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“Ninety-eight—ninety-nine—one hundred.” Blaria withdrew
her chubby little forearm from before her eyes and stood foramo-
ment, wrinkling her nose and blinking in the sunlight. Then, try-
ing to watch in all directions at once,she withdrew a few cautious
steps from the tree against which she had been leaning.

She ghned her neck to investigate the possibilities of 2 clump
of bushes to the right and then with - farther to obtain a bet-
ter angle for viewing its dark MMMM%MWWM_W%% profound
except for the inceseant buzzing of insects and the occasional
chirrup of some hardy bird, braving the midday sun.

Gloria pouted, “I bet he went inside the house, and I've told
him a million times that that’s not fair”

With tiny lips pressed together tightly and a severe frown
crinkling her forehead, she moved determinedly toward the two-

story building up past the driveway. £ et geme dics Gloria-seem tobe

Too late she heard the rustling sound behind her, followed by
the distinctive and rhythmic clump-clump_of mevmnim metal
feet. She whirled about to see her triump m%%ﬁvwwg
emerge from hiding and E»w.m for the home-tree at full speed.

Gloria shrieked in %wﬁaﬁmmﬂ%%m That wasn't fair, Rob-

is : ; * Her little
bie! You promised you wouldn’t run til I found you. lietle
feet nciw make no w@&ﬁ%& Robbie’s giant strides’
Then, within ten feet of the goal, Robbie’s pace slowed suddenly
to the merest of crawls, and Gloria, with one final burst of wild

As T read, wnderine details that connect

~J

.&?J; Nu .

|



2 i

E%fmiN”?mQ@@%d%w@ﬁw A

home-tree first.

e

speed, dashed pantingly
' ‘ past him to touch th
he
welcome bar of e holzon
( Don’t peek now—and don’t skip any numbers, warned Glo- ﬂ

(¢

Gleefully, she t -
r?&mm y, she turned on the faithful Robbie, and with the | ria, and scurried for cover.

asest of ingratitud i : N : W
Wi aaafmmw. i € Rﬁ»an.& him for his sacrifice by i e With unvarying regularity, seconds were ticked off,and at the |
“Robisle cant rin® db abili = et =iy " hundredth,up went the eyelids, and the glowing red of Robbie's M
» she shouted : : ’ E swept the prospect. m tof |

old voice. “I can beat him gwﬂwmw MM 9@@“@ of her eightyear | Mwmw nM&mmm MM%M_&@%NW.WW Mmmmow%n wﬁwowu MMM_MW»MWM M
L an » = M w : » (ﬁ
ﬁ.,mgu, ;Wﬂmﬁmﬂw@%ﬁﬁﬁ&ﬁg. t him any day” She 4 | 0 weed a fow steps and convince  Sifmsc that i was Gloria who
| piminet ronsing mtesi .yt 2 T AR] | soumet el
* ed running in: e ords. He pan Ve yow | y, remaining atways between Gloria and home-tree, he _ﬂ,,
L. &Mﬁ g instead, inching away until Gloria found W ! yow | Slowly, g yS W

oo + oning after him as he dodged her narrowly, 'y »«&m advanced on the hiding place, and when Gloria was plainly int

cmaaells Yeet in helpless circles, little forcing her to Hufsgecho  Sight and could no longer even heorize|to herself that she was |
s theair y arms outstretched and fanning at 0F\fxf, | 1ot seet he extended one arm tOWarc her, slapping the other "
_ “Robbie” she squealed, “stand still!” inarling| againsthislcaso that it rang again. Gloria emerged sulkilf. ~~ 2 |

| forced out of her in Eﬁﬁ»wmmmwww still!”—And the laughter was m&mﬂ: o IOR peeked!” she exclaimed, with 0S5 unfairness. “Besides |
—Until he turned suddenty jesks; o K cﬂmu P'm tired of playing hide-and-seek.1 wanta ride” J

( round,so that for her the ﬁ@ﬁw Mﬁ& caught her up, whirling her gﬁm\ *  But Robbie was hurt at the unjust mecmmmm:&c%m seated W
emptiness beneath, and green MMMM&% for amoment witha blue s1p he | himself caget and mmwmwﬁwm% ponderousty from e - |

ward toward the void. Then she w, stretching hungrily down- : | side. be

; 4 as apigeas o : g |

ing against Robbie’s leg and still w&MMMM Mw wwwn grass again,lean- o “9%l 4ria changed her tone to one of gentle MMW,B‘M wEwMBMMn

