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Anne Richter is a Belgian author, editor, and scholar. Her first collection, written at
the age of fifteen, was translated as The Blue Dog by Alice B. Toklas, who praised
her in the preface. In addition to her own fiction, she is known for editing an
international anthology of female fantastical writers, Le fantastique féminin dAnn
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Jiterature. In “The Sleep of Plants” a woman transforms intoa plant in order to escape
ahumdrum, predictable life and seek the solitude she desites. It was first published in
her collection Les locataires (The Tenants) in 1967.

“Slowing, we feel the pulse of things” —Henri Michaux, “La Ralenti€¢”

She lived like a plant. The rhythms of her life were more vegetable than
human. She was prone, periodically, to sliding slowly into sleep; she remained
inactive, immobile, hands crossed on knees, head tilted slightly toward one
shoulder, staring straight ahead. Sometimes it was a tiny thing. A wearied bee
gone astray in a fold of curtain, patiently, haltingly making the climb, stopping
to gather its strength. The bee would hunch up briefly before setting out
again; the young woman waited for the moment when the insect would fall,
at once wishing for and fearing it, so much a part of the creature’s misery that
her palms were moist. Or she would observe the exact whirl of dust motes
in the light, between dresser and rug, finding secret calm in their constant
movement. She followed water droplets gliding down gray panes, or would
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s:p into one of her lengthy afflictions which never threatened her life, which
she seemed to prolong for pleasure, from which she returned unhurriedly,

eyes widened, a blue ti ; : )
. ue tinge to her skin, as if dazzled by the light upon leaving
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She sank into utter solitude, surrounding herself with a rampart of silence. In
thes? m(’)ments, her thoughts were vague, yet followed a precise path W:ith
a spider’s patience, she forced herself from behind half-closed e eiids to
catch, unawares, things as she felt they must be. This required totalystillnes
ard?ous efforts of concentration. Meticulously, she repeated everyday wo ds’
until they lost their usual meaning. Spoon, spoon, she would sa ysoi“ltl 3 ;
stubbornly. She would polish the word, handling it almost abser}l’;-minzzc?l
yet taking care to treat it as respectfully as she could, never to consider 1yt’
and see. only usefulness. Little by little, it lost all consistency. Then began
the meticulous work of a watchmaker. She persisted cautiously, decante(gi it
slowly breathed new life into the word. Sometimes she saw it con,xe round get’

back on its feet; then she w i
s ould discover an entirely new i
this undressing words. : SRR

A x A

One day, she got engaged. Her fiancé was a likable young man. Sundays the
often went for walks in the countryside. They trod carefully, hand iri, hang
ftlong .meadows and hedges. They spoke of this and that, without passion or’
impatience. One morning, George wanted to show her a place hed found
They packed a lunch and set out. It was unusually warm. All the trees were i .
bloom, and the grass was tall in the fields. “There it is!” cried George “L tfl
run for it!” They both broke into a sprint, and the young woman ﬂewgt};rouig}?
the grass, laughing and waving her arms, displaying an unusual vitality. Sh
reachefd the first trunk, and threw her arms around it; her fiancé caut)lr;t ue
and .klssed her on the mouth. The woods before them were split begtweerI:
sunlight and shadow. But suddenly she felt faint, and her hands gri ed th
bark. The young man was worried, surprised. o :

“Oh, it’s nothing,” she said.

She sat down in the grass and leaned her head against the trunk. Then
she went pale, smoothed her dress, and glanced anxiously at her ﬁancé'

“What a pretty place!” she said. .

But le déjeuner sur I’herbe was ruined,
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They stopped going for walks. Her fiancé tried to drag her along, but she
stubbornly refused, pleading fatigue. Around this time, she did in fact suffer
from inexplicable spells of weariness. She was sorry, in all her immobility,
that she couldn’t sink roots. Bore into the ground for good, surround herself
with a quiet cloud of light like those around pines or over certain shrubs in
summer. But she had to get up from her chair, go here, go there. She did vio-
Jence to herself speaking, moving, and afterwards fell back trembling, mouth
dry, dying of thirst like a plant denied water.

