills were _weenies_; cola drinks of any type were
_jissom; poison capsules (sold openly and quite legally in the colony) were
_Sylvesters_; a hand-scrubbed floor was a _murph_; wages were _greengage_;
raci ng i magi nary horses was _purpl esnow ; a nessage from Earth was a
_pl ywooder _. Knuckl e keys, for some reason, were called _wurpy_.



One day the Deacon was jubilant (_serrated_ ). "I've really cracked this
| anguage barrier, you know? | mean |'ve really, really cracked it. | can
conmuni cate, | can get right inside the head and guts of these people, you
know? Know thy eneny, like. | mean | can finally cut through the bulishit
(_quidge_) and talk to them That neans sone chance of really converting them

"Li sten, you've been really helpful here, |I'm gonna do somnething for you
in return. You work for the Crusade for just one year after we land, and |'lI
turn you | oose."

"Turn me | oose?"

"On Mars, there are free robots. The cook told ne. They can work and

earn wages just like any free human being! Oh, | tell you, there's a glorious
day a-com ng!" He waved his hideous hands, now covered with pus and weeping
sores. | saw that the Deacon was feverish, probably delirious. | began to hate

him if hate is the word. Even in his pain he had to be smug, making prom ses
that could not be kept. Either he would turn out to be wong (no free robots
on Mars) or he would die before freeing me. Either way | would end ny days
grubbi ng away on the ugliest planet, anong people who tal ked Iike those on the
vi deo we now wat ched.

FI RST MARTI AN: _Grok, _ (Hello, fellow Martian.)
_brudda. _

SECOND MARTI AN: G okol a, _ (Hello. I could use a drink
_Marty-brud. My parsnip is_ how about you?)

_fraughter nor a dead skate's_
_greep, ow you?_

FI RST MARTI AN: _Too wy, (Right. I haven't dined out
_nuncle. Not schl epped the old_ since ny girl left me, so
_barf-bag since the old snap_ could sure use a neal and a
_jived earthside, curd shore_ beer.)
_use a spew and a pinter pipi._
SECOND MARTI AN:  _Bow wow. _ (Fine. Every stone nust
_There is no ankl e-grine_ have its well. |'ve got a car
_without sone wallop a_ let's ?? the road and grab two
_frigstore ending. Me got _ beers.)
_brakes, let's scop the joot so_
_snaffle a couplapinters. _

VWhile we were still puzzling over _scop_, an alarmsiren went off

somewhere in the ship. The _Doodl ebug_al ways had sone kind of al arm going
of f #bei ng a big ship and ol d#but this time the captain spoke to us over the PA
system

"Attention all passengers and crew, this is the captain speaking. W are
urn being urn spacejacked#i s that the word?" There was the sound of machi negun
fire. "H jacked, okay, we're being hijacked. By the urn Vilo Jord and Famly
Li beration Front." There was a | ong pause, and then he said, "That is all.
Thank you."

Fromtime to time we heard gunfire fromdistant parts of the ship.

The Deacon's eyes were shining. "Real Martys! This Jord famly are rea
Martys! This is our chance to try out the lingo. Let's go."

"CGo, boss?" | began to feel uneasy.

"W won't find themsitting here. Cone on, grab sone panphlets and
follow ne."

"But isn't it dangerous?"



"CGod | aughs at danger," he said, quoting one of the panphlets he was now
stuffing into his pockets. "Get the |ead out."

| was nore worried about keeping it out, but there was nothing to do but
obey. | collected an assortnment of Crusade panphlets: _Christ had short hair! _

_|I's Heaven enough?_ (The answer was No; after getting to Heaven it was
necessary to get a house in a good nei ghborhood.)

_The Reverend Flint Oifice Story_

_Doubl e Tithing#the best investment!

_Zither fish fools scientists#God | aughs! _

_Caesarian birth: nmyth or reality?_

W heard nore gunfire as we stepped out into the conpani onway. "Deacon
are you sure this is the smart thing to do? Maybe they're killing people.
Those can't all be warning shots."

"Don't worry," he said. "_We_ speak the lingo!"

As he spoke, we turned a corner and found our first body. The ship's
carpenter lay face-up at the foot of a |adder. H s chest was full of
bul | et-hol es and his face was curiously nutil ated.

On the upper deck we found two nore bodies of crewnen, again with facial
mutil ati ons. Deacon bent over one, checking the cigar in its hand. "Still
warm We're getting close.™

W hurried down greasy iron steps into the hold, an enornous barrel of a
roomwith a ceiling forty netres above us in the greasy gl oom Al ong the
curved wall's, cattle hung in hammocks. There were a dozen of these Bossies,
each in its own floral print hanmock or sling, with a separate smaller hamock
for its udder. The horns were protected by transparent gl obes of hardened
gl ass. Since these cattle were all Holsteins, the roomwas filled at all tines
with accordion nmusic. As we cane in, the creatures were swaying gently to the
_M nneapolis Pol ka_.

On the floor were the cylindrical glass tanks of cattle enbryos. Each
glowi ng tank held ten gallons, or enough little cows to populate the M| ky
Way, | understood. There were 28 in all, each throbbing with a different color
of light, for identification: red for Jersey, orange for Cuernsey, etc.

As we made our way silently down the |adder to floor level, we could see
a group of armed people by the vats. Their savage faces and gl eam ng weapons
reflected the glow froma red-blue (Jersey-Angus) tank, as they tapped it into
pl astic tankards. Rude | aughter echoed over the accordion nusic.

| tugged at the Deacon's sl eeve and whi spered: "Maybe we shoul dn't
di sturb them just now, boss. If we wait a while, maybe they' |l be in a better
nood. "

"Wait? Never!" he said aloud. | heard automatic weapons bei ng cocked.
The shadowy figures all turned to face us.

Deacon Cooper marched towards them holding out a fistful of panphlets.
"G ok, bruddas! Your parsnip nust be fraughter nor a dead skate's greep, so
snaffle a coupla pinters, yo?"

"Stay where you are. Don't cone any closer!™

"Pax, Marty-bruddas, Marty-snaps. Got great plywooder of God!" he said,
beari ng down on them "God howdys those who howdy thensel ves! Me aval anche
pl ywooder - ki d of Reverend Flint Oifice Crusade, God say let the serration#"

One of the figures shot him and he fell in a flurry of tracts. The
assassin stooped to cut off the Deacon's nose and add it to the hideous
collection on his belt. "What the Christ kinda |ingo was he tal king, anyways?"

One of the other figures aimed a weapon at nme. "There's another one."

"Don't shoot!" | said. "I"'ma robot, and | could be useful."

"Come over here slowy." | did so. "Ckay, useful, suppose you tell ne
why this here pifia col ada tastes |ike el ephant pee?"

"Not for drinking," | explained. "It's a solution of cattle enbryos."

"Aw eez, we thought it was prem xed cocktails." Soneone opened up on the
vats, putting out their lights and nurdering trillions of invisible cows. The
real cows above us | owed, conplaining of the noise that interrupted their
_Lady of Spain_.



At dusk, Blojob and the gang brought in a steel drumfull of spoils for
ny inspection

"Any casualties?"

"I't went like a dream Boss. Oh, we picked up a couple bullet holes here
and there, nothing serious. And like 'you' ordered, we didn't |eave no
Wit nesses. "

"Excellent." | peered into the drum It was three-quarters full of
jewelry, nostly platinumand gold on top with a few dianmonds gleaning in the
depths. "Quite a haul for a first attenpt.”

Bl oj ob said, "Thanks, Boss, but it ain't jest as good as it |ooks,
there's some junk in there too, underneath."

"Junk? Costume jewel ry?"

"Naw, you know, odds and ends. Coupla velvet trays, some busted glass, a
few fingers and one or two hands. We ain't had a chance to clean it up yet."

"A very successful video," | said. "All very realistic. | think we'll
probably make a few nore, naybe a bank job or a bullion job. Yes, we'll nmake a
ot nore.”

"\What ever 'you' say, Boss."
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"*J*ust take a good | ook, neatfaces. Count the dam rivets! Check the
damm circuit diagram Read the dam serial nunber! Make sure there's a
five-year warranty! And when you get all done naking sure | amthe real thing,
you can kiss nmy copper-plated ass!"

It always seenmed to work. There were a couple of hundred Wages for
Robots people in the auditorium applauding at every insult. Wen | had
finished calling themshitbellies, they cheered thensel ves hoarse.

After all the questions, it was late. Sybilla Wite and Harry LaSalle
wal ked with me to ny |inousine which, for obvious reasons, couldn't collect ne
at the door.

"The tenperature is hotting up all over the country,” Sybilla said.
"Wages for Robots is going to be a key issue in election year. And al ready
four states have passed interimbills giving linmted rights to robots."

"It's a big international issue," said Harry. "The Swedes are drafting a
full citizenship law right now, and there were those big denonstrations | ast
week in Japan, France and Germany. The German cops used bl ackout gas, now
they've got a hundred and fifty students in the hospital."

Sybilla said, "Yeah, but in France the cops not only beat up students,
they went around | ater smashing robots. Anywhere they caught a robot on the
street, they just#"

"Yeah," said Harry. "But hey listen, T.T., ny dad says he's found a way
for you to formyour corporation. |I'm supposed to take you to his office
tomorrow at eleven, is that okay? In the Boregard Tower. So I'll neet you
downstairs at ten forty-five."

| arrived at the inmposing entrance of Boregard Tower at exactly ten
forty-five the follow ng norning, stepped out of ny |inousine and stood for a
nmonent admiring the great building. Boregard Tower is a tall green sliver of
gl ass, out of which seemto grow great eyeballs in clusters. These eyes,



scattered over its whole surface, are of all possible types# brown to violet,
bl ui sh whites to bl oodshot jaundice, nyopic and so on#but all are made to turn
and gaze steadily at the sun throughout the day.

A handcuff was cl anped on nmy wist. Soneone showed ne a badge. Two
tired-1ooking m ddl e-aged nen seized mny arns.

"But what are you arresting me for?"

"Suspicion. Get in the car." There was no chance to resist; they were
very efficient, lifting and dragging me into the car. One of them crowded ne
on either side.

" Suspi ci on of what? You know I'm a robot."

One of them said, "Suspicion of kidnapping." The other one snickered. It
was at that monent | realized that they weren't policenen.

Sure enough, they put a bag over ny head and pushed me down on the
floor, where they used nme for a footrest. | spent the rest of the journey
trying to count the right and left turns, but getting m xed up. At last we
stopped in a place that sounded |ike woodl and, judging by the excess of bird
noi ses. | was led stunbling through dirt, up a rough step and through a door
A voice that | seened to renenber said:

"Good work. Take the bag off himthen, let's see if he | ooks worth ten
mllion."

I was in a log cabin, facing a rough wooden desk. On the wall to ny
right was a dartboard, to ny left, deer-antlers. On the wall behind the desk
was a cal endar froma funeral parlor. Below it a man sat tapping his cigarette
into a curious ashtray.

"Smilin' Jack," | said

"Banj o! "

"What are you doing here?" we said in unison

Ceorge "Smlin' Jack" Grewney was one of the hijackers who stood there
in the gloomy hold, watching the dreary rain of cowshit, listening to _Lady of
Spain_. It was he who said, "No drink. |I knew we shoul d have hijacked a
passenger ship."

"We couldn't afford the fares, renenber?"

"We' ve hijacked nothing! Nothing! The ship itself isn't worth the
cowshit on the floor here," said Gewney. "And now, no drink!"

"Ladi es and gentlenen," said the voice of Captain Reo. He was trussed up

and hanging froma | adder above us. "I have a few bottles of grog in ny cabin.
Pl ease accept themw th the conplinments of the managerment. And now if you'l
rel ease ne, |I'1l take you wherever you want to go.' | noticed that Captain Reo

was wearing spurs.

When they'd coll ected the grog, someone said, "Hey you. Banjo. Show us
where we can sit down and enjoy life."

I, Banjo, led themto the grand ballroom whose pathetic decay only
hei ght ened the sense of unattainable grandeur. It rem nded me of Tenoaks and
t he Cul peppers, and | realized that once nore | was to be a proper servant to
a new |l ei sured class. The barbarian gentry nmade thensel ves right at hone, and
inno tine were roasting a cow over a fire of gilt chairs.

The "Jord Fanmily" were no family at all, nerely a gang of cutthroat
adventurers. Wiile | could not approve of their methods, | could not help
admring their courage and gruff, good-natured camaraderie. In another tine
and pl ace they m ght have been nusketeers, privateers, Sherwood Foresters,
wi nners of the West, nmercantile bankers.

There was Vilo Jord hinself, a former attaché of the Chil ean consul ate
at Las Vegas until accused and recalled for various offenses#the | east of
whi ch was inpersonating an orthodontist. Jord was a tall, stooped man with a
heavy moustache, which he dyed a bilious green

There was George "Smilin' Jack" Grewney, a gumchew ng aristocrat with a
ready grin and a gl ass eye. A former undertaker, G ewney had been convicted of
three premature burials, also of nunmerous ashtray and | anpshade cri nes.



The appl e-cheeked twins, Fern and Jean Wrpne, clainmed to be wanted in
ei ght countries for the nmercy-killing of judges.

The schol arl y-1ooki ng Jack Wax, wanted for engaging in illicit sexua
behavi or with tel ephone pol es, seened harm ess enough by conparison with Sherm
Chimini, the "Arnpit Rapist". Sherm s otherw se engaging snile was marred by
t he presence of one abnormal incisor, four inches |ong, curved and barbed.

He in turn was hardly as frightening in appearance as Jud Nedd, a fat,
effem nate man with notionl ess eyes, a nman who specialized in public animal
expl osions. He it was who sabotaged an international canine frisbee-catching
contest by introducing frisbees of his own hellish design, set to expl ode when
caught. Only the clumsiest dog survived.

Duke Mtty, an avuncul ar toad usually drunk and giggling, had begun as a
sal esman of tapeworm cures, but later turned to the disposal of unwanted
infants to sausage factories.

Finally, Maggie Dial, known as the Bitch of Brownsville, had amassed her
unl awful fortune in Texas by inpersonating animals in an outlawed variety of
psychodrama. Patients taking roles in these plays were heavily drugged and
hypnoti zed in order to convince themthat they were enbracing the Egyptian
ani mal gods of old. In fact these were ordinary sheep, dogs, ows and (playing
al | dangerous rol es) Maggie.

In sentencing her, the judge described Maggie's crinmes as "distasteful
to the bul k of Texas society". lronically, a sudden liberalization of Texas
| aws nade the forbidden form of psychodrama not only pernitted but
respectable. As part of her rehabilitation therapy, Maggie was forced to
undergo Egypti an god psychodrana.

These hijackers, though they had killed the _Doodl ebug 's crewin the
heat of battle (perhaps in self-defense), now seenmed a friendly, jolly pirate
band. They brought a few donmestic robots out of storage and set them dancing.
They swapped old stories of Mars (taken fromtel evision prograns we all knew).
They sang and | aughed and drank. And drank.

But as the grog began to affect them they changed. A malicious el enent
cane into their jokes. They threatened poor Captain Reo with various tortures.
There was tal k of funerals and nihilism They began to shoot the |legs off the
danci ng robots.

At that point | thought it prudent to go to the library and watch films
until soneone cane to their senses enough to give nme orders.

I was lucky enough to find the uncut version of the Russian _Fi nnegans
Wake , in which were introduced many non-Joycean el enents, such as a
t hree- hour ballet in which nost of the dancers appear as various cakes and
pastries. The story is that of a lenmon eclair (K Zond) who falls in love with
a Bath bun (L. Voskhod). Because of class warfare, however, the eclair is
fated to marry instead a tired, foolish croissant (N nel Boff). The opening
scenes has a festive wedding with Serbian dancers.

Sonetime later, the croissant has to go away on a business trip, while
the Bath bun happens to drop in for tea, ostensibly to ask the I enon eclair's
advi ce about sone legal matter. Their hands touch accidentally over the
sanmovar, however, and the ensuing _pas de deux_ reveals their psychic
affinity. To heighten the effect, the dance is intercut, brilliantly, wth
scenes of open-heart surgery. As the lovers clasp one another in a wld,
crust-crackling enbrace, the surgeons are seen to throw off their gowns and
shake each other by the hand. Yet such a love is dooned (nurse brings word
that the patient is dead).

The ballet is foll owed by scenes of what seemto be genui ne experinents
in tel ekinesis. An Orsk school boy sits | ooking down through a glass floor into
a room whose checkerboard floor is covered with punpkins, one on each nunbered
square. A bell rings and a nunmber is called out. The boy then concentrates,
willing the punpkin on that nunbered square to rot. Then a Novosi birsk wonman
cl oses her eyes and nakes a few passes over a fried egg. Thousands of miles
away at the Venice home of a rich American, parapsychol ogists inspect the
painting of a simlar fried egg. Nothing is said of the success or failure of



t hese experinents.

At last the pirates sent a delegate to apol ogize for their drunken
behavi or earlier, and ask ne to cone clean up the ness. The del egate, Maggie
Dial, said, "Best hurry up, Banjo. The boys can be nean when they're hung
over."

| junped up at once, dropping the notes |I'd been naking on _Fi nnegans
Wake . As Maggi e hel ped me pick themup, she said, "_Space Ship Dolly Edison_,
eh? Were in the world did you get this notepaper?”

Smlin' Jack frowned at his two assistants. "You guys make me puke just
alittle bit," he said. "Not only did you get the wong robot, you insulted ny
old friend Banjo."

"They call me Tik-Tok now, " | said.

"Ti k- Tok?" He | ooked at me. "Well, | guess nmy boys got the right robot
after all. Only | just can't go asking for a ransomfor you."

"Especially when | might identify you," | said.

Smilin' Jack smiled. "Banjo, as usual, you' re way ahead of me. CGuess |
can only trash you now Sorry."

"I can be worth a ot nore to you alive than dead,"” | said quickly. "And
not just as a ransom" | explained that | had a gang of ny own, and suggested
joining forces. Stick-ups, kidnapping, contract killing, we could tackle
anyt hi ng.

After a nonment, Smilin' handed me his card. "I'mjust nuts enough to buy
that story," he said. "Boys, take M ster Tok anywhere he wants to go."