After a while, her breath returned. s metal finger. o pohe] fely, “Come on, RobbicI didn't mean it about
.She pushed uselessly at her " mearide’

dish&V&leld hair in i

vague imitation 4

¢ of one asily, thou .wm@ﬁmnm
tures and twisted to see if her dress bmoww her mother’s ges- Robbie was g:awn%mmoﬁnmmn% though gazed

She slapped her hand agai
gainst o et
spankyoul” g0l Robbie’s torso, “Bad boy! I'll
w»ba wﬁ_ugn Sowered, holding his hands over hi /
she had to add, “No, 1 won’t, Robbie. I won't s mwwmw is face so that
; nky

way, it’s my turn to hide now because you've got lon ou. But wzm.,
1ger legs and

bttt

stubboraly at the sky, and shook wiwm.mmummmﬁmwomm emphati-

Podsceion iy

ﬂ% * ¥ 9
" «please, Robbie, please give me a ride” mwn encircled his s.wnw
with rosy arms and hugged tightly. Then. %mbmﬁw Bcsam M;M
moment, she moved away- “1f you don't, 'm gOINE to €1y, m

| you promis d not to run till I found you?” " \her face twisted appallingly in ,Rmﬁ...ﬁmu X "

| Bobbie nodded his WS et A I el | \( Hardhearted Robbie 7 el ﬁgmm%%ﬂwﬂ%?

rounded n.um@ and corners attached to a similar Mcmwww& with sibility,and. shook his head 2 &m& time. gires %:, A %

\ pardliclep: ed that served as 1080 by means ofa e ocn g to play her trump card. ™3 , o1 won't tell you an¥ .M
stalk—and obediently faced the tree. A thin, ;x» tt, flexible “If you don't] she QQ&E& warmly, ¥ ¥

i omally before this |
, . immediately and unconditiondin o
Robbie gave in ¥ his be wmﬁﬁsgaﬁ., until the metal of his |

scended over his glowing €yes and from within his bod 6lm ge. | | more stories, that’s ail. Not one=
- resogant teking. Y came

AT gﬁ»ﬁ?& w. dp Foun | M . | ﬁwm?ﬁﬁ? Py
p + mes& @ | el 10dail

{
1

RS



% ISAAC ASIMOV

| on his broad, flat shoulders.
s Qa&. ..zm.[%ﬁn& tears vanished immediately and she
Gdwed with delight. Robbie’s metal skin, kept at a constant te w
MMNMW owwwmnaﬁ ww the high resistance coils within, felt aMM
” ,&% " MQ uawwﬁga m..zw w&ﬁg loud sound her heels made
,.éaz.n» = annggmw against his chest was enchanting,
i o u&MHMMWMWgW, you're a big, silver %ﬁoﬁ&.
" A S 0: N i i 2 i 1
e &.ﬁ.ﬁmﬂm& i got to, Robbie, if you're going
N ._M” logic was irr ble. Robbie’s arms were wings catchin
nﬁ - currents and he was a silver 'coaster, v
?Humrwa 3&%&“ Wﬁ robot's head and leaned to the right. He
nwm‘ﬁ%ﬁ um.a HM% nmcﬁu& the 'coaster with a motor mwﬁ
%@aﬁgg - MMH&%@W@E that went “Powie” and “Sh-
sl ng chase and ip’
SmMMegm into play. The pirates dropped annm D fnincs
- ﬁw n.wamuﬁ one. —Two more,” she cried o o
“Faster, men,” Gloria said ; :
Il Pompously, “we're runnin
n@cﬁmﬁﬂwmwnﬁ www aimed over her shoulder SMM i
i ; obbie was a bluntnosed s w it
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Robbie waited until she had caught her b,
pulled gently at a lock of hair. T4th and then
You want sor cthing?” said Gloria, eyes wide i ,
AN appar.
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ently afIc85 complexity that fooled her huge “nurse

all. He pulled the curl harder. hgdwﬁh\m not g¢
“Oh, I know. You want a story." m.MmM cav of a

Robbie nodded rapidly.
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neck hummed. Carefully, he raised the little girl and placed he, {
8ir - AW
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I, ROBOT
«which one?”
Robbie made a semi-circle in the air with one finger.
: The little girl protested, “Again? I've told you Cinderella 2 mil-
" ¥ jion times. Aren't you tired of it? —It’s for babies