The activity around her seemed less comprehensible than ever: needless
commotion, futile chaos. And yet the regular course of daily affairs troubled
her. She furled her leaves, lived on nothing. She was like a cactus, skin tender
behind protecting needles, needing little water and light to live.

She saw that, by dint of stillness and withdrawal, you felt yourself
become the center of the world, the source of its movement. As a child, she’d
played at becoming the center of the world, an extraordinary game she never
tired of—secretly aware, perhaps, of its gravity and power. She would walk
backward, head thrown back and gazing at the sky until she grew dizzy. That
was what she wanted, for dizziness to make her see things differently, herself,
frozen and the earth yawing, the sun and the clouds whirling about. Or else,
sitting in a moving train, feeling the coarseness of the seat cushion beneath
her palms, aware of the cadenced pace of travel in every part of her body, the

train car stinking of cold ash, wet clothes, and smoke, she would scrutinize
the white square of window, and suddenly the world would begin to change.
The train had stopped, in the corner of her window she’d watch all the people
walking, the meadows leaping past, the fleeing sky, slashed in its flight by
taut telephone wires.

This state of grace almost always ended soon. The world grew still
again, and her train car clattered along God knew where. Bitterness
flooded her; disgust. She believed herself the only living person in a dead
world shaken by sound and fury, till the day she understood: in motion-
lessness, movement found its source. She decided to fall silent, and in

silence, animate the world.

A* % Kk

'This is what she did: she found a giant stoneware pot, a great bag of humus.
She stepped into the basin, covered her legs in a blanket of earth. She vanished
up to her hips. How good it felt! Never had she known such ecstasy. She was
back in her element. From the depths of herself rose a silence. Still, a certain
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nervousness persisted, a tingle at the end of her fingers, toes, like expectation.

I'll get used to it, she thought, wiggling her toes.

But there was a knock at the door; what would she tell her mother? The
door opened and their eyes met. What grief in her mother’s gaze!

“Ialways expected the worst from you, but not this—not this!”

“Look, I've always given in, but this time, your tears are wasted!”

In fact, things stayed much the same. After the initial shock, the usual
routine set in. She’d never taken up much space in family life. From now on,
she took up none at all. An empty chair at dinner was pushed to a corner.
A vacant bed was moved to the attic. Clothes were given to the poor. Not
once did her mother lift her gaze to the heavy basin upstairs. She vacuumed
around it, cleaned the rug without comment, dusted quickly, her face expres-
sionless. Maybe she hoped, by denying her daughter light, to see her wither
and die. But plants are hardy. They have all the time in the world, and a gift
for frugality.

When her fiancé came to see her, he didn’t know what to say. He raised

the blinds. She looked pale, her eyes ringed. Her arms hung slack at her sides

like dead branches; her neck bowed beneath the moss of her hair. She gazed

at him, not without a certain annoyance in her eyes: had his movements
always been so brusque? She couldn’t recall suffering from them before.

“You always said you wanted me to be happy,” she murmured. “Probably
you never noticed I was unhappy? This had to happen sooner or later. Isn’t
it better that it happened before we got married? You're still free now. Don’t
worry about hurting me.”

George tried to take her hand, but it was so cold! As if blood were, ever so
slowly, receding from it.

“How can you talk like that? Don’t you know I love you? I would’ve died
for you. But I can see that doesn’t mean a thing to you; you’re deliberately
destroying yourself. What can I give you now?”

Despite everything, she was touched. But she was tired. The darkness had
been a terrible ordeal for her. She turned her faded eyes to the sun, made an
effort to speak.

“You're generous, George. There’s something you can do for me, if you
want. My mother won’t admit it, but I know she wants bring things to an end
as soon as she can. But I need food! Bring me things to eat and drink.”

She was still a bit of a carnivore. Her fiancé brought her flies, mosquitoes,
sometimes spiders. She swallowed them whole, hurriedly, craning her neck
forward, snapping at them with sudden movements of her jaw. It was a pecu-
liar sight, which her fiancé had a hard time watching. He turned discreetly
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away. But she soon lost her taste for meat. All that remained was a yearning

for pure water, a dream of springs. Her ideas took the shape of leaves. Vague

desires for silence. She spoke less and less. A bit embarrassed by her mute-
ness, the fiancé spoke for them both.