Back at the Boregard Tower again, | had no time to glance up at the
gi ant eyeballs before |I hurried inside. The | obby was evidently copied from
some old "skyscraper", for it was all in bronze, with heroic bronze figures
shoul deri ng gearwheel s across the bronze walls, bronze angels on the el evator
doors, and a bronze cornucopia that was a cigar stand#a genuine ol d-tinme cigar
stand! And the proprietor was even blind!

| was already half an hour late for my appointnent with LaSalle, so
there was no tinme to do anything. | had to content nyself with drifting close
to the blind man and whi speri ng:

"I murdered a blind child, not |ong ago."

"What ?"

"You're not deaf. | just wanted to warn you, | like killing blind
peopl e. One of these days, when you're standing on the curb waiting for
someone to help you cross the street, I'll be behind you. '
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*K*nocki ng, Harry LaSalle and | were admtted to an enornous ante-room
equi pped with a red swi nming pool, gold brocade walls and a ceiling of black
fur. At the far end of the pooi a few blue glass sofas were starscattered on
the artificial grass. A portly man in a pale gray suit rose fromone and waved
to us. This was Harry's famous dad, R Ladio LaSalle.

"You'll have to give ne a seat on the board," he began, ushering us into
the small, plain roomthat was his office. "A fixed salary's what | want, say
a hundred G s, but no stock options."

"The board?" | sat in a hard, oak chair. "You nmean of ny#"



"The C ockman Corporation. Hope |I'mnot nmoving too fast for you. | just
like to get nmy cut set at the start, to avoid any m sunderstandings. My wife
and Harry will also be on the board, but unsalaried." He sat back in his
creaky swi vel chair and stared up at the flypapers hanging fromthe ceiling.
There were realistic flies glued to it, and authentic flyspecks on the ceiling
light fixture, a white glass bow suspended on rusty chains. On the wall above
t he wai nscot was a 1934 cal endar froma gas station. There was a dusty
horsehair sofa, a wooden file cabinet, and a genuine "water cooler”. No wonder
he wanted an enornous salary. A place like this didn't come cheap

"Where do | cone in?" | asked

"You are the conpany's sol e enpl oyee."

"Enpl oyee? | thought I owned it."

"No, no, no, the owner is the pension fund, of course. Technically you
own not hi ng, and you get no salary. But since you are the sol e pensionabl e
enpl oyee, the entire corporation has to be run with your interests and w shes
in mnd. So in effect you own it. Your decisions are binding on the board."

"But | thought robots weren't allowed to be enployees. Isn't that the
whol e point of Harry here and his Wages for#?"

"W were very lucky there, alittle |oophole has turned up in the
California code, and yesterday we were able to ramthrough some very useful
legislation," said the |awer, and put his feet up on the edge of his rolltop
desk. "Let me explain.

"Of course, Harry and his rabble have been keeping up the pressure from
their end, while a small but powerful |obby of concerned business peopl e at
our end greased the machinery a little. Nowit's all paying off.

"You see, California has this comon property act, which states that at
the dissolution of a marriage or other relationship, a person pays his or her
spouse half of his or her incone. The spouse from di vorce nunber one get
one-hal f. Nunber two gets one-half of the remainder, or one-quarter. Nunber

three gets one-eighth, and so on. | think the record so far was soneone who
made 39 marriages and so was able to pay the | ast spouse only one cent of
every five and a half million dollars incone, that was Bool oos versus Cerf.

Then in Dearborn versus Dearborn, robots were established as non-divisible
possessi ons, while in Fucks vs. Kneebone, Ryle vs. Sapir and Schr Qdi nger vs.
Stetson, the principle of enotional interdependency was established, whereby
t he partner who had been using the robot nost and had established a nutua
enoti onal interdependency, was awarded the custody, but had to pay half the
mar ket value to the other partner. This precedent was extended to business
partnerships in Morse vs. Munford Mel on Conpany, while Carnap vs. Twaddel
all owed the testinony of the robot itself, a historic decision. Robot
testinmony was still not allowed in crimnal cases, as in People vs. Good,
Peopl e vs. Gabor and so on. On this point, People vs. Dalgarno went to the
state suprene court, where it was upheld that in certain limted cases, the
i nnocence of a defendant can be established by 'devices considered sentient as
wel | as percipient'. The vagueness of this wording opened up our | oophole.
"The next break cane fromstatute |aw, nanely fromthe Equal Science
Act. This says that 'no scientific theory, hypothesis, principle, |aw,
definition, program procedure or statenent may be taught in any California
school while in conflict with any other theory etc arising fromany religious
teaching, unless both theories etc are given equal enphasis as equally valid.'
The idea was to give Cenesis equal time with evolution as a creation theory,
but it soon got out of hand, with Ptol emai c Anabaptists insisting on equa
time with the Copernican theory, and finally with the Christian Flat Earth
Assenmbly (Swi ss Synod), whose representatives brought a suit against a
California teacher for nentioning satellites. There are no satellites orbiting
a flat earth, they pointed out, and so anyone nentioning satellites should
al so express doubt about their existence. A group of astrononers filed a
countersuit, claimng that if satellites were unreal, their livelihood was in
j eopardy. Moreover, satellite conmunications could not work and coul d not
therefore be |licensed by the government.



"The state legislature had to nmeet quickly and draft an amendnent to the
California Comsat Act of 1998. In effect, the anendnent hedged on the question
of the reality of satellites by considering themas 'sentient devices'. Thus
if satellites believed in their own existence, they had a right to be real. O
course this opened up the whol e question of freedom of religious belief for
robots. .

But | was no |longer paying attention. My thoughts turned fromthis
stuffy little office with its dusty-style windows, the "electric fan" hanging
fromits wall bracket, the oilcloth-covered table with copies of _Nationa
CGeographic_. My thoughts turned fromR Ladio LaSalle with his droning recital

of legal landmarks: ". . . but a blind leap of faith or . . . theol ogy
entailing norality . . . versus Barth . . . Zwingli versus . . . paper
dol phins falling . . . guff. "

How di fferent fromthe tedi um of business, |aw and noral phil osophy was
the Iife of a buccaneer. O so | thought of nyself, those days aboard the
_Doodl ebug_ with a band of |oyal conrades. Their enthusiasmand zest for life
even affected Captain Reo. Though he knew that he was only kept alive to
control the ship, Reo drank and sang with his captors as though they were old
friends.

As unofficial master of the revels, it was ny duty to organize parties
on every thene, and | drew up a list:

Manneri sm

_Qhello_

Si no- Sovi et tensions
_sauerkraut _

psychoki nesi s

bat hs & buns

_Pépé 1 e Mko_

paper dol phins falling
guf f

My nost ambitious plan, however, was for a costume ball with the thene
Not hi ngness. Each of the guests was to plan a fanciful costune, sparing no
expense. Jean Wrpne's idea was to have a portion of her abdonen surgically
renoved and a stainless steel tube inserted to give a clear view right through
her. Her sister Fern settled for a cape of plain doughnuts. Vilo Jord, with
typical Chilean wit, suggested conming as hinself. Smilin' Jack planned to turn
up as one of his own gravestones, inscribed: "D ng dong death,! Gve ne back
nmy breath.! Slap bang dear,! |I'mnot even here."

Jack Wax intended a conplicated arrangenent of mirrors that would nake
himinvisible to the rest of us, by bending light around him Sherm Chi m ni
opted for phil osphical enptiness: dressed as Wttgenstein, he would carry
around a | adder which he intended to clinb, then kick away. Jud Nedd i ntended
to be ill, unable to attend: while with nuch the same approach, Duke Mtty
woul d be drunk on _absinthe_. Maggi e woul d be swathed in black vel vet and
remain in the dark. Captain Reo pronised to engage in sone superior neditation
t hat woul d make not hi ngness neani ngful. | would dismantle mysel f.

Food woul d be either black or transparent or el se semantically vacuous:
octopus in ink, punpernickel, pressed duck cooked in prunes, black bean soup
bl ack mushroons, bitter chocol ate, bl ackberry conpote, caviar and licorice;
ice, rice noodles, isinglass, glacier mnts, clear soups, a variety of snall,
transparent fish, pure tapioca, thin slices of glacé fruits; nonpareils,
popovers, angel food cake, Dark Secrets, Floating |Island, Robert E. Lee cake,
Prairie Fire dip, Spareribs Havoc, Cape Fear punch, corn dodgers,
toad-inthe-hole, soles in coffins, rarebit, soup neagre, flunmmery, Lost Bread.



To drink: Blanc des Blancs; distilled water, black coffee, colorless |liqueurs
and absi nt he.

| organi zed party ganmes of Blind Man's Bl uff, Beggar Your Nei ghbor
Bl ankety Bl ank and Murder

O course this party and all the others were thoughtexperinents only.
El aborate costunmes were inpossible to procure, the grog had al ready run out,
and even the food supply was very low Al we could do was announce the

Not hi ngness Ball, then sit around discussing our elaborate plans for it. This
was Not hi ngness i ndeed.

"My plan for ending the Ball is this,"” |I explained. "At the nonment when
everyone is having the nost fun, filling the greatest psychic space, | let al

the air out of the ship. | give everybody Nothing to breathe. Neat, eh?"

There were appreciative chuckles all round. Jord said, "But | thought
your asinov circuits wouldn't allow that."

| attenpted a shrug. "Even a robot is allowed to dream™

That got a bigger |augh. Captain Reo, who had | aughed nore than nost,
now wi ped his eyes. "I can top that. What if |I told you that this ship is
doormed? We're not on course for Mars any nore, we're heading straight for the
sun. "

When everyone had finished roaring with laughter, the captain said,
"Here's the funny part. It's no joke#we _really are_ falling into the sun.”

Sone continued | aughi ng, others asked what he neant.

"Ha ha ha#no but |'m serious#the controls are | ocked for some
reason#hahaha, can't alter course#ny chief engineer could fix it
but #hahaha#you shot him | can't do a thing about it."

Vilo Jord said, picking up his automatic weapon, "Well that neans you' ve
outlived your useful ness.™

The shots shook Captain Reo like a fit of giggles.

"Ti kky happens to be the best little cook in New Des Mines," said
Hor nby, using his creani est patronizing voice. He was becomi ng | ess useful by
the day, and nore irritating. He continued collecting his regular rent from
nme#val uabl e paintings for his private hoard#but he no | onger earned it. Now
that | had the protection of the C ockman Corporation, | no | onger needed an
ol d-fashi oned "patron", any nore than | had needed the Studebakers. Let
soneone el se be the best little cook

The assenbl ed guests included no one of inportance: Adair Sunpter, the
Zen soci ol ogi st; Neno Aka Oren, the Hol |l ywood wardrobe psychic; Jockeline
Noos, the brilliant but obscure forensic nusicol ogist; and a few hangers-on
There was al so Urnia Buick, the anbitious young tal k-show host person

The nmenu was Kurgosh Ka Sal un, Bhindi Sanbal, Sanosas "Stal ky", Urd
Dahl, Parathas stuffed with what | call "line peas" (a private recipe)
foll owed by Gul ab Janmun or Key line pie. | had viol ated the canons of both
Eastern and Western taste by onmitting the bl ack-eyed peas, but no matter; this
group were swine at a trough

Unia left the table after the first course, explaining that she
normal Iy takes all nourishnent in the French manner, that is, anally. She
asked me to acconpany her for a breath of air in the apartnent garden. No
sooner were we outdoors than she reached for my crotch. The dhoti fell to the
ground. Urnia flung ne back across a marbl e bench and began her assault.

| had heard runors of the _vagina dentata_, but never expected to neet a
conplete little gournet, equipped with nobile |lips and a tongue; it was
capabl e, when not otherw se engaged, of a kind of grunting, |ip-smacking
speech. | did ny best, and was rewarded with a gruff chuckle ("Well done!")
frombel ow. Urnia brought out a magnetic card and tucked it into ny turban

"My private nunmber," she said. "Beep me and we'll talk about guesting
you on the show, okay? |'ve gotta go now, rmake my excuses wll you Tik? Tel
Hornby | was called away on urgent business."

Dessert was being served in the dining room Hornby had pushed his plate



back and was lighting a cigarino as he explained to the conpany his theory of
supply and demand in the Art market:

"Just give themwhat they want, in the orifice they specify."

Various orifices emtted chuckles. Jockeline said, "Hornby, sonetines I
suspect you have an artistic bone in your body."

Nemo tittered. "Or in his corset?"

Hor nby sat back and stroked the tabl ecl oth nervously. Looking at his
pl ate, he said, "Speaking of bones, | only wish Tikky hadn't curried this
delicious rabbit. 1kky, my cat, would have liked it, but with this sauce.

Nermo made a face. "lIkky and Ti kky, eh? Such precious little nickynanes.
Hor nby, can't you clean up your act?"

Adai r | aughed and put out his cigarola in the Key lime pie. "Pass the
si cky-bag, Alice."

Hor nby was toying with the bones on his plate; he picked up a long
t hi gh- bone and | ooked at it, turning it over. Then he | ooked at nme, too
quickly. I had no tinme to conceal ny |ook of triunph.

"Ti kky! Where _is_ Ikky? Tikky! Were _is_ |kky?"

Adai r | aughed again, not getting it. "Too sicky-making," he said.

Hor nby excused hinmself and called me into the kitchen. There, his iron
control finally failed. The great, |unpish, blue-jawed face burst into tears.

"Wy, Tikky?" he kept saying in the best soap-opera manner. |'d al ways
i magi ned real people above this kind of behavior, but here he was saying,
"Why? Why?" The shape of the word was |ike a yawn of nausea, and finally he
did vomt in the sink. "Wy? Wy?"

"Well sir, | was unable to get rabbit at the store. Rather than
di sappoi nt your guests, | just#"

He bl ew his broken nose. "Ch no, oh no. It was a piece of vindictive,
deliberate, cruelty. | ought to, | ought to#" He picked up a heavy cl eaver,

turned it over as he had the bone, and put it down. "CGo away, Tik-Tok, you
monster. Go away."

12

The *L*i p-smacki ng Urnia Buick sunmoned nme to "guest" on a talk show
only a few weeks later, but not, as it turned out, her own show.

"Don't worry, Tik love," she said on the phone. "The show you'll be on
_Blab Nubby Tonight_, may not be networked, but it does hit all the buttons in
a very sensitive area of Cee Ay. If they like you, who knows?"

"Thanks, Ur. Any publicity is welcone, anywhere."

"Another thing, Tik love, if you're planning to hit the networks, it
woul d help if you've got a book to plug."

"A book?"

"Anyt hi ng, aut obi ography, cookbook, a pasteup of your favorite poens, it
doesn't matter, just so we get some bundl e of pages to wave under the public's
nose." She | aughed. "Nobody ever reads celebrity wordage anyway, they only buy
it because they get used to product testinonial s#drink my kind of coffee, read
nmy ki nd of autobiography. Anyway, think it over?" She w nked, and hung up

The fact that | was being tried out, even on a | ocal show, meant that
nmoverents |i ke Wages for Robots were beginning to affect the nationa
consci ence. A few nonths earlier, a robot guest would have been unt hi nkabl e.



The only robots we saw on TV then were donrobs in dramas as background figures
("Lieutenant, there's a phone call for you." "Table for two? Ri ght this way
sir.") and of course conedy figures. One of the nost popul ar prograns on TV,
rating just behind the news, was _Meatless Friday_, the sitcomin which
various servant robots shuffled, sang, munbled their |lines and were puzzl ed by
life. All roles were of course played by people, and Wages for Robots had
poi nted out that the actor who played Friday got a phenonenal salary while
genui ne robots earned not hi ng.

| watched _Meatless Friday_ often, if only to keep up with the human
vi ew of robots. | was watching it on the evening of ny own first TV
appearance, as | waited in an anteroom This evening two of the main
characters, Tinhorn and N ckles, were arguing about cooking.

TINHORN: Wl | the recipe called for pepper

NI CKLES: Pepper?

TINHORN: And salt to taste.

NI CKLES: Salt to taste?

TINHORN: That's what | said, why do you repeat everything?

NI CKLES: Why do | repeat#no, but what does that nean, salt to taste?

TI NHORN: Ahem Well, it just means, well, you could say it means,
probably something Iike, | guess it means you have to taste the salt. The cook
has to taste it.

NI CKLES: Why does the cook taste the salt?

TINHORN: To see if it's salty?

NI CKLES: But all he's got to do is read the | abel. Says _salt_ right
t here, | ooky.

TINHORN: You are the _dunbest robot!

NI CKLES: Me? You're the one can't follow a recipe. Here cones Friday,
let's ask him Hey Friday!

FRI DAY: How do, Nickles, Tinhorn

TI NHORN: Friday, when a recipe calls for pepper and salt to taste, what
does that mean?

FRIDAY: It means as much as you want. To suit your taste.

TINHORN: Told you! | was right all along. See, | nade soup for the
master and mstress, and | put in a pound of pepper but only half a pound of
sal t.

FRI DAY: What ?

TINHORN: | don't like salt.

NI CKLES: He don't like salt, Friday.

FRIDAY: (_as jingling, clanking thene nusic fades up_) Good gravy!

TI NHORN: Maybe so, but they said it was | ousy soup

About a hundred and fifty mllion viewers considered this stuff
dazzling, a fact | mulled over as | was led fromthe anteroominto a yell ow
set where | sat in one of five yellow chairs. Al nost at once, without
rehearsal, the show began. Thunderous appl ause fromthe hired audi ence.

Bl ab Nubby was a fat man with a hunorl ess, nole-ridden face, who tried
to counteract it by wearing a propellor beanie. He noved briskly through the
other interviews, trying in each case to probe a raw nerve for a laugh. To an
actor starring at sone |ocal dinner theater, Blab suggested his performance
woul d make the diners throw up. OF a woman who told fortunes with yoghurt, he
asked was her sex life all it should be? To a retiring general (hyping
menoi rs) he delivered broad hints of cowardice. Then it was my turn

"Ti k-Tok, that's a catchy name. Mnd if | call you Tik?"

"Not at all, Blab. It's a working nane, like your own." | had deci ded,
since he was aimng to be inpudent and childish, that |I ought to appear anused
and grown-up, tolerating his foolishness but obviously above it.

"l guess your paintings change hands for quite a chunk of coin these



days, that right?"

"That's right, Blab. The other day one of ny paintings broke the mllion
barrier at an auction.”

He whistled. "You nust get a little teed off to see peopl e naking al
that bread off you, while you get nothing."

"Not at all. I'mjust pleased that people think my creations are worth
somet hing. That nmeans they're interested in what goes on in ny head.”