@ Another semi-circle.
| “Oh, well,” Gloria composed herself, ran akmmmﬁn mmmmmm of the
tale in her mind (together with her aﬁnﬁnvcﬁnmgm, of 3 which
she had several) and began:
«Are you ready? Well—once upon a time there was a beautiful
And she had a terribly cruel step-

little girl whose name was Ella.
and very cruel step-sisters and—"

mother and two very ugly
Cuyate *While reading, note the defferent perspectives of
climax of the tale—midnight was b i

Gloria was reaching the very

striking and everything was changing back to the shabby origi-
nals lickety-split, while Robbie listened tensely with burning
eyes—when the interruption came.

“Gloria!”
Tt was the high-pitched sound of a
' ing not once, but several times; and had

woman who has been call-
the nervous tone of one
in whom anxiety was beginning to overcome impaticnce.
"Mamma's calling me,” said Gloria, not quite happily. “You'd
| better carry me back to the hoyse Robbie."
Robbie obeyed with alatrity for some low there was that in
; @ him which judged it best to obey Mrs, Weston, without as much \\

as a scrap of w&ﬁ%ﬁ&a%,a father was rarcly home in the
ay. for instance—and when he

“daytime except on ,ms;%wio@

was, he proved a_fien Sl Gnd understan

10ther, however, Was & Source of uneasiness to Robbic

as always the impulse 1O sneak away from her sight.
Mrs, Weston caught sight of them the minute they rose above

the masking tufts of long RS and retired inside the house 10

wait,
“I've shouted myself hoarse, Gloria,”

and there

she said, severely. *Where

were you?”
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“I was wi . _%:WE.\% Voiee-
; th Robbie,” quavéred Gloria. “I was telling him ¢j
in-

Qﬁ%wﬁ and I forgot it was dinner-time.”
“Well, it’s a pity Robbie fo i
rgot, too.” Then, as if that remi

Mﬁ ow the robot’s presence, she whirled upon hi éﬁ”ﬁﬁa&

obbie. She doesn’t need you now.” Then mwnB&‘ ol
come back till I call you.” : : And dont

Robbie turned to go, but h 3

: s esitated as Gloria cri
. il oria cried out i
aawﬂﬁmcmﬁ gq you got to let him stay. I didn’t mnﬁmn mwm

- 1.1 said I would tell him Cind 'y -

* erella and I'm not fin-
“Gloria!” o
“Honest and ;
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E a word,—I mean he won't 4 He 5
hie? 0 anything. Will you, Rob-
Robbie,
once,
“Gloria, if you don’t st i
for a whole week." top this at once, you shan’t see Robbie
The girl’s eyes fell, “All ri
b » "All right! But Cind
sto ’ e
o 1ot et with f doconlt e anc i
5. P and Gloria choked

P ; g
ppealed to, nodded his massive head up and down
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copy cm e ¥ " %@m ted couch on which »v&g the
b e Times; slippered feet and shirtl t0 sprawl; a
could anyone belp but be comfortable? - Q.nﬁ.;.&ms
E:mwass %Ewmww oy mmn:&@qﬁ when his wife wayy
0 love her, §MMMM& At e I vy Y gcﬁaﬁgw w%u ok
oty ﬂ&.immm» mgn“a wis no question that he was ﬁﬁwwﬁas as
G gttt Y g noons just after dinner were ‘wmn& to
ea of solid comfort was to be left in utte WHMM& to
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¢ three hours. Consequently, he fixed his eye firmly
latest reports of the Lefebre-Yoshida expedition to
s to take off from Lunar Base and might actu-
and pretended she wasn't there.
patiently for two minutes, then impa-
d finally broke the silence.

for two O
upon the
Mars (this onc W

ally succeed)
Mrs. Weston waited

tiently for two more, an
“George!”
“Hmpph?”
say! Will you put down that pape

“George,1
The paper rustled to the floor and Weston turnic
toward his wife, “What is it,dear?”
“you know what it is, George. It's Gloria and that terrible ma-

chine.”
“What terrible machine?”
«Now dom’t pretend you dom’t

It’s that robot Gloria calls Robbie. He doesn
And he certainly

pposed to.
darn robot money can buy

¢ and look at me?”
o a weary face

know what I'm talking about.
't leave her for a mo-

ment.”
“Well, why should he? He’s not su

isn’t a terrible machine. He's the best
and I'm damned sure ne ¢

Worth it, though—darn sight

& Tiade 3 move 1o pick up
quicker and snatched it away.