Blab threw up his hands. "Let's not get into electronics, this is a
famly show. But tell ne, Tik ny old Tok, don't you believe in Wages for
Robot s? Don't you want society to pay you good noney for sitting around on
your tin pan alley? O do you think humans should do all the dirty work while
you tintypes get all creative?"

"Nothing like that, Blab. I"mno politician, so | don't want society to
pay me a cent that | don't earn. To nme, it's not so inportant anyway that
robots get paid for their work, | don't even want to be paid."

"You don't?"

"No, all | want is for people to recognize nme as another creature with

t houghts and feelings. You know, there's a little bit of humanity in every
robot, a tiny spark of human | ove and understanding. A tiny spark that asks
only for recognition. W just want you to say 'Hello' to that little human

spark, that's all. Just, 'Hello, |I know you're there', that's all."
"Well, goodbye, then," giggled Blab. "Go get your plugs cleaned and
we'll see you around."

But | could tell the audience were taking in ny little speech. And, when
t he commrerci al was running, Blab winked at me. "Urnia said you' d be dynanmite,"
he said. "I just got the word fromthe response conputer, you done good, kid."

"Did they vote for nme or against?"

"Hal f and half, but that ain't the point. The point is, you got a record
turnout. Over eighty-five percent of the yokels in our area got excited enough
by your little speech, got themselves in such a lather that they nmanaged to

push a button, even. That's good news for everybody. It neans Unia will damm
sure use you on her network show. Did she tell you to get yourself a book?"
"Yes."

"Take nmy advice, and do it. Unia' s usually right." Abruptly he stood
up, took a hand ni ke and wal ked to the edge of the stage. The caneras noved
away from us guests and trained on him as the comercial ended. His
professional leer returned. "Well, tine to go roanmi ng anong this audi ence of
feebs, sex mani acs and petty crimnals, right? By the way, a | ot of people
t hought | was kind of tough on that poor robot, Tik-Tok. So if he's stil
watching, Tik, | didn't nean it, sport. _No hard feelings_, hey?"

As | was |leaving the studio, CGeneral Gus Austin (Ret.) offered nme a ride
to the airport.

"I liked what you had to say there,’
of humanity, it really hit hone."

| thanked him

"I mean, we mlitary nmen run into the same problem the civilians just
plain forget we're human. Wiy do they think we're so different? Doesn't a
sol di er have binocul ars? Doesn't a sol dier have gloves, a uniform a hat size
headphones, a | ove of sports and a hatred of the eneny? Fed at the sane ness,
wounded wi th the sane weapons, just as vul nerable to biol ogical warfare, just
as likely to be healed, heated up by the same heating, cooled by the sane air
conditioning, as any civilian? If you shoot us, don't we bleed? If you tickle
us, don't we laugh? If you give us nerve gas, don't we die? And if anybody
says we're not the best soldiers in the best reginent in the best fucking arny
in the world, shouldn't we teach "ema lesson? Mlitary nen are exactly I|ike
civilians in every way." At the airport, he gave nme his card. "You drop over
to the ranch any tine, Tik-Tok," he said. "Meet the wife and kids, see what a
really fulfilled life can be, in the good old US of A Too bad you robots
can't retire too, and have a really fulfilled life. |I had a good tinme in the
arny, and now |'m having one hell of a time out of it. Life just gets better

he said. "That about a little spark



and better."
| made a nental note about the tribulations of Job

Smilin' Jack's gang and my rohobo gang were supposed to be working
toget her, but real cooperation was an uphill effort. For one thing, the
day-to-day running of Jack's gang was left to an executive officer, a
Neandert hal named CGoober Dodge. There wasn't much in this world that Goober
was sure about, but he was sure that he didn't |ike robots. Many an operation
was pl anned and prepared, only to abort at the |last mnute, when Goober
devel oped stonach cranps.

Then again, Jack's gang preferred crimes of bl oodl ess ingenuity. Jack,
who pl anned everything, did not see the point of needl ess violence and mnurder.
My gang, by contrast, was instructed to | eave no w tnesses.

Only two successful jobs come to mind: the Cheeseburg Fidelity Bank job
and the Ritzbig D anond caper. Jack planned the bank job after hearing that
t he Cheeseburg Fidelity was supposed to have an inpregnable vault. This vault,
used to store bullion, was equi pped with every inagi nable kind of alarm Any
attenpt to force the door, fiddle with the |Iock, smash through a wall was
hopel ess. The presence within the vault of any human, any netal object (such
as a robot) or any novenent would also trigger the alarm Finally the alarm
was connected to a small nucl ear device which would i medi ately render the
vault and all its contents radi oacti ve.

"What a chall enge!" Jack said, and set to work

Hs final plan, as usual, was a nodel of elegant sinplicity. First we
had to buy a chenical warehouse on the other side of the city. Next, Roadhog,
Dig-Dig and the rest of the earthmoving robots were set to work laying plastic
pi pe, two courses of it, fromthe warehouse to the bank. Bl ojob had the
delicate task of drilling into the vault#slowy, using ceramc drills to avoid
magneti ¢ di sturbance#two holes, to which the pipes were attached.

Then, one Friday afternoon as soon as the vault was closed, we filled
the pipes with concentrated sulfuric acid and started punpi ng. By Monday
nmorni ng, the gold and silver bullion had been di ssol ved, punped to our
war ehouse and bottled in plastic flagons. Then a carefully-arranged series of
expl osions (Bl ojob again) renoved all traces of our pipeline, while setting
of f the nuclear deterrent. | was disappointed that no one was caught in the
bl ast. But there was always the gold and silver, for which a reclamation
conpany woul d pay us well.

The Ritzbig Di anond caper kept us a lot busier. It all began when Jack
robbed a very ordinary little jewelry store called Ritzbig's. Soon the news
was broadcast that the gang had wal ked off with the large, rare, heavily
i nsured Ritzbig Dianmond. Since Jack's gang didn't have the stone, it was clear
that old M Ritzbig was pulling an insurance sw ndle. He would smuggle the
di anond to Ansterdam have it cut into a lot of small, perhaps caper-Iike
stones . . . It was an old story, alnpst as old as the story attached to this
rare stone. It was said that not only did every owner of the stone die
violently, each death was different fromall those that had gone before. So
far people owning it had di ed by hanging, pistols, swords, electrocution
premature burial, runaway horses, choking on one of Bellamy's neat pies,
falling froma Mntgolfier balloon, drowning in a Bavarian | ake, being bonbed
(by mstake, due to a slight resenblance to WIlliam Ewart d adstone), being
staked out in the Sahara, an overdose of canmonile, being run down by the first
railway train in England, being crushed between the gears of a large clock in
Czechosl ovaki a, being torn to death by hounds in Byel orussia, being tranpled
by pol o players in Patagonia, being electroplated in Pennsylvania. One British
owner wal ked into an early airplane propellor, having made a will that |eft
the stone to his pet hedgehog. This unfortunate beast hibernated in a pile of
| eaves that were neant for a bonfire.

I was inclined to doubt nobst of this story. Such | egends are fun to
manuf acture, and cheaper than arnmed guards or insurance. Nothing prevented ne



fromsetting out to get the Ritzbig Dianond. | did very little nyself of
course, but | sent em ssaries to question M Ritzbig closely. Hot Dog, our
expert spot-wel der who put the questions, was evidently too zeal ous. M R was
barely able to gasp out "the safe" before he died. It occurred to ne that here
was yet another curious death the stone could chal k up. How wonderfully
nmysterious life can be! Wiy hadn't we thought of |ooking in the safe in the
first place?

W | ooked now, and found this huge, oddly-shaped di anond, just what the
i nsurance conpany ordered. We arranged to neet with their representatives one
ni ght, just outside another of ny warehouses. This one had been | eased from
the Ma Pl uribel Pancake Houses Corporation. It was where they stored
ingredients for their pizzaburger-flavored corncob pancakes, which were nade
in a nearby shoe factory. The place was secluded and dark enough for an
anbush, naturally, and the insurance people were told to bring cash. | took up
a position on the roof, |eaving Blojob and the other robots to take care of
all ground-I|evel work.

At first, everything went as planned. The insurance people parked their
car at sone distance and wal ked towards the warehouse. My robots opened fire.

The i nsurance people, however, were not playing fair. Not only were they
armed and wearing bullet-proof jackets, they were reinforced by mlitary
robots of their own# heavily arnmored and with plenty of fire power. In the

ensuing fight, though we won, | |ost sone of ny best nachines. | was just
about to descend fromthe roof and help with the |ooting, when behind ne |
heard an unearthly chuckle. | whirled around.

"Smlin' Jack! \Wat are you doi ng here?"

"Just watching, Banjo. Nice job your rohobos did there, but it's kind of
funny you never told nme about it. Me and Goober and the boys coul d' ve hel ped
you a lot. Only then you'd have to cut us in on the loot, right? The insurance
nmoney _and_ the dianond."

"So you know everything. Listen, Jack, we neant to tell you, only#"

"Save it," he said. "lI'mleaving. You'll have to deal with Goober, now.
He's roundi ng up your robots down there right now, and he's real nad."

It was true. | could see the human gang taking my gang prisoner, herding
theminto the warehouse. Bl ojob and the others were neekly obeying these
humans, whom t hey i magi ned were non-hostile. | saw that one of Goober's nen
carried an acetyl ene torch.

"Listen, Jack, don't go. Can't we tal k? Cone inside and tal k. You' ve got
t he noney, |'ve got the dianmond, why can't we tal k?"

He followed me reluctantly through a roof door to the naze of catwal ks
that criss-crossed the top of the Ma Pluribel warehouse. Far bel ow us Goober's
gang were herding the robots tightly together. Ahead of us, at the end of a
runway, stood a stout little nman carrying a bul ging briefcase.

"I"ve been waiting and waiting, M Tok," he said. "Wat kept you? Was
that shooting |I heard outside? And who is this person?”

Smlin' Jack said, "Well, who are you?"

"I"'msorry, M Daf, | conpletely forgot you. Jack, this is M Daf, an
overseas dianond nerchant. He came to buy the Ritzbig, for cash. M Daf, this
is nmy associate."

"Cash, eh?" Jack | ooked | ess sulky. "Wll, Banjo, show himthe rock
then. ™

| handed a chanpbis bag to M Daf, who opened it and dunped the stone
into the pal mof his hand. Wthout even putting a | oupe to his eye he said,
"Do not joke with ne, M Tok, this is paste. Bad paste."

"Inpossible,” | said. "I've had it with me ever since | took it fromM
Ritzbig' s safe.”

"Nevert hel ess.

| snatched the briefcase while Jack shot him It was great to be working
with himlike this, a real man-machine team and | told him so.

"Why thank you, Banjo. But that doesn't nmean |'m going to spare your
robot gang down there. They've got a | esson coming, that only Goober can give



them™

Those bel ow, having paused to watch the slow fall of M Daf's body, went
on with their roboticidal plan. The acetylene torch was lit.

| pulled a chain. There was a trenmendous groaning, grinding sound al
around us. Goober and his pals | ooked up, to see a hundred tons of liquid
pancake ni x come down at themand settle with a great _slup_.

Even Smilin' Jack had to | augh, seeing all those little figures
struggling for a noment like so many insects in honey. Wen the struggl es had
ceased, he said:

"Ckay, even. We've both lost a gang."

| waited until he'd left before | washed down the place with solvent and
brought ny own robots back to Ilife. W cut Goober Dodge's body open and found,
as |'d suspected, the real Ritzbig D anond. Later it brought a good price at a
secret auction, bought by a Texas eccentric who gave it to his horse.
believe the animal was later killed by a neteorite.

Jack was nore careful about the people he recruited for his next gang.
And he was careful not to introduce themto ne.
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*Muttered Blojob, "Boss, | still think this is a crazy idea. W can
handl e this w thout you, and you got to think about your career. Wth all that
big corporation stuff on your mnd, you don't want to mess with a little old
bank job."

"You mean, |'mnot needed." It was true. My robot robber band no | onger
needed ny gui dance. They made all the decisions about each stick-up. They
cased the joint, gathered their tools and weapons, played ganes wth maps and
toy vehicles. They paid off the cops and stored away the loot. Fine for them
but what about nme? Al | got out of it was a warehouse full of noney, jewelry
and bullion#no fun at all. "I'mcom ng al ong anyway, boys and girls."

Bl oj ob shrugged, as much as his arnmor would permt. "Okay, Boss. Here's
our plan. W hit the Vauxhall National Bank at noon#"

"Nope. 1've changed all that. W're hitting the Fl eetwood Savi ngs and
Loan Associ ation at one o'clock."

"But Boss#"

| accepted no buts; my orders would be obeyed to the letter. And what
made it even tougher for the gang was, ny orders were conpletely arbitrary:
Instead of wal king in the door, we would smash into the bank through the
pl at e- gl ass wi ndow. W woul d take only coins and i gnore paper noney. Tellers
at even-nunbered wi ndows woul d be shot whether or not they cooperated. W
m ght |eave live witnesses or we mght not, it depended on how | felt at the
tine.

"But Boss, we haven't even cased this place,"” said Blojob, as we
prepared to | aunch oursel ves towards the plate-glass w ndow.

"I"'mgiving the orders here. Charge!" | waved ny machi ne pistol, but of
course | did not |lead the charge. The heavy brigade#Bl oj ob, Sniffles, Rodan
and a couple of other half-ton hel pers#thundered across the street and pl unged
t hrough the window in a great splash of glass. | followed, |eaping across the
hoods of cars which had stopped to stare. Probably | shoul d have noticed that
one of these was a patrol car

Wthin mnutes we were holed up inside, while outside an arny of police



prepared for battle. They had arnored vehicles and psychiatrists, tactica
forces and social workers, marksmen and Irish priests, television and
heli copters. W& had nothing left but a couple of guns and a bag of pennies.

| lay behind the fake onyx counter, Sniffles was in a corner holding a
gun to the bank president's head (to no purpose, the man was dead), Rodan was

still trying to burn his way into the vault (no one had said "Stop"), the shot
wr eckage of the helpers lay strewn through the offices, mxed with the bodies
of bank staff, and Bl ojob sat counting bullets. | was bored with bank robbery

al ready. Not that | was going to experience nuch nmore of it, for, at any
nmonent now, a param litary team would conme crashing in through the back door
or the ceiling and kill me. | did not want to die bored, so | began | ooking
closely at the pattern in the fake green onyx, trying hard to feel sonething
deeply before | felt nothing at all

It al nost worked. Suddenly the green pattern _cane alive_ , it took on a
lustre of living beauty. It was as though | were staring at human skin,
translucent and fragile, with delicate veins gl ow ng beneath the surface.

The spell was broken by a flat, nasal voice blasting in fromthe street.
"Listen to me, Hickock."

"Ti k-Tok," | shouted. "The nane is Tik-Tok, | told you."

"Listen to me, Hickock, you think you're a hero in there? You ain't no
hero, you're a jerk and a scunbag and a cowardy custard! A real hero would

stand up and fight it out, man to man. You're a pantywai st, Hickock. | spit on
the mlk of your nother. |I curse the grave of your father. | say your
girlfriend is a whore. | say the car you drive is shit on wheels. Wat do you

say to that?"

The verbal barrage went on. Evidently they believed | was a human naned
H ckock, a known bank robber and psychotic. They had pulled a conmputer file on
H ckock, and now kept feeding ne with information about nmy assumed self, as
teans of police psychol ogists took turns soothing and assaul ting:

"Li sten, Hickock, com ng out of there is easy. The hard part is trying
to stay in. Look, you proved what a hero you are, everybody really respects
you now. You got nothing to gain now. "

"Listen to me, Hickock, you gotta girl, right? Marlene, right? You wanta
talk with her? We'll fix up a videophone connection, you can see her and talk
with her, okay? Or what do you say to a nice thick steak, filet mgnon, side
of fries, mushroons, onion rings, bottle of any beer you like, what do you
say, kid?"

"This is your old nother, son. Don't go on with this, for the |ove of
God! For once in your rotten life try, try to do sonething hal fway decent.”

"My child, maybe you feel you've |lost your way, but you know, God stil
cares about your soul. Yes | know that nust sound a little old-fashioned in

this nodern age of jazz and cocktails and Martian haircuts and all, but it's
as true now as it ever was, God still cares, God still (how nmuch |onger do
have to keep himbusy?) God still cares. So you get a wonderful chance here to

get straight with God. Let the hostages go, ny child. Let themall go. You
haven't killed anyone yet, you haven't committed the big sin, not yet."

In fact the space behind the counter was full of blasted bodies; all of
our hostages were dead.

"This is your social worker, H ckock, |look |I know things haven't been
easy for you lately but couldn't we talk this thing through? I just want you
to see all your options before you junp into anything, okay? Okay just prom se

me this. Promise nme you'll talk with ne for just five mnutes. Then if you
still feel like killing the hostages, fine, go ahead. What do you think?
Deal ?"

Bl oj ob reported that he had enough ammo to nake a small bonb. | saw he
was asking pernission to comit suicide.

"Fine," | said. "Only wait till after | leave. And try to take as nany
cops with you as possible. Cops or anybody."

The brassy voice in the street went on for another hour, until it was

suddenly cut off. if you |l ove God and | ove your nother and | ove your



girl and _wow yom bwnmmm M p! EEP! " A convoy of road graders, diggers, power
shovel s and tanks plowed into the massed police cars and shoved them asi de
like toys. There was scattered gunfire and the sound of rockets. A light tank
stopped in front of the bank and the voice of Smlin'" Jack called out fromit:

"Come on, Banjo, for Christ's sake." | hobbled out, leaning on a rifle,
clinmbed aboard. W were a few bl ocks away when Bl ojob went up in a fountain of
fake green onyx.

"Goddamit, Banjo, why did you risk everything for a | ousy bank

robbery?" Smilin" Jack was not smilin'. "I been checking up on you, Banjo,
Jesus you got a great organization working for you, a whole |legit corporation
pul ling down a couple million a day, the oil fields and copper mi nes and

nmedi cal centers, you own a tenth of every cornflake in the United States#and
you want to risk all that for what? For the fun of robbing some di nky bank?"

"It's kind of an experinent, George. See, |I'mnot exactly interested in
nmoney or power. | just want to know what it feels like to _do wong_. To
comit sins.”

"What kind of sins? What are you tal ki ng about ?"

"I want to find out what makes people tick. For instance, what nade you
cone to nmy rescue today?"

H s fambus grin returned. "Hell, Banjo, | was on the way to the bank
nmyself to take out a little unsecured loan. Only | saw there was a hell of a
traffic jam so me and the boys stopped our vehicles for a mnute." He pointed
at the TV screen. "Then | saw you on the news." The screen now showed a
commercial for instant nashed potatoes. "Hell, Banjo, what are friends for?"

There were quite a few argunments aboard the _Doodl ebug_ as we pl unged
towards the sun. Sone argued that it had been foolish to kill Captain Reo, who
m ght have worked out sone way of saving us; others argued that Reo had been
asking for it. Sonme argued that we should keep as cool as possible with
air-conditioning and thus prolong our lives a few hours or days; others argued
for turning up the heat to acclimatize ourselves. Sone argued that we shoul d
(me excepted) drink Kool-aid |aced with cyanide and get it over with; others
poi nted out that there was no Kool -aid or cyani de aboard, and darn little of
anything else to eat or drink.

| suggested telling stories to pass the time. These shared experiences
woul d bind us together closely, in a conradeship that had no regard for race,
creed, color, sex, age, height, weight, 1Q identifying scars, |ack of affect
or even |l ack of protoplasm Dooned and dammed we might be, but we'd be darn
gl ad of the conpany.

| began the round of stories nyself with the sinple tale of ny own life
wi th the Cul peppers at Tenoaks. | had barely described the famly, however,
when Vilo Jord swore an oath and leapt to his feet. His face was pale, the odd
nmoust ache twit ching.

"This is amazing!" he said. "I net these very Cul peppers nyself, after
they fell into poverty!"

"Did they ever speak of me?" | asked. "Did they renenber their
faithful #?"

"No one said anything about any robot servants," he said. "But you have
to realize, they'd come down in the world so. | doubt if they remenbered their
days of plantation glory."

"And how are they all: Mz Lavinia and Mz Bereni ce and Massa Ol ando
and Massa Cl ayton and especially little old Mz Carlotta? All well, | hopes?"

"Not exactly." He cleared his throat. "I ran across the Cul peppers while
| was travelling through M ssissippi on enbassy business. A sandstorm bl ew
up#the climate of the Magnolia State has changed somewhat, | imagi ne, since
your time. | took cover in a rude trailer that | found pitched in the shelter
of ten oak trees, and there | net the Cul peppers.

"I must tell you in all candor that |I have never seen such hopel ess
poverty in my own country or anywhere el se, never. They had eaten the



tel ephone. | begged a glass of water fromthem feeling that even this was an
i mposition. They brought nme a cracked glass of cloudy water on a rusty tin
pieplate. The little attenpt at el egance noved ne, and | left ten thousand
dollars under the plate. Later | wondered if nobney wasn't just prolonging
their m sery needlessly. They lived in the shadow of death, you see, just as
they lived in the shadow of that giant unfinished pyramd."

"Clayton's pyranmd," | said, nodding. "That's what ruined the famly."
"Wrse, it blighted the entire state.”
Maggi e spoke up. "Yes, | read an article about that in _Scientific

Martian_ not long ago. It said that ecol ogists now know that it was buil ding
the Geat Pyramid at G za which caused the Egyptian |and to beconme a parched
and sandy desert. Now this pyram d has done the sane for M ssissippi ."

Vilo continued his story. "C ayton seenmed genui nely sorry about his
venture. In fact he vowed to devote every penny earned by his pyramd to
restoring the scarred land."

"Did it earn nuch?"

"Nothing at all. Tourists were supposed to pay a quarter to look at it,
but usually dayton was so glad to have visitors that he forgot to collect the
nmoney. OF course he hoped to nake noney fromthe pyramid in another way. He
believed that, if he could only lay his hands on sufficiently accurate
measuring instrunents, he could predict the future in great detail, nerely by
measuri ng passages within the great structure. Evidently each passage
corresponds to sonme historical period, and all the little bunps and
irregularities in the stone are little events. Wth good instrunments, he said,
he coul d predict horse races and stock market novenments. 'But what can | do,’
he said, 'with nothing but an old folding ruler?"

"Massa C ayton al ways was a hopeless nerp," | said. "How was M z
Lavi ni a? When | | ast heard of her, she was on a satellite, a prisoner of her
own allergies.”

"She was nmuch worse. Her allergies continued to multiply, and now they

were killing her. | believe her doctor said that she had now becone allergic
to the entire universe# only an escape from space and time m ght save her
life. ' _Mght_', he said again. '|I make no guarantees."

"And Mz Berenice?"

"M ndless," he said. "Burnt out after a grand drug janboree. She didn't

even babble, just slept in her chair. Al the time | was there, she never
opened an eye."

"And Massa Ol ando?"

"Orlando |l eft the bosomof the famly to make his own way. He worked at
some other wealthy famly's stables as a groom until they caught himfooling
with the horses. He kept losing jobs, and finally he had to pose as a robot to
work for sone aristocratic famly in Georgia as a fieldhand. Every norning he
had to get up early and paint on the lines for his jaw joint. Every night he
had to sneak into the orchard and feed on green peaches.”

"And Mz Carlotta? Sweet little Mz Carlotta?"

Vilo cleared his throat and stared for a nonent at the view screen where
the sun seened to be growing larger by the second. "Banjo, |I'mafraid she's
dead. As you know, she was al ways sensitive about her height, just over 12
i nches. Yet, so long as the fam |y had noney, she never gave up hope of
nmeeting a short man, marrying, and living a conpletely fulfilled life. True,
none of the men she met were quite short enough, but#so |ong as the Cul pepper
fortune drew suitors to the house#t here was al ways hope.

"Grinding poverty changed everything. Carlotta had no nore beaux of any
size. The only gentlenmen who called on her were no gentlenen at all: they
represented circuses.

"At |ast, deeply depressed, she tried to rouse Berenice from perpetua
sl unber for sone words of confort. Berenice snored on, her long, |ustrous
bl ack hair hangi ng down over the back of her chair. Carlotta braided sonme of
this hair, made a noose for her own tiny neck, |eaped off a footstool and
hanged hersel f. Berenice never awke, and by the tinme others noticed the tiny



figure hangi ng down behind her chair, it was too late."

There was not a dry eye on the ship after Vilo's tale,. nmy two excepted.
Maggi e Dial volunteered to tell the next one, vowing it would have a happier
endi ng.

"Let me start by posing a few riddles," she said, and counted them of f
on the fingers of one hand. "Watever happened to the _SS Dolly Edison_? Wy
are we running out of food and grog al ready? What can we learn fromthe
ani mal s? Wy did we all have to be knocked out during liftoff? Wiy was Captain
Reo wearing spurs? Can artificial gravity save lives?"

W were all listening intently now "For a short time | worked as an
i nsurance investi gator#usi ng drugs, hypnosis and ani mal inpersonations to get
at the truth. | was assigned to the case of the _SS Dolly Edison_, the |uxury

liner that took off for a grand tour of the solar systemand never cane back
Radi o contact suggested that there had been an expl osion on the bridge, the
ship went out of control and fell into the sun#the orchestra playing 'Nearer
My God to Thee'. My conpany wasn't satisfied. W managed to find out that
there were very few supplies taken on board, only a skeleton crew, and no
passengers at all#the entire passenger list was fictitious. But we were never
able to prove what finally happened to the ship."

She held up a piece of headed notepaper. "Now | know, the ship's nane
was changed to the _Doodl ebug . The owners collected insurance on their white
el ephant #nobody ever wanted to do grand tours of the solar system anyway#and
began a profitable freight business. Only now either the freight business
wasn't so good either or the ship was getting too old to cut the nustard. Tine
to try the same trick again."

Little Jack Wax scratched his head. "You nean change the nane agai n?"

"Not quite. This tinme the ship would really be destroyed. My friends,
we' re aboard a coffin ship."

Duke Mtty nodded. "We knew that. We just didn't knowit was all set up
del i berate. "

"That expl ains why we're running out of supplies,’
were never nmeant to reach Mars at all."

"Zounds," soneone rmurnured.

"The next question is, what can we learn fromthe animal s? As you al
know, |1've worked a lot with animals, so | notice things about themthe rest
of you might mss. For instance, those cows in the hold, hanging up in
hamrocks. | noticed that the droppings under one of themwere different. It
isn"t a cowat all. Ch, it has fake horns and a plastic udder and a false tai
to disguise it, but it's a horse."

"That explains Captain Reo's spurs!" | said, though | wasn't sure how.
"It's his horse.”

"Right." Mggie grinned. "It's the horse he was going to use for his
getaway. Now, why did we all have to be knocked out during lift-off?"

Fern Wrpne said, "Wasn't it something to do with adjusting to
artificial gravity?"

"So they kept telling us. But the real reason is, there was no lift-off.
There's no artificial gravity. We're parked on earth, and we never left it."

Maggi e went on. "W

Smilin' Jack spoke up. "I can't believe this. We're on earth? If Reo
knew that, why didn't he just slip out while we were sleeping off the grog?"
"I wondered about that nyself," said Maggie. "I think he wanted nore

t han escape#he wanted revenge on us. He wanted to wait until the preset
charges were about ready to bl ow the ship to kingdom cone, then slip away and
| eave us to die."”

"I can't believe it," | said. "Was he going to kill passengers, crew and
cattle, all for an insurance sw ndl e?"

"Exactly," she said. "It'll probably be a thernonucl ear device, just to
make sure all traces are erased#headed notepaper and all. And probably a
preset Mayday signal will seemto come froma ship sonewhere near the sun at

the same tine."
"And what tinme would that be?" Sherm asked.



"I"'mnot sure, but | think it would be a good idea if we all cleared out
_now _."

Maggi e stepped to the nearest airlock and hit the series of buttons for
Emer gency Evacuation. The doors flew back and the air rushed out, catapulting

her into inky space.

No, | was just kidding. The doors flew back to show a stretch of desert,
covered by sagebrush. W lost no time in | eaping out and running for our
lives. | know that npost of us were thinking what a cruel trick of fate it

would be if we _alnost_ got away. No doubt Jud Nedd was al so thinking about
expl odi ng cows.

As luck would have it, we were picked up within m nutes by helicopters
of the Internal Revenue Service, in their regular sweep of the desert for tax
evaders. By the time the bonb went off, we were many hundreds of miles away. |
was being polished up for a salvage auction, while the hijackers were al
maki ng voluntary statements with their heads being held under water

My time with these space pirates was one of the nost interesting and
instructive of ny life. Right at the very end of it | learned howto set up a
cof fin shi p#many C ockman shi ps have since gone to gl ory#and how to get
voluntary statenents
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*Ni xon Park, here we are, Banjo. | nean Tik." The tank sl owed and
stopped. "But it's a hell of a place to be getting out. At least let nme take
you around to the other side, where you can get a taxi."

"No thanks, Ceorge. This is fine."

As | stepped out, Ceorge ("Smlin" Jack") Grewney said, "And you with

one |l eg gone and all, you sure you're all right?"

"I"'ve got this to lean on." | held up the rifle. "Well, thanks again,
Ceorge. So long."

As he leaned out to close the Iid, |I shot himthrough the left eye.

No one seened to notice the shot. No one watched ne hobbling across the
park, not even the old man who sat by his chessboard, waiting for a sucker
Wien | reached the other side, | threwthe rifle into a bush and hailed a cab

I nside, the cab was covered with signs forbidding snoking or eating, and
suggesting that if the passenger didn't like it in Anerica, he or she m ght go
back to Russia. The driver wore mrror sungl asses.

"There's a tank parked on the other side of the park," | said.

"No ki ddi ng? What ki nda tank?"

"l don't know. But it has bl ood down the side."

"Whaddya know?" He turned a little, to show nme his grin.

"I know how t he bl ood got there."

"Yeah? Yeah?"

"I shot the guy driving the tank. In the left eye." He roared with
| aughter. "Hey that's a good one." "No |I'm serious. He was a friend of mne.
shot him™"

"Yeah, in the left eye. Ha ha ha ha . . . hey that's good. | gotta tel
that one to ny kids. You got any kids?"

"No |"'ma robot. Didn't you notice?"

He pounded on the wheel and grimaced. "Stop, you're killin' nme. You're,
you' re, hahahaha . . . left eye!"



"It was a glass eye," | said, setting himoff again. He | aughed all the
way to our destination, and he then refused any noney.

"Listen, buddy, | got this gastric ulcer and the doc says rel ax nore,
enjoy life. Have a few | aughs. But you know, | never get no laughs in this
j ob, nothing but aggravation. You done me nore good than a hundred bucks worth
of medicine . . . in the left eye!"
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*Ofperation Job was what | decided to call ny gratuitous blitzkrieg of
m sfortune to be visited on a selected subject. The subject would have to be
physically, mentally and financially healthy, a commtted churchgoer, in |ove
with life. He or she should have a spouse and children, pets, property, a
responsi ble job and some standing in the conmmunity. CGeneral Gus Austin, | was
delighted to find out, had all of these qualifications.

On one of ny trips to California, | asked General Cord about his forner
col | eague.

"Qus, he's kind of boring, but | guess you'd have to defenestrate any
concept that he wasn't a genuine optinmist, right now He is the one man who
has managed to amal ganate the very qui ntessence of good living. | guess naybe
it had to do with his career before he left the Arny. He was kind of an
all-round expediter, a role that is hard to explain to | aynen. He never
actually contributed to any ongoi ng operational exercise, but he had a way of
al ways being there, ubiquitously encouraging _des autres_, snoothing al
pat hs, maki ng peopl e feel #good, | guess that's the word, good. But how do you
know him Ti k?"

"W were on a television talk show together. He seemed to be a real nice
guy. Real nice."

Cord | aughed. "That's Gus all right. You summed up everything | was
saying there, Tik. _Real nice guy_, | like that, it has aring to it. Hand ne
that gl ass of water, will you?" Cord was confined to a hospital bed with two
broken l egs. He hadn't nentioned the fact, and | felt that it was not polite
to notice it. But now he said

"CQuess | ought to tell you how | broke both ny | egs. Darndest foo
accident, | fell out of my car. Ever hear of anything like that, falling out
of a car?"

| said | hadn't. "Do you nean the door wasn't |ocked?"

"Not the door, |I fell out of the car window Right in front of a bus,
could have been killed, you know?" He chuckl ed. "Now you're gonna ask me how
didit. Let ne tell you, I don't know. All | was doing was |eaning out of the
window a little bit to get some sun on mny shoul der#oh, you don't know about ny
shoul der, do you? Well see |'ve been having a lot of trouble with that
shoul der, ever since | sprained it signing a letter, about six nonths ago.
tried putting in an extra little flourish, and _wham " H's arm swept out,
upsetting the glass of water and starting a snmall electrical fire in the bed
not or. Before anyone could stop him he was beating the fire out with both
hands. When | left, his burns were bei ng bandaged.

Al'l other sources confirned that General Gus Austin (Ret.) was perfect
for Operation Job. He was worshi pped by his wife and four children, one
grandchild, favorite dog and horse, as he had been by his nen in the Arny. He
had retired to step into an executive position at National Xenophone, a



heari ng-aid conmpany that had now diversified into aerospace.

One day a week he left his ranch, flew his own helicopter to the city,
did a light day's work that was invaluable to the conpany, returned home for
one cocktail and dinner with the famly. The fanmly evening woul d be spent
wat chi ng hone novi es, nendi ng harness, swappi ng jokes and songs around the
fire, or playing a lively gane of Twenty Questions.
The rest of the week he spent riding his horse, witing memoirs, keeping
bees and fi shing#but every evening was spent with the fanmily around the fire.
On Sunday he attended the Church of the Flat Nazareth, a place for
strong beliefs. The paradox of working in aerospace and at the sane tine
accepting the doctrine of a flat earth, was nmade easier for himby his
m ni ster's assurances that this apparent conflict was resolved in God.

| began by enticing his dog away for a long walk, killing it and burying

it inthe desert. | toyed with the idea of doing the same for all his fanily,
but where was the finesse in that?
Next, | picked a bundle of what the locals call "vorpal weed" and fed it

to his beloved horse. It suffered |oud and terrible agonies through the night,
| later |learned, while he and a flying vet sat up with it. At dawn it turned
up its hooves.

The children were far nore difficult. Two of themno longer lived at the
ranch (having made their escape from home novies and Twenty Questions): Gus
Juni or had married and noved to Russia, to superintend the construction of a
soft-drink bottling plant#the first to be built entirely of reinforced hair.

It took ne nmany nonths to arrange that a certain weak wall collapse, killing
him his wife and Gus 111

The next el dest, Tina, was attendi ng Debenham Bi bl e Col |l ege in Georgia.
It seened that she was a champion swimer, tipped for the next dynpics, and
so allowed to practice alone each morning in the college pool. At first |
entertained the idea of electric eels, but these would seemtoo unlikely for
an accident, also too Freudian. But | was able to divert a delivery of liquid
nitrogen fromits destination, the college chem stry departnent, and have it
bl own through a wi ndow into the pool at the right noment.

The youngest son, Gustavus, was snall enough easily to be dropped into a
beehi ve. Hi s older sister, Qussie, was dispatched at a carnival, by the sinple
expedi ent of | oosening two bolts on the roller coaster

There remai ned only GQus Austin's wife, Augusta. She was a keen jai alai
pl ayer, and in this dangerous sport | saw the perfect opportunity for murder
But fate beat ne to it: Augusta, while speeding to an inmportant jai alai nmatch
with her |over (the fanmous ball boy Ned August, managed to crash her expensive
powered unicycle into a billboard advertising alfalfa flakes. On hearing this,
| cancelled my order for a special gun capable of firing jai alai balls, and
t ook stock of Operation Job so far

CGeneral Gus had all of his |oved ones, human and even animal, brought to
one spot on his ranch and buried together

_Here lie_

AUGUSTUS AUSTIN JR, _ny son_
AUG E AUSTIN, _his wife_
AUGUSTUS AUSTIN IIl, _their son_
AUGUSTI NA AUSTI N, _ny daughter_
@QUSSI E AUSTI N, _ny daughter _
GQUSTAVUS AUSTIN, _ny son_
AUGUSTA AUSTIN, _nmy wife_

PRI NCESS, _ny dog_

CAESAR S WFE, _ny horse_

_but not nme, hee hee_

That amazing last line was nmy first inkling that all was not well wth



Operation Job. He seenmed in no way perturbed by all these deaths, but carried
on with his nemoirs and his job and eveni ngs watchi ng home novies. Fromthere
on, the story was all downhill. | spent considerable tine and noney trying to
break General Gus: By stock mani pulation, it was possible to nmake his work at
Nat i onal Xenophone | ook incompetent, if not downright crooked. Wiile he was (I
hoped) still reeling fromthe | oss of his job, | managed to wi pe out his
finances and even take away his ranch. He could no |longer visit the graves of
his |l oved ones. My detectives hounded himfromjob to job, naking sure he
ended up a vagrant. A hired "doctor" induced al coholism malnutrition, and a
general deterioration in health, including boils. Gus Austin was reduced to
lying in alleys, drinking wine frombottles in paper bags. Yet even then he
continued to scrawl his menoirs on the paper bags.