<.
.

“You listen to me, George. 1 won't have my daughter en-
trusted toam achine—and I don't care how clever it is. It has no
soul, and no one knows what it may be thinking. A child just isn't
made to be guarded by a thing of metal”

Weston frowned, “When did you decide this? He's been with
Gloria two years now and I haven't seen you worry till o w."

S, e 7S :
t“f60k a load off me,

“It was different at first. It was a mﬁé&; i
and-——and it was a fashionable

thing to do. But now 1 don’t know.

The neighbors—"
“Well, what have the neigh
bot is infinitely more to be s
Robbic was constructed for only

bors to do with it. Now, look. A ro-
ted than a human pursemaid.
one purpose really—to be the
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anion of a little child. His entire ‘mentality’ has been cre-

comp
ated for the purpose. He just can’t help being faithful and loving

and kind. He’s a machine—made s0. That’s more than you can

say for humans.”
“But something might go wrong. Some—some—" Mrs. We-

and—and—" She couldn’t bri

obvious thought.
m———————
Nonsense, Weston denied, with an involuntary nervous

shiver. “That’s completely ridiculous.We had a long discussion at
the time we bought Robbie about the First Law of Robotics. You

know that it is impossible for a robot to harm a human being;
alter that First Law,a

that long before enough can we@%néa to
Swwn %can wn completely u.scmmwmwmn. {t’s a mathematical im-
WMM&%? mnm,anm 1 have an engineer from U.S. Robots here
iy etk to give the poor gadget a complete overhaul. Why,
ZQM:HS “10fe CHDOE of anything at all going wrong with Rob-
n%w i nMnMan MM you or I suddenly going Hooznﬂxxncnmag
; s . Besides, how are
s Colpda® s M.Hm going to take him away
He made another mmwmu mwmv _
G : at the paper and his wil it
SEEAIY it the ext vocsn. pape his wife tossed i
EM,WN o s N
are ncwwwcamm M%%«m& She won't play with anyone else. There
A . boys and girls that she should make friends
gk € won r.mwn won’t go near them unless I make her.
e girl to grow up.You want h be
.mal, don’t you? Ye p. ant her to be nor-
Sy ou want her to be able to take her part in soCk
“You're § :
I've seen wmmwm”w“m MMMMQ@ Grace. Pretend Robbie’s a dog.
than their father” , n who would rather have their dog
“A do, i
g is different, George. We must get ri ¢hat horrible

thing. You ¢
thing -an sell it back to the company. I've asked, and you

“i!’
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syou've asked? Now look here, Grace, let’s not g0 aﬁ&a&nﬁw
end. We’ pi i ia is older and I don’t

want the subject brought up a » And with that he walked
out of the room in a huff.

in aa ?A\SNQA vc@wm\\

band at the door two evenings later.

Mrs. Weston met her husl
feeling in the

«you'll have to listen to this, George. There’s bad

village.”
sAbout what?” asked Weston. He stepped into the washroom
and drowned out any possible answer by the splash of water.
Mrs. Weston waited. She said, “About Robbie.”
Weston stepped out, towel in hand, face red and angry, “What
are you talking about?”
“Oh, it’s been building up and building up. I've tried t0 close
m not going to any more. Most of the villagers

my eyes to it,but I
gerous. Children aren’t allowed to go near

consider Robbie dan
our place in the evenings.”

«“We trust our child with the thing”

“Well, people aren’t reasonable about these things.”

“Then to hell with them.”

“Saying that doesn't solve the problem. I've got to do my shop-
ping down there. I've got to meet them every day. And it's even
worse in the city these days when it comes to robots. New York
has just passed an ordinance keeping all robots off the streets be-

tween sunset and sunrise.”

“All right, but they can’t stop us from keeping a robot in our
home. —Grace, this is one of your campaigns. I recognize it. But
it's no use. The answer is still no! We're keeping Robbie! a

what was worse, his wife knew

And yet he loved his wife—and , ok

it. George Weston, after all was only a man—poor thing—an

wife made full use of every device which a clumsier and more
with reason and futility, to fear.

scrupulous sex has learned,