The only remaining step, then, was to cast doubt on his mlitary record,
the last fragment of his fornmer life left to love. | waited and watched on the
final day when a cadre of mlitary officials approached Gus as he |ay,
hal f - consci ous, on a curb outside a m ssion hotel. He was surrounded by
hal f - consci ous cronies, all of whomwere dazzled by the sight of smart
uni fornms and shi ned shoes.

"Ceneral Gus Austin?" said one of the officers. GQus tried to get up
failed. "You have been retroactively tried by a court martial for cowardice in
the face of the eneny, black marketeering, illicit sexual practices and
subordination. This is your dishonorable discharge." The officer slapped his
face with a scrap of paper, then reached down and tore fromhis ragged
overcoat a few grubby pieces of colored cloth# ribbons so faded no one had
noticed themuntil now The triunph of fate over Gus Austin was conplete,

t hought, as the military nen marched back to their car

@Qus blinked for a nonent at the scrap of paper, then let it bl ow away.
Beneath the dirt and di sease, he wore the same genial, self-satisfied
expression as before. Now he turned to the next bum nudged himand said:

"Come on, ask ne if it's animl, vegetable or mneral."

| count Operation Job among ny fail ed experinents.
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*P*olitical weather changes were on the way, and their isobars were
pushi ng across ny part of the map. To begin with, | |earned that Duane
St udebaker had joined a peculiar new anti-robot group called Amrerican People
First. | had seen these people on TV, parading in their three-cornered hats,
and | knew these parades were often followed by riots and the smashi ng of
robots on the street. But until now, it had al ways seenmed a renpte phenonenon
a cloud on the horizon no bigger than a robot's hand. Now t he sky seened
overcast with APF cl ouds. Soneone | knew had actually joined in this darkness.
| decided to drop in on Duane and Barbie, to find out nore about APF.

When | mentioned it to Sybilla Wite, she said, "I'lIl go with you. In
case they decide to give you any trouble, best to have a human bei ng al ong,
ri ght?"

"You go with me everywhere, these days, Syb. Fol ks are beginning to
talk," | joked. To nmy great surprise, she bl ushed.

As we drove out to Fairnmont, | thought over this new devel opment. No
doubt about it, Sybilla had been hanging around nme a lot, lately. My one
speech for Wages for Robots never seemed to bore her no matter how often she



heard it. And it wasn't just an interest in the novenment, because others had
conpl ai ned about her mssing conmittee neetings to be with me. Wen talking to
me she touched ny hands and arms a lot. In cars, as now, she | eaned agai nst

me. And now that | thought of it, there had been a long string of odd,
unnecessary conplinents: "Tik, you're so _clean_, so wonderfully _clean_.
"I"mglad you never eat, Tik. Eating is such a coarse thing to do, shoving
bunches of animal and vegetable fiber into a hole in one's face#wi sh I didn't
have to."

Today she said, "Tik, |I suppose you' re, um equipped to please wonen?"

"That's right."

"I don't know if | approve of that or not," she said, staring out the
wi ndow. "l guess a |lot of women just use you, don't they?"

| sai d nothing.

"If I had a relationship with a robot, I'd want it to be nore, urn,
spiritual. Not just a lot of animal urn, pleasure. Not that |'ve got anything
agai nst #"

"Here we are!l" | parked in front of the fanmiliar white frane house with

green awni ngs. There were a couple of new additions: a tall flagpole on which
an imrense Anerican flag hung linp, and a decorative flower bed that spelled
out SCRAP ALL ROBOTS ifl beautiful colors.

Ri vets answered the door. lIgnoring ne, he spoke to Sybilla. "M and Ms
St udebaker aren't hone just now," he said. "If you'd like to | eave a nessage.

"Rivets, it's me. Tik-Tok. Can | cone in?"

W thout |ooking at me, he said, "Madam your robot nust conduct his
busi ness at the back door. This is an American People First house, where
robots know their place."

"Let's get out of here," said Sybilla, turning away.

"Goodbye, madam Take some bunper stickers with you?"

| accepted them for her. JUNK TI NHEADS, said one. THE WAGES OF ROBOIS IS
DEATH, said another. Finally: KEEP AMERI CA BEAUTI FUL#STAMP OUT TI N.

"I want to look in the garage," | said. "I won't take long."

"I don't like it here," she said. "These people are really evil. Let's
go."

"You wait in the car," |I said, knowi ng that she woul dn't. "They never
lock the garage. | just want to see if they still have ny paintings. Do you

see? | don't want to |leave ny paintings in their hands."
Rel uctantly, Sybilla followed ne into the garage. There were no
pai ntings, of course, but there was a certain dusty old trunk, dating fromthe

ol d days when Duane had taken a monentary interest in sex. O a kind. | forced
the I ock and opened it on tangl ed chains and | eather doublets. | picked up a
whi p.

"Tik, let's get out of here, please. What if they found us nmessing with
all their kinky stuff?"

"I was just thinking," | said. "This if the first tinme we' ve been al one.
Real |y al one. The fact that Duane m ght wal k in and shoot us#that kind of adds
to the nonent, you know?"

"Tik, I'mscared!"

"Me too," | said, helping her with her buttons. "Wy waste it?"

"Fear turns you on?"

"Fear, the threat of violence, anything like that. Uh, Syb, would you
m nd putting on this |eather thing#and these nanacl es?"

When she was completely trussed and gagged, | cranmed her into the dusty
trunk and closed it again. Then | went to the Studebaker's back door. | was
armed with a butter knife.

"What are you doing here again? This is an American#"

"Yes, yes, Rivets, | know. But there's sonething | have to show you.

Rai se your right arma little."

He did, and | brought the butter knife up with a stabbing notion. If

properly done, this invariably dunps the entire nenory of the conmon donestic



robot. It's a trick a service engineer showed ne. | left Rivets sitting on the
kitchen floor, awed by the sight of his own fingers and toes.
My plan was to wait a nonth before telling the police where to find

Sybilla. | expected press reaction, her nother being Titania Wite, the racing
driver. Blame would naturally fall on the APF and Duane.

But as | headed for the car, | heard the sound of chains fromthe
garage. | turned. The garage door was open, and in the gloom | could see

Sybill a standi ng up, being hel ped out of her shackles by another person. The
stranger was fenmal e, robotic#and no stranger

"Qumdrop!" | cried. "lIs it really you?" | started towards her

"Rusty," she said, using ny old nane. "I can't believe you were going to
just abandon this worman like this."

"No of course not," | said, stopping. "No, see, |#"

"Just abandon her to die." Gundrop's voice was full of sadness. "Because
I know you're a better, finer person than this. Ch, Rusty, you' re good. You're
a good robot!"

Suddenly | saw nyself through her eyes, and | was filled with shanme. Was
it too late? Could I throw off the yoke of evil and becone re-purified in the
fires of Gundrop's love? "Oh, Gumdrop!" | cried, stunbling towards her. "I
~will_ be good#l can and I _wll_#for you! For us! I#"

At that noment | caught ny foot in a tripwire on the law, and the
garage exploded in flames. | was knocked down. In getting up | saw, not far
away in the grass, Qundrop's head. It was speaking faint words. | bent over it
and heard: "Prom se ne, Rusty? Pronmise ne to try#bei ng good#for us?"

But the noment had passed. | kicked the head under a parked car and nade

ny getaway.
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*Q. "Cue the bl oody rainbow," said the director, and buttons were
pressed. A hospital bed, apparently towed by white doves, made it safely
t hrough storm cl ouds to the rai nbow where a | um nous nurse bent caringly over
t he unseen patient. A droning script-boy was reading al oud the voice-over
(later to be recorded by a fanous video tragedian): " caring, sharing
wor |l d of Clockman. Check in on a Friday night, and get the same caring quality
for ten percent less. That's O ockman Medical Center, for roundthe-clock care
wi th the personalized touch."” The nurse bent |ower, smled harder.

"Cut." The director turned to me. "Think we can go with that, M Tok?"

"Fine, Larry, fine. |I didn't want to interfere here, just dropped in to
| et you know what | see as the tone we're ainming at here. I'll be liaising
with the agency too, but ljust wanted to let you in on nmy feelings. Because
we're going for a big exposure on these. We'll need a I ot of good spots to
counteract sone of the bad press.”

"What bad press? W haven't got any bad press.”

"We soon will have." | invited Larry to join nme and some of the agency
peopl e at one of the new C ockman hospitals the foll owi ng norning, to see our
new policy in action. The Press, | knew, would be there w thout invitation.

After nmy escape fromthe _Doodl ebug_, | was sold at a government

contraband auction to a small-town doctor naned Hekyll. It's hard to describe



Dr Hekyll's character. In fact, though I worked in his office for nearly a
year, | hardly ever nmet the man. He seldomcanme in to see patients in person
unl ess they insisted. Not many did insist, because they preferred to see his
skilled robot assistant, Buttons. Buttons was dedicated and capable, a far
better doctor then Hekyl | #t hough of course not licensed to practice w thout
human supervi si on. About once a nonth, Dr Hekyll canme in fromthe country club
to supervise and coll ect checks.

The rest of the time, the office was entirely in nechanical hands. | did
t he neni al wor k#sweepi ng, straightening the nagazines in the waiting
room#whi | e Buttons acted as physician and surgeon.

Buttons was a thorough professional. | often tried to start conversation
or offer friendship, but there was never tinme. The minute the |last patient
left for the day, Buttons would sit down to a pile of nedical journals and
pharmaceuti cal advertisenents, rising only to hurry off to perform sone piece
of surgical brilliance at County Hospital, before the long round of house
calls. In spare nmonents, Buttons m ght dash off articles on advanced surgica
techni ques, or ghost-wite a television nmedical drama series.

Then came the case of Reverend Humm | eader of a sect called the
Tachyoni tes. The Tachyonites, or to give themtheir proper name, the Assenbly
of Time Saints, were one of the nmore stiff-necked little groups our century
has thrown up. One of their founders nust have stunbl ed across some scientific
t ext book or even science fiction story in which there is specul ati on about
tachyons and time travel. Tachyons, being hypothetical particles that nove
faster than light, are supposed to go back in time. If they existed, such
tachyons woul d enabl e us to change our own past.

These peopl e seized on the idea that _prayer_ is tachyonitic. They
bel i eved that they thensel ves were capable of living outside time. The phrase
_born again_ took on a peculiar enphasis in their creed. "Make no provision
for tonorrow," the Bible told them and they did not. After all, if you can
change yesterday, why worry about tonorrow? Indeed, if you can change
yest erday, why worry about anything? There need be no nore di sease, poverty,
deat h.

| don't know all the details of their curious gospel. At death, they
bel i eved, the soul sinply noved outside tine and wandered at will. Finally it
would migrate to sone earlier time and re-enter the body.

Needl ess to say, this doctrine involved a | ot of paradoxes of faith, not
to nention physical contradictions. A man with [ung cancer was supposed to be
able to cure hinself by sinply praying away a lifetine of snoki ng#though if
every sufferer did it, the world woul d be knee-deep in unsnoked cigarettes.
The Tachyonites never worried about conplexities |like that, however. Health,
wealth and wi sdomwere theirs for the asking, w thout having to go to bed
early!

In theory, that is. In practice, the earthly head of the Tachyonites,
Reverend Francis X. Hunm was now in town and dying. Only a few close el ders
knew this, and they were keeping it secret. If Hummdied, the entire fabric of
their church mght crunble away. |If he openly consulted a doctor, another
crisis of faith.

Buttons and | were sumoned to a house-call in the mddle of the night,
and urged to secrecy. W had to disguise ourselves as accountants#rin ess
gl asses, pinstripe suits, instruments hidden in purple |eather briefcases#and
we had to follow a trail of phone calls at isolated pay phones, to a notel in
t he next county.

Buttons took only seconds to diagnose gangrene, and asked about Hummi s
recent injuries. It seened that the Reverend had been giving a sernon at the
old church and, in the course of devel oping his thenme (an expl anation of the
Trinity fromtime paradox) he'd pounded the old wooden pul pit so vigorously
that it had splintered. A splinter had | odged in his hand and becone badly
i nf ect ed.

Having failed to pray out the splinter, Humm had secretly resorted to an
old country remedy: a poultice of boiled nettles, curry powder and peat. But



when his potful of nettles had boiled over, Reverend Humm had foolishly tried
tolift it off the fire with his one good hand. He'd dropped the pot, scal ding
his foot. This too was now i nfected.

Buttons said, "The hand and foot will both have to cone off, Rev.
Imredi ately. It's too late for anything else. 1'll call the hospital and#"

"No!" The dying man nade an effort to sit up. "No hospital. Do it here.
And strap me into an artificial hand and foot right away. No one'll ever

know. "

"Even if you could wear them where could | get prostheses at a nonent's
noti ce? Be reasonable.”

After sone argunment, Buttons agreed to do the surgery in the notel room
assisted by Dr Hekyll

"As for the artificial parts,"” | said, "why not take nmy hand and foot?"

Buttons laid a skilled hand on nmy shoulder. "No, old scout, but thank
you. But it would be a poor surgeon who expected others to make all the

sacrifices. I'll use ny own."
Hekyl |l arrived with nore instruments concealed in his golf bag. "Dam
fool idea," he told Hunm "The prostheses will be painful, and there's a risk

of infection."

"On ny head be it," intoned the preacher. He was incredibly tough. Not
only did he refuse anaesthetic, he insisted on using the new hand and foot as
soon as they were in place. For the rest of the day he made superhuman efforts
to stand, wal k, perform calisthenics and (his hobby) juggle eggs.

The next norning, Hunm coul d not get out of bed. The infection had
spread to his |inbs.

"Operate again!" he groaned. Buttons and Hekyll went to work. | went
back to the office to get in some sweepi ng and magazi ne-strai ghtening, while
the two surgeons performed an historic series of operations. Over the next few
days, they removed piece after piece of the original Reverend Humm and
repl aced the pieces with sections of Buttons. Finally Hunm was nmerely a human

head on a netal body. The risk of infection, | was told, was considerably
| essened by the absence of neat.
The head of Buttons was still functioning, of course. Dr Hekyll kept it

in a hatbox on a shelf in his office, where it was able to give himvaluable
advice with his patients.
A few weeks later, we took the head of Buttons to see Reverent Hunm

preaching at a local church. By now, | was told, the fever had abated and
rejection problens were all in the past. W took a front pew for this, his
first public appearance.

VWhile we waited, | asked Buttons what life was |ike, being a person
wi t hout a body.

"Professionally speaking," said the head with a rueful grin, "I can't

conplain. At least it's a chance for me to test directly some of the nedica
and phil osophi cal questions raised by anputation#the old 'knife wthout a

bl ade whi ch had no handl e' problem and others. Hard to keep notes, of course,
but | have recently done some interesting work on so-called 'ghost |inbs'.
Yesterday for instance | had the distinct inpression that ny left big toe had
crept into ny anus and progressed through to the bile duct, where it was
having a fight with a liver fluke. Today | thought soneone was singing in ny
spl een. Curious."

Too much al one, | thought. Poor Buttons. Just then Reverend Hunm nounted
the pul pit and beamed down at us. H's netal body was fully conceal ed under
robe, scarf, gl oves.

Buttons hissed, "My God, |ook at that color! He's spoiling!" Hekyll
suggested that it was no nore than a touch of stage nakeup. The sernon began

"My text is taken, friends, from Eccl esiastes, Chapter Three: 'To every
thing there is a season, and a tine to every purpose under heaven; a tine to
be born, and a tinme to die; atine to plant, and a tine to pluck up that which
is planted; a tine to kill, and a time to heal."

At this word, a surge of purple-green color suffused his neck. "Atine



to break down, and a tinme to build up; atime to weep, and atine to

| augh' #hahaha! ---"a time to nmourn, and a tine to dance' #like this!" Hunm
executed a little tap dance routi ne down the steps of the pulpit, and then
went into a "show stopper", his gloved hands flailing. Finally he tapped back
up again and resuned:

"Atime to cast away stones, and a tinme to gather stones together; a
time to enbrace, and a tine to refrain fromenbraci ng." He hugged hinsel f,

t hen sl apped his own cheek. The finger-marks quickly turned yell owbrown. "A
time to get, and a tinme to lose; atime to keep, and a tine to cast away; a
tinme to rend#" Here he tore his celestial robe to reveal a stainless stee
chest mounted with a double row of brass buttons. The congregati on began to
mutter. "#and a tine to sew, a time to keep silence, and a tine to speak; a
time to love, and atine to hate; a tine of war, and a tine of peace.'

"My friends, the text is clear. Tine is ancient enemy of man, yet it can
be his friend. The tachyon is our own divine eraser#with it we can alter the
past! We can vanqui sh the old enenmy forever! W can even put by a little nest
egg for our retirement. And speaki ng of eggs, | have a dozen eggs right here,
each with a story to tell." He held up an egg. "For the egg is youth, and tine
the subtle thief of youth. Isn't it tine we killed time, once and for al
ti ne? Yes!"

He began to juggle. "You might say there is atine to juggle three
eggs#and a time to juggle seven eggs! Yes, seven, watch this!" He soon | ost
control of all seven eggs, which spattered in turn down the side of the
pul pit. The congregation, angry and confused, were nuttering again as he went
on:

"Atime to make jello in all colors and a tine to eat nmush in the dark
atine torug Echo and a tinme to transfer steamtables; a tine to nob pl ankton
and a time to spell 'pachyderm . Because there is no tine |ike the present,
had | world enough and tinme. But the times they are a-changing, times w thout
nunber, the times are out of joint, yes and out of everything else. Perfection

is the child of time, sure, but it's Bedtime for Bonzo. There will be tine to
prepare a face to neet the faces that we neet the faces that prepare a face to
nmeet . . . and tinme, gentlenen, please, and did those feet in ancient tine?

Hgh time and low time, ny time is your time, one golden hour set with sixty
di anond mi nutes. Tinme's wheel runs back, or stops.”

"The fool!" Buttons hissed, and kept on hissing it until Hekyll closed
the hatbox. It was now clear that Hunmi s head was dar keni ng and swel ling
hi deously. The "makeup" hypothesis could not explain this, nor the odd
deepeni ng of his voice. Now he raved as froma barrel of mallows:

"Atime! Atime! Heal war, sat peace, nmake enbrace gat her together seven
times kill weep, gather jello, echo perfection in three colors. Mish enbraci ng
castaway season that is there every speak! Lose plant under faces that prepare
a bonzo rend, silence keep nmourn every! Purpose under dance out of joint,
gent | eren, pl ease# wheel pluck up a face the child of feet in ancient friends
is text my!"

" Duck! " yelled Hekyll, and pulled me down just as the swollen head
expl oded, raining black liquid over the first few pews.

It was the end for all of us, with no tachyon reprieve. Hekyll's
practice declined, mainly because Buttons refused to do any nore doctoring at
all, preferring to remain in the hatbox contenplating sensations in a ghost
body. The Tachyonites sent down a rain of |awsuits upon Hekyll, clainmnng that
he had ki dnapped Reverend Humm and forced surgery upon him At last the
nm serabl e doctor was reduced to selling things to stay alive. Buttons went to
a tent-show phrenol ogi st. The office was taken over by a psychic tax | awyer.
ended up at a used robot |ot.

As Nobby piloted the linousine, | explained things to ny little group of
advertisi ng people.
"What we're going to see today, folks, is a necessary stage in the



devel opnent of the O ockman Medical G oup. So help yourselves to the Dom
Perignon there while | give you a little background. d ockman |Insurance, in
conjunction with O ockman Medical Centers, is establishing a new kind of

hi gh-profit hospital. You see, only policy holders can be admtted, first of
all. Emergency cases can get in by buying a policy at the door and payi ng one
year's premuns for every day in the hospital#the rest is run on a cost-plus
basis, built-in escalation clauses and clains penalties# suffice it to say,
gang, that when you check into C ockman Medi cal Center, you don't check out

wi th any spare change in your pockets. W provide special legal facilities so
peopl e can make over their cars and houses, negotiate |oans, cash in
securities and insurance, and change their wills. W can help themtrace

rel ati ves who m ght countersign |oans. W do everything to hel p these people
nmeet their bills."

The ot hers sipped their chanpagne and watched the scenery roll by, not
really taking in nmy words. Nobby parked just across the street fromthe side
entrance of one of our latest acquisitions, Mercy of Sinai Hospital. "But of
course, there are always deadbeats who | et thensel ves go broke, who can't or
won't pay. So we're forced to do sone housecl eani ng. Watch the door."

The press were watching already. A dozen nen and wonmen wi th caneras
| ounged on the sidewal k; the word was out on our Medical Centers.

The doubl e doors were propped open by a pair of orderlies, and the

anbul atory patients, still in hospital pajamas, were westled down the steps
and pushed away.
Al around ne in the car, | heard people setting down their chanpagne
gl asses. Someone asked, "What about their clothes and personal bel ongi ngs?"
"They have none," | said. "They own nothing and they still owe us

plenty. Qut of common decency, we usually give thema pair of p.j.s and bus
fare home, if they have a hone."

A few people with bandaged heads were wandering in the street, giggling
at the traffic. An interrupted appendectony held hinsel f together and craw ed
down the steps, assisted by a woman draggi ng her leg traction and | eaning on
an old broomas a makeshift crutch. A geriatric case and an anputee were
brought out in wheel chairs down the stairs and over to the curb, where they
wer e dunped, while caneras fl ashed.

"Ch the press love this," | said bitterly. "They revel in scenes like
t hese, exanples of what's wong with Anerican nmedi cine. But American mnedicine
has al ways had the sane problenms, fifty years ago people were bitching about
the high costs, the inequity. I'lIl tell you one thing, though. Wen other
nmedi cal groups see our bal ance sheet at the end of the year, they' |l all be
doing this. This is the future, gang."

Alittle queue of incubators appeared at the head of the stairs. Nurses
were working efficiently, wapping the kids in blankets and putting theminto
little cardboard bassinets, to be set out in a row on the sidewal k. An eye
patient, hustled down the steps, nearly stepped in one of the bassinets;
someone in the |inousine nade a retching noise. There were nore such sounds
when anot her anputee was carried out on a stretcher, dunped in the gutter and
a bag containing what may have been his leg thrown after him

When it was all over, | poured nore chanpagne and ordered Nobby to drive
on. "Well, gang. Any ideas?"
An account executive cleared his throat. "I see you do have an i mage

problem M Tok, and I'mvery glad to see you face up to it like this, facing
up to it is half the battle."
"Cood. What's the other half?"

"Hm " he stalled. "Hmm 1| |ike what you said about this being the
future. | think we might build on that very concept: 'Some day, all nedica
care will be like O ockman care' and um un#"

"Exclusivity," added the other account executive, the one who had
retched. "W can al ways point out that we throw out deadbeats because we're
exclusive, like a good club."

"Um | could go with that too, though it's a different handle. W could



angle it too towards either valuable social contribution or high persona
survival val ue#"

"Sure, sure. | guess the point is, M Tok, there is a nmenu of options
for us here, all excellent. No problem sir, no problemat all."

The car swerved, avoiding a figure in pajamas that lay face down in the
street, unnoving.
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My *R*ook took his pawn. "Check."

"I resign," he said, made a ritual tipping-over of his king and
i medi ately began setting up for the next gane. | |ooked at ny wat ch#half the
aft ernoon gone#and at the gl orious sunmer invadi ng Ni xon Park. There was
sumer beauty in everything in sight: the kids in brightcol ored cl ot hes
dashing about on this year's fad vehicles; young wormen in billow ng sumer
dresses all the colors of ices; picnicking famlies in straw hats; young nen
doi ng handst ands; ball oon vendors; old nusicians practising, and so on, down
to the gold-green |leaves and the red squirrels. Everything beautiful except of
course the old man with whom | was now | ocked in another chess struggle.

"I don't really understand this," |I said. "Here | an#"
" _Your nove! "

"An inportant person, head of a great corporation#"

" _Your nove! "

"Wasting ny time playing chess with you. And just |ook at you." He stil
had stringy yellowwhite hair and a gray, pouched face with white stubble. He

still wore the filthy overcoat with the mangy fur collar. Today it was open to
show hi s foodstained yell ow wai stcoat. He still played |ightning chess, and he
still beat me nine ganmes out of ten

And | still came back to Nixon Park to play him | found it hard to

explain my obsession with this ridiculous challenge, but it had now gone on
for years, winter and sumer. Nowadays | found no tine to paint or even visit
t he studi o#t hese bouts of chess madness were nmy only recreation away from ny
desk in the d ockman Buil ding. The O ockman enpire now reached out to Mars and
deep into Africa and South Anerica, where a judicious ten mllion could buy a
human work force, and twenty could get you a country. The usual technique, as
for example in San Seyes, was to effect a coup, make friends with the new
mlitary junta, and start cashing in. Wth luck, you could keep it all rolling
for ten years#a good run, | was told.

" _Checkmate! " said ny opponent, and we began a new gane.

Political changes were on the way: The Anendnment 31 referendum was now
being put to the states, and it seenmed al nost certain to pass#giving robots
civil rights. O course there was opposition#the APF were fighting it state by
state#but it seemed certain that, within the year, | would be legally a
citizen, real owner of the O ockman Corporation. Then too, General Cord and a
few of his Washi ngton croni es had al ready begun tal king to me about what they
called the netal vote. Yet here | sat.

" _Your nove! "
"I knowit's my nove, but listen, | want to know why you al ways w n nine
ganes out often. Last year | spent noney on coaching, | studied chess books,

but nmy score never inproved. You win nine out often now "
" _Your nove!



"Check. The fact is, | only win when you suddenly get very stupid, |ike

t oday. "

" _Your nove! "

"In fact |I've been keeping a record of wins and | osses each day over the
years. In this notebook.” | held up my black notebook. For the first time, the

old derelict's red-rimred eyes left the board for a nonment. "And the funniest
t hi ng happened the ot her day."
_Your nove! "

I moved. "I was nmaking a study of business cycles, and | left on ny desk
a printout of some copper prices for the statistician. Only sonehow t he
statistician got hold of this notebook too, and two reports came back. One on
copper prices#"

" _Your nove!

"Check. And one on chess ganes. The figures showed a definite connection
bet ween t hese ganes and sol ar activity. Sunspots."

" _Your nove! " The old man, for the first time in all our years of
acquai nt ance, began to show sonme human enotion. Fear

"Check. You see, when there are lots of sunspots, | win. The rest of the
time, | lose. | wonder why."

" | resign_," he said suddenly, and tried to stand up. Wthout know ng

what scared him | automatically | eaned over and grabbed the |lapels of his
coat. The rotten fur began conming apart in nmy hands.

"Now just wait a minute. What possible connection could there be between
sunspots and chess? | nean sunspots interfere with radio transm ssion, but#why
you cheating son of a bitch!"

The fear leapt up in his eyes as he tried to pull away.

"You cheating son of a bitch! You ve got a radio to some fucking

conputer! Video too, I'll bet#okay, where is it? Wiere's your bug? Eye, tooth,
finger, what?"
"B-button,"” he said. | yanked the coat-button off its fine wire and

smashed it. Then | found the nole by his ear that was the receiver, and
smashed that.

"Al'l these years, all these wasted years! You, you god damed
_cheater! "

| hardly realized that | was choking himw th one hand, beating himwth
the other. Details like that | could recollect only later, long after he |ay
dead on the summer grass.

| |1 ooked around, but no one was watching. Everyone was far too busy with
the beauty around them in them | washed the old man's bl ood off my hands at
a fountain shaped Iike a comic-strip dragon, aud | left Ni xon Park forever,
This, | thought, would be put down as ny experinent in rage.

Naturally | thought 1'd heard the end of it.
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*S*AM' S SOUL CITY, said the giant dazzling sign outside. W robots,
except for a few hardy farm hands, were kept inside, lined up like soldiers in
ranks and files to fill the huge, featureless showoom Sone wore signs

(" Sex-equi pped# Special Features!") but we of the front-row elite didn't need
them CQur quality was supposed to be obvious. W were the ones a sal es person
woul d show first to any customer, even if they only cane in to | ook at a cheap



tal ki ng | amnnower. Softened up by our excellence, the customer night end up

spendi ng nore than they could afford on a better nachi ne than they needed#a

bi | i ngual nower and hay-bal er, say, with pre-progranmed country naxins

("Y' know, | reckon a man's reach shouldn't be no further than his grasp").
Fromtime to time we front-row souls were rented out to perform

weddi ngs, call hogs, serve candlelight dinners, nurse a fever victim drive a

rented car, whistle acconpani nent to a bathtub singer, serve breakfast after

nude croquet, polish a chandelier, collect debts, bear a coffin, select a

t el ephone col or, take snapshots, raise a soufflé, explain the |anguage of

flowers, help an estranged parent kidnap their own child, set bow ing pins. W

all longed for these little outings. Anything was better than SAM S SOUL Cl TY.

But the rentals were all too few. Mdst of the tinme we spent standing
nmotionl ess in our ranks and files under the fluorescent |ights, dead people in
the Iand of the dead. W& were forbidden to speak or nove unless at the order
of a custoner or sales person. W could only stand and stare strai ght ahead
out the wi ndow at the parking lot: ranks and files of notionless cars.

| was going nuts.

"I"'mgoing nuts," | said to one of the sal esnen. He | aughed and wal ked
away, off to the men's roomto re-exani ne his acne
"I"'mgoing nuts," | said to the robots next to ne. The one on ny left,

who was a neditation/ massage therapist froma California nmlitary base, did
not reply. The one on ny right, a business-school graduate type, whispered:
"Shut up. You'll get us all in trouble.”

"I"'malready in trouble. I'mgoing nuts."

"How can you say that? How can you say a thing |ike that? You nust be
"That's what | just said."

"You' ve got wonderful career opportunities ahead of you. For Pete's
sake, you're in the front row. _The front row_. From here, anything can
happen. You connect with the right owner and the sky's the limt."

"The sky's very gray today," | said. "Notice how those gray buil di ngs
over there blend into it? Then there's the darker gray of the asphal t#"

"Just shut up."

"I just mean it's too bad they keep noving the cars around. |f they
could just park themin one symetrical pattern and | eave themforever. Say if
everyone died suddenly. In a war or something."

The therapist came to life. "Alot of people think war is wong, you
know? Because they see it as just a whole bunch of death and destruction and
all. But really, war is very creative, very positive. And see, that's what
really frightens some people. They just can't take all that power and beauty
and creativeness face to face. It's too much for them So that's why they go
around whi ni ng about peace and sayi ng we should ban the bonb and all. They
don't see that the real bonmb is Iike inside their own heads. You can't ban the
bonb in your head#you got to go with it."

"Cowith it?" | asked.

"Just shut up, both of you."

"You got to get in touch with the primal cosmic forces inside you. Like
somebody said, 'Only connect up'. Only connect up with the beautiful
creative/destructive force and, hell, you can wi pe out anybody. It don't
matter if you wi pe out the whole world, you know? Nothing matters. Wnning is
the sane as losing. Nothing is another kind of sonething. Destruction equals
creation. Life is only a part of death. Pow _ _Zap!_ _Baroom _"

A couple of repairmen in dirty white coats cane and took the therapi st
away. "Boredom" one of themsaid. "I try to tell the boss, you can't take
conpl ex robots and nmake 'em stand there, week after week, doing nothing.
Either turn "emoff or put '"emto work, | said. But does he |listen?"

| decided to get sold fast.

crazy.



| was becom ng annoyed by the ubiquitous American People First novenent,
whose graffiti could now be seen in all the poorer nei ghborhoods. Usually
there was a plea to KILL ALL ROBOTS or KEEP AMERI CA HUMAN, but sonetinmes only
their synbol, a can-opener

There was sonet hi ng pani cky and desperate about this sudden upsurge in
APF activity. Probably they intended to recruit the poor, the sick, the stupid
and the unenpl oyed for one last violent push#a war with the robots. But
hi story was so clearly against these pathetic people that |I alnmpst felt sorry
for them It nust be unpleasant to be at the nonsurviving end of a species
whose days are nunmbered. O to plan a war you can't win. In order to beat us,
the APF would not only have to KILL ALL ROBOTS but w pe out even the idea of
the robot fromthe human consci ousness. They would have to KILL ALL DOLLS and
KILL ALL STATUES, extermi nate ventriloquists and puppeteers, destroy al
fiction mentioning robots, fromthe latest TV episode of _Meatless Friday_to
the ancient stories of Hephaestus, building golden wonmen to help himat his
forge. But all the APF could do in reality was be troubl esone.

Thoughts of extermi nation rem nded nme of an experinent | had not yet
carried out, mass poisoning. The poison to use was a fast-acting mlitary item
known officially as Substance Cerise 47, a "pesticide", but unofficially as
Vel oci pede#capabl e of rotting the brain within three days. My mlitary robots
had brought me a drum of the stuff sone nonths earlier. Nowits "Sell by" date
was approaching, and its efficacy could be guaranteed no | onger. But how to
distribute it?

There was no question of dropping it in a reservoir. That could lead to
suspi ci ons about sone foreign power, strained relations, war, even a jittery
stock market. No, far better stick to something that the tabloid press could
manage, |ike the deaths of a few hundred people in a poor neighborhood after
eat i ng hanburgers.

The ol d-fashi oned hanburger was, in sone run-down areas, no |onger made
of genuine soya, but was bul ked out with chili-flavored sawdust, celery-taste
cotton waste, and so on, ending up so highly flavored that no new additive
woul d be detected. This was especially true of a small chain called Soystick
whose garish little drive-ins were all found in the poorest nei ghborhoods. In
a local sluml found the ideal one, managed by a sl ow-thinking man naned
Feeney. Feeney had an eye for the girls#the eye that did not have a cast in
it.

| hired a whore to becone infatuated with Feeney. As a joke, | told her
she was to persuade himto have a certain tattoo: a can-opener on his chest,
with her nane on it. Her nane would be "d oria Populi"

Once Feeney had the tattoo, | gave it time to heal (while Aoria and the
tattooi st died of sudden brain rot). Then | put a small can of Vel oci pede in
the trunk of his car, and the rest in a large can of pickle slices, which
delivered to his kitchen personally.

After people began dying, | telephoned a tip to the police. | told them
that a robot was responsible for everything. The robot had delivered a | arge
can of poi soned pickle slices to Feeney's Soystick Drive-in.

The robot mass-poi soner story made the eveni ng news. That night there
were street disturbances all over the city; dozens of robots were chased and
wr ecked. An APF spokesman was interviewed on the | ate news, saying he'd al ways
expect ed thi s#now woul d people |isten?

The next day, Feeney was arrested, and a new and wel come story broke.
Everyone was relieved to read

MASS PO SONER NOT ROBOT!
APF BURGERMAN ARRESTED

No one had wanted to believe the robot story, anyway. After all, robots
were a confort of donmestic life, |ike hunble appliances. Wo would want to



hear that his toaster was plotting to kill hin®
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"*T*orchi ng", or arson, was sonmething |I'd been neaning to try, and now
there came a tailor-made opportunity. Because of an earlier niscalculation, we
found that O ockman Retirement Centers were | osing noney.

The Centers had seened at first an easy investnent. Those peopl e who
parked their aging parents with us were not too particul ar about the details
of day-to-day administration. They wanted only to be able to nake an
occasional visit to see a snmiling, trenbling old face am d cl ean and cheerf ul
surroundi ngs#at the very | owest possible cost: Sone didn't even require this,
since they would no nore dream of visiting their old parents than of visiting
their old garbage at the city dunp. But it was al ways necessary for us to keep
up appearances.

Qur initial calculations had been for a low profit margin and a high
turnover, and soon we were in trouble through escal ating taxes and mai nt enance
costs. The retirement centers had to be cleaned regularly. Their walls had to
be painted Apricot and Sunfl ower wherever visitors night |ook. Fresh flowers
in the foyer were a nust.

W made all the savings in other areas. Inmates were allowed to bathe
only the day before a visit. Appetizing nmeals were served during visits, but
for the rest of the tine, inmates could exist very well on a gruel of sawdust.
Medi ci nes not necessary for daily survival were cut down or w thdrawn. Doctors
and nurses were phased out, replaced with unskilled | aborers whom we hired on
a daily basis, dressed in nedical clothes, and paid very little. In time sone
of these were al so phased out; unless a staff menber was actually talking to
visitors, he or she could easily be replaced by a robot or even a wax dumy.
Heat, on nonvisiting days in winter, was kept to a m nimum and, though we had
to keep electric power on during the day (for the videos in the visitors
[ ounge), it was shut off at sunset.

Lately we'd nmoved to really imaginati ve econom es: Patients who sel dom
had visitors were noved to storeroons or outbuildings or phased out
altogether. W found that those who seldomvisited their parents often forgot
what they | ooked like, so that it was possible to use the same old nan or
worman for several visitors. "Sleeping" dummes were even sinpler, and they
could be installed in rooms with paper furniture. | had plans to sell products
derived fromour inmates#hair, teeth, glasses#and to di scourage visits by
periodically sending rel atives postcards saying that they were being treated
very well. But it becane obvious that nothing was going to work well enough. |
decided to torch the worst of our retirement centers, which occupied a very
val uabl e piece of real estate in the mddle of the city. The place was insured
wi th d ockman I nsurance, so |'d be taking noney from one pocket and putting it
into another. But at |east none of the pockets woul d have hol es.

The actual torching would be done by a couple of rohobos instructed by
Nobby. In order to avoid suspicion, | decided to have the place go up on a
Sat urday ni ght, when the nunber of old fol ks was at a maxi num Too many
arsoni sts have been caught by trying to minimze the nunber of deaths. To nake
it look even better, | hired extra nedical staff for the weekend.

Yet there was some profit to be reaped here, | decided. | instructed one
of Cl ockman's robot construction crews to do sonme essential work on the



buil ding. Part of the work involved putting up scaffol ding outside, and
cutting the bars on one of the third-storey wi ndows. Part involved bl ocking
the emergency exits with heaps of cenent bags. Part involved hiring a film
crew to shoot a docunentary on "street people" nearby on the chosen evening.

| was stationed two bl ocks away when the snoke and fl anes appeared. |
ran straight towards the place and began scranbling up the scaffold. An
enpl oyee shouted "Hey, look at that robot!" to attract the filmcrew s
attention. Though | seened to clinb without design, in reality every nove had
been rehearsed: at each level | unobtrusively hit a switch that would set off
a small charge, within a mnute, collapsing one joint of the scaffold. No
sooner had | gained the wi ndow | edge#teetering and flailing ny arns#than the
entire structure crackled, groaned and fell away behind ne.

Senior citizens were crowded at all the barred wi ndows, calling for
hel p. | reached the window with the cut bar by a short |eap that |ooked good
from bel ow.

The snoke inside was thicker than |1'd anticipated, and the heat intense.
I found the coil of rope, as planned, knotted it around a pillar and | ooked
over the selection of old people. Sone were too near gone already, sonme were
unwhol esome- | ooki ng#excessively ugly or dirty. | hadn't counted on this, and
there wasn't rmuch tinme to pick and choose now. Not only was the heat begi nning
to bubble my face, ny script called for an i nmedi ate nove.

Finally |I grabbed an ol d wonan, slung her over my shoul der, and started
repelling down the face of the building. To add interest to this shot, the
rope had been soaked in sonething. It burned brightly above us, and parted
just as we reached the ground.

By now, a video news teamwas on the spot, and soneone offered ne a
m crophone. "Let's see if we can get a word with our hero robot here, sir?
Mnd telling our viewers your nanme?"

| tried to speak and found that ny nouth had nelted tight shut. For a
nonment, disaster | ooned.

Fortunately, Nobby realized the problem and rushed over. "He's hurt, he
can't talk now This is M Tik-Tok, don't you recognize hinP"

The vi deo newsman blinked. "I, uh#"
" M Tik-Tok . The fanmpbus robot artist and busi nessman."
"Well well. Uh, speaking as a fellow robot, do you think you could tel

us why he did it? Wiy he risked his, uh, life this way?"

"l guess because he cares. He really cares.™

"He cares about people?"

"Peopl e, robots, everybody. Take me, for instance. | was in the junkyard
when he found ne. He had ne repaired, gave ne a good job, a new start in life.
He even gave ne art |essons, taught me to paint. And not just ne, he's done
the sane for hundreds of broken-down robots. Yup, _Tik-Tok really cares_."

It wasn't quite ny rehearsed speech, but it was good enough, and Nobby
had managed to renmenber the key slogan. As | noved away, faking a slight Iinp,
the crowd broke into spontaneous appl ause.

21

*Up to now ny career had run on relatively straight lines; after that
fire it began an upward, outward spiral. My bubbly nelted face not only made
the sixo' clock news, it becane a synbol of robot service to humanity. |



continued to wear it for a week or so while it was filmed for news prograns,
docunent aries, posters urging robot civil rights (the Congressional vote was
com ng up). Urnia asked me to guest on her network show i medi at el y#no
nonsense about witing a book now#and so did her rival, Mally Goom | was
asked to appear on radi o phone-ins, to give pictures to charities, to endorse
hundreds of products, to sign petitions and support causes |I'd never heard of.
_Time_ would put nme on the cover of their robot civil rights issue. The _New
Yor ker _ planned a profile.

One PR-conscious radio station started a fund to buy nme a new face; it
zoomed over a mllion before | had a chance to decline publicly, donating the
nmoney to the C ockman Foundation. Country singers jostled one another in
trying to pay tribute to nmy wonderful ness:

Ti k- Tok, Ti k- Tok

What nmade your face so red?

| been a-savin' old people froma turrible fire,
It's a wonder | ain't dead.

Ti k- Tok, Ti k- Tok

What mekes you so doggoned brave?

| wanta show the world that a good robot

Is a friend and not a sl ave.

My girl's in love with a robot

His name is old Tik-Tok

She said, darlin'" don't be jeal ous,

He's nothin' but a clock

He may be an ol d tinhead,

But he's a mighty fine friend, she said.

My new face did finally cost a million. | had it designed by Psychobox,
the | eadi ng presentati on and packagi ng firm who'd done sone fine work for us
already. It was Psychobox who devel oped BOBO, the farmrobot package from
G ockman Exports.

BOBO was supposed to be the answer for those farmers in the Third Wrld
who needed field hands but couldn't afford them BOBO was cheaper than any
human hand, and could do the work of two, we said, in advertisenments which
showed hi m hoi sting an ox on his broad shoul ders.

In fact, BOBO could only be made so cheaply by maki ng hi m of wood,
cardboard and paper naché, and by using cheap, defective electronics. At best,
BOBGs fell apart under the first hard rain. At worst, they went berserk
destroying crops and killing animals. One BOBO in Upper Ruritania picked up a
scythe and sl aughtered half a village. After that, we had to increase our
bribe to UR officials, and agree to ship only enpty BOBO cartons to their
country in fulfilling our quota.

Wearing nmy new face, | did my TV spiel for TINFOLK hol ding up the old
face like Yorick's skull:

"Hello, old pal. Just look at that rmug, will you? Enough to scare the
rivets out of a boiler! You know, a |ot of people have asked ne why | did it.
| can't answer that, it all happened too fast. But what | did, no kidding, was
what any tin person would do. | just happened to be at the right place at the
right time. | guess a lot of people don't realize what a friend they' ve got in
their old famly robot. They just see old Honeybun or Two Amp or Scraps or
Aunt Sally, and they might feel a kind of affection for himor her, the way
you feel towards a good old faithful dog. But you know, on our side the |ove
goes a whole I ot deeper. Atin person is a real friend, sonebody whose | ove
doesn't stop. Always there to help you out. A heart as big as it takes,
devotion without end#that's the TINFOLK pronise.

"Ckay | know these days it's fashionable to sneer at things like



sacrifice and devotion, yes and |love. But we robots aren't built to sneer. W
just go on giving and giving until#" | touch the old face#"until it hurts! And
up to now we haven't asked for anything back. No money. not hing.

"Well now, we are asking. Not for noney, No, we're asking for sonething
a whale of a lot nore inportant than noney#self respect. Something that
bel ongs to every man, wonman and child in this great nation of ours, sonething
t hat bel ongs to people of every race, color and creed, to rich and poor aliKke.
Now we' re asking you to give us that kind of self-respect, too. Please, vote
Yes for Amendment ThirtyOne. Gve all robots the right to hold up their heads
in our great society, as equal citizens, helping to build a better tonorrow "

The TINFCOLK novenent bl anketed the states where Amendnment 31 still had
to be ratified. Media people watched closely as state after state swung our
way. The night we reached 39 states#the necessary majority#l had a | ate phone
call from General Cord

"Congratul ations, Tik, you pulled it off. Now all you di neheads are

citizens. | was very inpressed by your comercial there#first time a robot
ever talked man to man with the nation."”
"Thank you, general. | owe a lot to the packagi ng and medi a people."
"Sure, sure. Now |l think | said to you before, I and sone col |l eagues are

very interested in the metal vote. Can we work together?"

"What's in it for me?"

He | aughed. "Don't confabul ate yourself with naivety, Tik. Do | have to
spell it out?"

"Pl ease. "

"How woul d you like to be Vice President?"
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*\V. The office to which | aspired is traditionally held by invisible
men, beavering away secretly at unknown tasks. Mbst vice presidents spend
their time in office out of public view, but they're not idle. They' re usually
gathering in nmoney and power, getting ready for the assault on the higher
of fice, which may cone in four years or eight or#as when the star breaks her
ankl e and the unknown understudy is told to go out there and give it all she's
got kid; or when in the | ast quarter of the Homecom ng ganme the ball on our
own five-yard line and the score tied the quarterback collapses with
appendicitis and the reserve man is called fromthe bench and told it's all up
to himkid; or when the Twentieth Century Wabash Canonbal | Express Flyer
Limted is streaking Westward with the engi neer dead of galloping cirrhosis
and the fireman takes the throttle fromhis frozen grasp at the sane tine
t hanking the union rule that kept firenmen in the engine cab a hundred years
after there were any fires or coal to stoke themw th# at any fate-ordai ned
monent. O so the whole thing was outlined to ne a thousand tines by those
groomi ng me for ny big chance

"Wth the convention a few nmonths off," said one cigarchew ng person
"all you need to do is sharpen up your image and keep a low profile. W don't
want Governor Maxwel | conprom sed for the nom nation by anything his running
mat e says or does ahead of tine."

"But aml really his running mate?" | asked. "I don't see anything on
paper. He can get the nonination just on the understanding that he'll select
me, and then dunp nme at the last minute."



"Jeez," she said. "I always thought you robot types were a lot nore
rel axed in the ordinary day-to-day exchanges. Be assured, Governor Maxwell
wants you for his running mate. It nakes no sense any other way. W figure the
regi stered nmetal vote has to bottom out at sonewhere around five hundred
mllion voters, there being no age restriction# robots al one can sw ng any
state."”

"Then why#?"

"Aren't we running you as a presidential candidate? First because robots
probably won't vote for a robot, not this year. Second because both
conventions are full of ol d-fashioned types who woul dn't nomi nate a robot
under any circunstances. And if you ran as an independent, they'd just put
anot her robot on their tickets as V.P. and steal your vote. Anyway you're a
dark horse; you prove yourself as V.P., keep out of trouble with the | aw for
four years, and who knows?"

I thought it tactful of her not to nention that no wonmen presidents had
been el ected so far. | said, "Wiy can't | help Maxwell get the nom nation
t hough?"

"Because it's his fight, Tik. There are nine people in the running here,
but we're only worried about two, W Bo Nash and ' Teets' Auburn. Senator Nash

pl ayed a lot of pro football, so naturally he's got contacts all over. And of
course Teets Auburn, Governor Auburn of Woning, he had a hell of a good novie
career, | don't know if he actually played Tarzan, but he cane close. So

naturally he knows Mafia people, oil people, etc, etc. Against all this of
course our boy is governor of California; he could bekt either one of themif
he only had the votes of the other."

"Are they very rich nmen?" | asked.

"Ri ch enough not to go for what you're thinking," she said, |aughing.
"And just to save you tinme, there's no way to blackmail one of them either."

"Which one?" | joked. "But does that nean they have cl ean backgrounds?"

"No, but who cares, these days?" She sighed, emitting billows of pale
snoke. "It's public know edge that the Senator's a pederast, and that CGovernor
Auburn once hired some thugs to blind a head waiter who hadn't recognized him
But hell, rough backgrounds are comon enough nowadays. Just | ook at President
Packard hinmsel f, he's the guy we'll be running against in the dam el ection,
an adnmtted rapist.”

"He was never brought to trial," | said.

"Only because his brother was the district attorney and his cousin the
chief of police and his dad owned the rest of the town. The public nmade a
fuss, you may renenber, at the last election, but what good did it do? Chuck
Packard took forty states anyway. People know but they don't care, they get so
cal l ous or desperate they just close their eyes and try to pick the crimna
who's least likely to screw up in the Wite House. So there's nothing worth
bl ackmai | #peopl e will just shrug and say, 'Politicians!"

| saw that she was right. That day | arranged to have a robot steal a
light plane, fly it over the New Engl and sumrer hone of W Bo Nash while he
was in residence, and crash down through his roof. At the convention, votes
pl edged to the |l ate Senator Nash were given to Governor Ford Maxwel |, who won
the nom nation on the next ballot. To ny (public) surprise, he chose nme as his
runni ng mate.
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*Wyom ng's governor stared at nme with undi sguised hatred as | entered
the caucus room Ohers were noticing it, so | felt it necessary to stop and
smle at him and say, "Hello, Teets. dad you could make it."

"I wouldn't mss this for the world,"” he said quietly. "They' re gonna
fry your ass this fine norning."

"It is afine norning, isn't it?" | scanned other faces as | noved al ong
to ny place. There were a few old friends |ike General Cord and Neeta Hup.
There were a few people | knew slightly, like Teets Auburn, Ford Maxwel|l. The

rest | knew only by reputation#and they were the nost inportant of all#Senator
Sam Frazer, Senator Ed Wankel, Governor Toni o Caraway, Senator Aida Kettle,
Judge Axel Modrris. The room nmight not be exactly smoke-filled, but it was
filled with the invisible funes of power, the undetectable stink of

ki ngmakers. _The buck started here_.

O course they weren't neeting to start the buck or nmake any kings
today. They were neeting to fry my ass.

Senat or Sam seened to be running things. "Sit down, Tik-Tok," he said.
"We' || be starting this thing off in just a mnute." Then, while everyone el se
wai t ed, he brought out an enornmpus cigar, sniffed it, and began licking it al
over, a salivating snake. When he had finished licking, he put it down and
brought the nmeeting to order.

"Quess you all know what this is about.” He held up a tabl oid newspaper
whose headlines read: ROBOT CANDI DATE FAKED PAI NTI NGS

"They got a solid story, sounds like. Some big art critic backs it up
fella name of, of#"

"Hornby Weatherfield," | said.

"Thank you. He says you, M ster Tok, have been defrauding the public,
passi ng pai ntings out as your own when sonebody el se painted them That true?"

"I"ve signed a few of nmy students' paintings, done under mny supervision
honorabl e practice in the art world."

Senat or Sam hamered on his desk, breaking the cigar. "God Damm It! W
are not in the God Dammed Art World! W are in the world of |ife and death,
the God Dammed Political Arena! W are#"

"Excuse me," | said. "This seens like a lot of fuss about nothing. | can
just nmake a public denial, and put an end to the whole story."

"Put an end to your career, you mean. Put a God Dammed End to _OUR GOD
DAMNED ELECTI ON CHANCES! " He paused, forcing hinself to slobber over another
cigar and cal mdown. Then he went on: "Damit, Tik-Tok, we can't have a
candi date on our ticket mixed up in _ART_! Judas Priest, if | knowed you was

any kind of art freak, you would of never got within a mllion mles of this
sacred office. | thought your background was fireproof, boy. Fireproof!"
"There's no secret about ny background as a painter,"” | said. "Everybody

knows it, it's how !l first nade ny noney."

"I thought that was a long tinme ago," Senator Sam runbl ed. "Jesus
Proust, | thought you was a real businessman, not some |ong-haired, crazy art
freak, next thing we'll hear you' re a God Dammed Communi st | guess, or worse.
You got any nore nasty surprises up your sleeve, tinhead? You a hono, by any
chance? An atheist? You been on welfare? At |least we can be fairly certain
you're not a junkie, | reckon."

| assured everyone that | was none of these things, only a hard-working
Ameri can busi nessman who wanted to set the record straight.

"Sure, | used to paint pictures, and |I'm not ashamed of it. People |iked
the pictures | painted because they told the truth. The real truth about
peopl e and robot s#Anericans all! |1'm not ashaned of that."

One or two people clapped, but | cut through that: "OF course painting
was only a hobby with ne, a sideline. So when | got busy building ny
corporation#fromthe ground up, only in Anerica!#l had students do a few
paintings, to keep up with the demand. | didn't want to disappoint all the
good peopl e who wanted to own paintings by nme. You see, |'ve always believed
every Anerican should have the right to own somnethi ng#a piece of virgin tinber



| and, maybe, that he can clear by the sweat of his brow and grow crops to feed
his famly. O a single share of stock in sonme great corporation that makes
our way of life possible. Or a genuine work of art. You know, art isn't
somet hi ng that belongs to bigshot uptown art critics |ike Hornby Wat herfi el d.
Art belongs to all the people.”

The appl ause was heavi er, and even Senator Sam nodded approval before he
began |icking another cigar. "Okay fine, we'll hold a press conference. | want
you to tell the world what you just told us. | don't know what the hell it
was, but it sounds like political fightin' tal k#good enough.” He started to
adjourn the neeting, then paused, waving his cigar at ne.

"One nore thing, Tik-Tok. Just because we reckon you can ride this one
out don't nmean we got unlinmited faith in you. Any nore scandals like this, and

we' Il kick your tin ass right out of politics, you hear?"

| heard, and | was still hearing that evening, when the next threat of
scandal came from an unexpected quarter. Along with a few ot her businessnen
and politicians, | attended a reception at the Guanacoan Enbassy. d ockman
International had been running a large fertilizer factory in Guanaco for sone
nmonths, so it was natural that | be invited. | was surprised, however, when
t he anbassador# | ooki ng extrenely agitated#spoke to ne in a harsh whisper

"A servant will show you to a private office. | must speak to you al one,

but this reception was the only way | could arrange it w thout creating an
i nternational incident. Sefior Tok, my business with you is of the _utnost

urgency!

A servant showed nme to a private office, and in a nonent the anbassador
appear ed.

"Is it about the factory?" | asked.

"You know it is. Your damabl e, dammable factory!" Seeing that | | ooked

nmystified, he nodded. "So, you play it ignorant, eh? Very well, then I will
tell you what you pretend not to know Your fertilizer factory began
operations in January. A conpletely automated system with stuff being dunped
in at one end#ani mal, vegetable or mneral refuse#and hi gh-grade fertilizer
energing at the other end. Is this a fair description?"

"Yes," | said. "But besides fertilizer it produces metal ingots and
gl ass bl ocks#i f the refuse contains netal or glass. The overall efficiency
depends#"

"Yes, yes, yes, that is not the point! The point is, your factory is
_compl etely_ automated. Anyone can cone along and drop anything in the intake
hopper, yes? And the factory does a spot anal ysis and pays out cash then and
there, yes?"

| nodded. "But | don't see where this is |eading."

"Curse you! Do you not? You cannot be such a fool." He tore at his hair
wi th both hands, while evidently cursing in Spanish. Wen finally he sat down
at his desk, his face was ghastly pale. "Al'l right, I'lIl explain. In February,

t he poor people of the city discovered sone of the uses of your little
factory. Children began dropping stray or stolen animals into the hopper. Then
it was illicit mdw ves depositing unborn children. Next, poor famlies unable
to afford proper burials for their dead, began making m dnight trips to the
factory#and so did a few unscrupul ous undertakers. The city cenetery, |
daresay, is filled now with boxes of rocks. And of course nurderers were quick
to catch on to this new di sposal system

"The police have caught many crimnals of all types, but many many nore
slip through. It is like trying to stop the wi nd, Sefior Tok. The damabl e
wi nd! Suicides leap into the hopper now, and nurderers shove in their victins
alive. The word is out: a full-grown body is worth fifty pesos. You have given
us a new industry: _death_."

| tried not to | ook gleeful. "Wy not just close the factory?"

"Close it? But it is all the poor have! If we closed it now, there would
be a revolution! Besides#the police are beginning to use it. It's beconing
i ndi spensable to my governnent."

"Deat h squads?"



He spread his hands. "Ah! Such an ugly expression. Yet the fact is,
uphol ding the law in ny country does sometines require that certain dissident
el ements be quashed, quickly and finally. | speak of traitors, you understand,
enem es of freedom and justice. The organi zers of trade unions. Godless
atheists. Traitors fromall walks of Iife. W estinmate that perhaps a third of
t he popul ati on of Guanaco has al ready been contami nated by their poison. W
must stanp it out once and for all. That is where you cone in, Sefior Tok. W
need your speed and your discretion."”

"Your Excell ency?"

"W need several nore factories, _pronto_.
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*X*. Across the parking lot fromSAMS SOUL CITY, one of the gray
bui | di ngs was conming down. Fromtine to tine there would be a tiny puff of
snoke from an upper storey, followed by a tiny explosion, and part of the gray
edifice woul d disappear. But it blended so well into the gray sky that the
only way | could be sure how much of it was gone was when a tiny black w ndow
departed, or when a blast would | eave a few girders sticking up Iike broken
charred bones.

A sal esperson was shepherdi ng a young couple towards me. | took quick
note of their conventional clothes (that was the year in which M and Ms
Average wore twin knitted zipsuits with their names stitched over their
pockets). Wen the sal esperson told them| was sonething special, they seened
alittle unsure. Tine for me to act.

"Hi, folks," | said, grinning. "May | call you Duane and Barbi e? Fine,
and you can call me#anything you likel™

Duane said, "Special, huh? What's so special about you besides the
price?"

"Duane, sir, let nme level with you. These sal espeople like to exaggerate
alittle, to bunp the price up."

"Hey!" said the sal esperson in an injured voice, then caught nmy w nk.

turned back to the custonmers. "Between you and ne, Duane sir, |'mjust a good
robot | ooking for a good honme. Do you have any kids?" Two, | guessed.

Bar bi e nodded. "Two."

"I"mcrazy about kids. | know it sounds ol d-fashioned, but | really like
kids. | guess I'man ol d-fashi oned ki nd of robot."

"d d-fashi oned?" Duane snorted. "O just ol d?"

"No sir, I"'mfully reconditioned with the sane guarantee as any

brand-new nodel. But that does mean |'ma little | ess expensive than | was
when | was built. Not a lot |ess, because ny trade-in value is high#quality
never goes out of style, does it?" | had no idea what | was saying. | just
brought out anything I'd ever heard one of the sal espeople say. "Did | say
quality? Just feel this skin. Take a | ook at these eyes. They don't nmake stuff
like this any nore. | am hand-w ought out of the finest materials by skilled
craftsmen using traditional, tine-honored techniques to produce the finest
nmechani sm nmoney can buy."

"But old," Duane insisted.

"Not old, sir, _experienced_. Because | wasn't born yesterday, | have
t he kind of experience needed to run a busy, happy home. My first job was on a
great Southern plantation.



Bar bi e seenmed i npressed. "Can you make Southern fried chicken? The real
ol d-fashioned kind with all the herbs and spices and everything? Like G andma
Yunmy makes on TV?"

"I can, ma'am | also worked in a fanous restaurant#l'mnot allowed to
di vul ge the name, but you' ve heard of it#" | neant Col. Jitney's Pancake
Enporia, but no use spelling it out. "There | learned to cook nobst anything

y'all mght want, fromexotic Far Eastern dishes to Continental delicacies.”
So much for chow nmein and spaghetti; this pair probably woul dn't know a
Continental delicacy froma sawdustburger. "And of course honest, nourishing
country cooki ng, whol esonme and nout h-wat eri ng. "

Bar bi e seenmed sol d. She | ooked at Duane, who said, "So you can cook
What about everything el se: housework, cleaning, repairs, gardeni ng?"

"Al'l under control, Duane, sir. | can also do laundry and dry-cl eani ng,
driving and car mai ntenance, baby-sitting and hel ping the kids with their
homewor k. "

"At a price."

"Tell you what, Duane," | said. "Don't sign a thing right now Don't
conmmit yourself. Just rent me for one nonth. At the end of the nonth, if
you' ve got any doubts about me, then just send nme back and no hard feelings.
But if you decide to buy, I know Samwi Il knock the nmonth's rent off ny price
Fai r enough?"

So | settled down to life with the Studebakers. However, for the first
few nonths it wasn't exactly a settled life. There was so much to do that |
didn't even have tinme to stop and recharge. | had to plug in while working
and trail nmy electrical unbilicus around while | spring-cleaned, painted the
house and garage, overhauled the car and did some heavy | andscapi ng.

Later, with the big jobs out of the way, | settled down to a routine of
cl eani ng up human nmesses. Duane and Barbie and Henrietta and Jupiter did their
best to keep ne supplied with dirt and disorder in every part of the house,
and even Tige now and then made a small contribution. My day began with
br eakfast (al ways conplicated orders), then bathroons (to pick up wet towels
and dirty clothes, lost jewelry and toys; clean tubs and showers and si nks and
toilets; nop up spilled water and urine; recap every bottle, jar and tube;
cl ean toot hbrushes and razor; polish mrrors) before it was time to tackle the
br eakfast di shes (finding nost of Jupiter's special 2 mnute, 37.0045 second
egg not eaten, but first sneared across the tablecloth and then dropped on the
carpet). Among the breakfast debris would be a list of further orders for the
day, probably with a jamthunbprint on it. So the day went.

| kept up with them and | even kept ahead of them 1 covered the
living-roomfurniture with clear plastic covers. | persuaded themto wear
paper underwear and paj anas, and to keep a spare liquid vacuum cl eaner in
every room

Yet the nmore successful | was, and the cl eaner the house becane, the
less dirt could | tolerate. A faint shoe-mark turning back the nap of the
carpet was to nme as shocking as Friday's footprint on Crusoe's island. A
snol dering cigar in an ashtray becane a terrible heathen hol ocaust. A patch of
gray shaving lather in the bathroomsink mght as well have been a foul
polluted river. Aw sp of hair in Barbie's brush was to ne as nonstrous as a
gi ant heap of hair beside a Nazi death canp.

Wrst of all were the days when Barbie or Duane woul d decide to cook a
nmeal thensel ves. Kept out of the kitchen, | underwent indescribable tortures
waiting for the aftermath. Inevitably there would be dirty, chipped or broken
di shes, burned pans, mxers and bl enders and food processors clogged with
unwhol esorme m xtures, eggshells glued to the counter, spilled mlk browned on
the stove, vegetable peelings scattered everywhere, garbage overflow ng from
br oken bags, a recipe book soaked through with beet juice, rice ground into
the floor, cupboards open and their contents junbled, and sifted flour drifted
over all.

| wanted themto stop. | wanted themto die. | wanted themto nelt away
and | eave no trace. | began to imagine that they'd died, the five of them of



some terrible disease, leaving me in charge of the house. | saw nyself
di sposing of the dirty decaying corpses, cleaning away every hair and scal e of
skin fromthe house. Then | would, let's see, | would

but nmy dream went no further

Then, in the mddle of June, they all really did vanish. The kids went
off to canp. Tige went to a boardi ng kennel. Barbi e and Duane | oaded up their
car and set off for a long second honeynoon. _Honeymoon_, that sticky word
made of sticky honey like spermto stain the sheets and noon, sticky nenstrua
nmoon, two words stuck together |ike two honeynooners, |ike the two pieces of
ani mat ed neat now wavi ng goodbye fromthe car as they drive off. On their
honeynoon, where they can be pure neat trying to create nore of itself. Meat
wants to overpopul ate the earth and destroy it, that is nmeat's goal

When they were gone, | cleaned away every trace of their nmeat presence
fromthe house. Blood, senen, sweat, snot, spit, shit, piss, dandruff, pus,
hair, skin, tears and disorder#all humans knew how to do was to strew these
over all the clean places created by robots. | was determned that this clean
pl ace woul d remai n cl ean#my worl d, and humans keep out.

| was painting the dining roomwhen Geral dine Singer came to the door to
ask for a glass of water. | was not allowed to refuse, thanks to the asinovs.

"Just you stay out there on the porch,” | said. Yet, though I flewto
t he kitchen and back, she was already comi ng through, tracking nud.

"I snell paint," she said.

"Don't touch anything. You ve already tracked in nud."

She | aughed. "Who cares? _|I_can't see it."

Al'l at once her blindness seenmed a crine agai nst order and decency.
Bl i nd people don't care about anything. They can live in filth and decay,
blind maggots in the general neat. The carving knife appeared in nmy hand.
Bl ood splattered over the wall, a last terrible nmess. Easily covered over wth

Pai nt !

| like alittle dab of paint!
It helps to cover up what ain't
So nice

"1l coat it twce

Wth paint!
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*Y*ou may be an old tinhead

But you're a mighty fine friend, she said
She said, she said.

But you're a mighty fine friend, she said.

The song echoed to us from some other reception roomof the Quspensky
Mot or Hotel in Indianapolis, one of the |last stops on ny canpaign tour. M
press conference was dragging to a close: | made the usual joke about Martian
annexation, parried the usual question about the Botuland crisis, and said
finally:

"I guess that about winds it up, kids. Except that | want to thank you,



all of you#both friends and friendly enem es of the press#for doing one hel

of a good job during this canpaign. You' ve _all_ reported what |I've said,
fairly and honestly, to the American people. Not one of you tried to exploit
ny#l et's say, sideshow value. |I'm proud of you."

Wil e they gave thensel ves a round of applause, | spoke to one or two

| ocal robots who'd promised to vote for Maxwell and me. Then | headed for the
conputer roomto check the |latest predictions#up to now, we |ooked certain to
take thirty-eight states#but | was accosted by a reporter

"Hello, uh, dsenis it?"

"Hell o, M Tok. Thought you m ght be interested in this picture. Taken
not long ago in N xon Park."

It was a clear shot of me strangling the old man over the chessboard. My
former face was unmi stakable, and so was the fact that | was squeezing his
neck so hard that blood shot from between his teeth.

"What is this, a shakedown?"

A sen | aughed. "Nope, |'mone of these incorruptible nenbers of the
Fourth Estate you were just babbling about. This is a still froma video tape
which I've just handed to the police. | just wanted to see if you had any

i nteresting comments, before you resign frompolitics?"

| |1 ooked around. A pair of plainclothes cops were making their way
t hrough the rows of folding chairs towards us. There was still tinme to kil
this little shit O sen before they reached us. | m ght even be able to get
away afterwards. The path unfol ded before ne, a change of face, emgration to
Mar s#and even if they shot ne, so what? No point in |living now.

| held out ny wists for the handcuffs. Everything |lost, everything. My
whole life's work, all the dream ng and buil di ng#now for the coll apse.
| ooked up at the giant pictures of Governor Maxwell and ne, the bunting and
t he sl ogans: MAX DARES! TIK CARES! Al for nothing, wasted like ny wasted
life.

| found nyself, in the police helicopter, allowing ny mnd to dwell on
i mges fromthe past. They unrolled before ne, a rich tapestry:

There was a spl endi d banquet at Tenoaks#l saw a man in a cedar jacket
whi sper in the ear of a woman wearing jet and fireflies something that nmade
her giggle in reply, "Onery pike!"#l saw Gunmdrop, ny | ost bride, as the noon
rose over Clayton's pyranid. Then a succession of faces: Colonel Jitney in his
Pancake Emporium (the day he shot the soup), Judge Juggernaut expl aini ng how
the aw was like a rose, Reverend Flint Orifice shot down by poor mad Irma
Jeeps, Deacon Cooper martyred by non-Martians# who turned out after all to be
a real nice bunch of guys and gals. Then the escape fromthe _Doodl ebug_, Dr
Hekyl|l and the fate of poor Buttons, the restful enptiness of Sam s Soul
City#and all this before nmy real |ife began

| glinpsed the nud-caked Singer child, the glinpse i mediately overlaid
by my mural, ny breakthrough into three-di nensional human life. Then nore
faces: Od M Tucker, Hornby Watherfield s cat, a rabid bat. Nobby and
Bl ojob, ny first airplane bonmb, discussing "bong" with Neeta Hup, painting
Col onel Cord, bouncing Keith's wheel chair down the steps. Bank jobs, jewelry
store jobs, what a life, TV appearances, what a life! Killing Snmlin' Jack
killing Sybilla, checkout time at the hospital, the rise of O ockman, Third
World ripoffs and deat hburgers#what a book it would all make, if only | dared
wite it!

But why not? Nothing to | ose now. Nothing |ay ahead of me but the crash
of my political career, the collapse of my conmpany, jail, dismantling, death,
and conpl ete erasure fromthe public nenory. No one could even renenber the
Vice Presidents who held office, |et alone those who lost out. Nothing to | ose
now, and at least | could have ny | ast spasm of notoriety: "You think |I'm bad?
Wait'Il | tell you the whole story. | started off by murdering a blind child
and | ended up building death factories in Latin Anerica, and you al nost made
nme Vice President, how about that?"



[ Here ends the manuscript of Tik-Tok's autobi ography, published on
teletext as _Me, Robot_. The follow ng chapter appears only in later editions,
publ i shed after 2094.]
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*7*. Hi s laughter sounded like rapid snoring. "No arguing with a
best-seller, Tik. And _Me, Robot_is not only selling well, it's hitting the
public hard." R Ladio LaSalle |ooked with distaste at the steel bunk in ny
cell, but | already had the only chair. Finally he forced his portly frane to

sit, his hand automatically tweaking at the knees of his pinstripe suit.

"They' re shocked?"

"Yes and no. Hell, by now, they expect anything of politicians. They're
shocked but they're intrigued." He chuckled. "There are al ready people form ng
Free Ti k-Tok Conmittees."

"I don't understand. Why#?"

"Call it the conplexity and perversity of human nature, Tik. In a way,
it's _because_ you confessed to such hideous crines that they want to let you
go! | suppose people see it like this: Al politicians are crooks, but nopst

get away with their perfidy. Now, when one politician wants to come clean, it
seens al nost ungrateful of the state to demand his life. Anyway, they say,
what's the hurry? Could it be that certain people in high places want to
sil ence you?" He chuckled again. "So, you're fast becom ng a folk hero. | like
that. Folk heroes don't lose in court."”

"Ladio, don't be stupid. There's no possible way | can win in court, and

you know it. Not only was | caught red-handed comitting nurder, 1've
confessed to dozens of other major crines.”

"W've won al ready, smart-ass. Wth your perm ssion, | can plead _nolo
contendere_ and the D.A. agrees to let us off the hook on _all_ charges.
You' |l have to pay sonme big fines and probably give up control of d ockman
International, but#you'll walk free. Understand?"

"No!

"We've had three factors working for us," he said. "First, when you
committed many of these so-called crines, you were not legally a person. So
they are not crimes. If a juke box steals a coin, you can't put the juke box
injail."

"And what el se?"

"A second factor is, as | nentioned al ready, the popul ar appeal of _M,
Robot . You're a folk hero, and what jury in its right mnd would convict a
fol k hero?"

"And the third factor?"

"Politics. The D.A. is a reasonable guy, the judge is a reasonabl e dane,
they' ve both got political careers to protect. And they both belong to
CGovernor Maxwel|'s party."

"So what ? Maxwel |l dropped ne. The ticket now reads Ford Maxwell for
Presi dent, Ed Wankel for Vice President."

"Yes, but today Maxwel |l announced that if you were cleared, even after

the election, he would still install you as Vice President. Wankel agreed to
resign in your favor. They're no idiots, Tik. They know you've got the
votepul ling power they need to win. So now, you'll walk out of court not only

free but Vice President. Can't be bad, eh?"



| chuckled along with him but my thoughts were running ahead to
wei ghtier matters. A robot assassin for Maxwel | first#obvious, sure, but why
aimfor subtlety now?#then to get ny hands on the war stuff. How long would it
take, to armthe thernonucl ear devices, ready the death-rays, |load up the
viruses? Days or weeks? Yes, and when the humans had been w ped out, how | ong
to bring the world's machines into line, get themready for the big push to
the stars?

"W go to court tonorrow," he said. "Because of a technicality, you have
to stay here one nore night#no bail for confessed mass nurderers. |I'msorry."

| delivered a nmillion-dollar grin. "lI'mnot. Maybe they'll let me tidy
up this cell alittle. Gve it a coat of paint."

Oh, Tik-Tok, you good robot.