One day he said, “If you'd wanted. Ania....” .
But he didn’t finish his sentence. He saw quite well that she no longer

wanted a thing. In fact, she no longer even needed his ]g.)resence. She polsl-
sessed it forever, behind closed eyes. But he was still talking. They were Z
talking. How badly she wanted to drive off this insufferable swarm of words,
as if waving away harmful insects!
Downstairs, they were saying, “Where’s Ania?” e .
“Oh, in her room.” “At a boarding house.” “Traveling.” “She’s so shy, pain-
»
fun}é}i?;as waiting for her roots. She shouldered the suffering of pl-ants. The
thirst of cut flowers torqueing their stalks toward the light. The' moist dream
of seaweed abandoned on the sand. The cold of rosebushes in NoYember
frost. The passing madness of indoor plants devouring wal.ls and windows.
The furious proliferation of exotic blossoms, brought <?ver llke.slaves,l stn;:v—
ing the four corners of the yard with the sinister fruit of their revolt. The
i n, stuck in the mud of futile acts. .
s‘gh;:f If?::ncé conscientiously brought her water every’day l?efore gon'xg to
work. He grew discouraged about talking, but she didn't notice. Somet.u.nes
he looked worried, but she was too preoccupied to notice. She w.as wa-utmg.
How long it was, the sitting still and waiting! We fill ou'r fiays with (.hstx::}i-
tions, but perhaps it would be better to be faithful to walt.mg—to wait with-
out moving, speaking, lifting a finger, in a room bare as thls. one. . g,
Her roots grew overnight. She felt them everywher? piercing t de earh :
What joy, alas, and what pain! She felt like she was traveling backwar updt e
river of time. Odors assailed her, shifting essences. Her adolescence had an
anxious scent, like bitter linden. Some had grown in the s.chool playgroux;ld
where she’d always felt so bored. Her childhood smelled like sorb trees. S e
saw herself going down a curving path. A blackbird cackled from di;:p fm :
bush. Sorb apples lay bleeding in the grass. She squashed them under ood.
What world would spring forth when she rounded th(? bend? She advan(cied
cautiously. With one final push, her roots punctured soil. Now she descez' e; h,
heart pounding, toward an odor, the odor of the day shf: was bor.n. Her ;;' ;
had a dull smell, like the smell hanging over iron quarries. Her birth sme .eh
like ferns. She saw a glittering fern, its crozier erect, scratch at the sky wit

its palm of light.

e

T e
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The next morning, her leaf hands were open. Her fiancé came to see her,

looking vexed. He sat down beside her, head lowered.

“Look . . . I've given this a lot of thought. I think I owe it to you to tell you

this. I've met someone . . . a young woman, the sister of someone at work.
She’s sweet, serious-minded . . . she looks like you a bit. You're the one who
told me life goes on. But I can’t just abandon you. Our lives are intertwined,
Ania: do you want to come to our wedding, come live with us?”

A light breeze came in through the window. It caressed the trunk, played
in the branches. The leaves up top bent forward a bit, in silent approbation.
George bent over, lifted up the heavy stoneware basin. For a moment, the
leaves grew flustered, shuddered. But they soon recovered their dreamy still-
ness. As Ania crossed the doorsill in the young man’s arms, the mother, deep
in her kitchen, closed her fist around a saucepan and turned her back to the

couple.
* %k K

George planted her in his yard, in the middle of the lawn. The roots
breathed freely; she thanked him with a happy nod of foliage. One sunny
morning not long after, he got married. The little pale-cheeked bride floated
among the guests, light as a waterlily. There was dancing beneath leaves
bathed in moonlight.

That summer, the tree put forth splendid blossoms.

KELLY BARNHILL

The Men Who
Live in Trees

Kelly Barnhill is an American writer. She currently has published three fantasy novels
for children: The Witch’s Boy, Iron Hearted Violet, and The Mostly True Story of
Jack. She has also written several well-received short stories for adults, which can be
found in Postscripts, Tor.com, Weird Tales, Lightspeed, Clarksworld, and other
publications and anthologies. In “The Men Who Live in Trees; Carmina searches for
an answer to her fathers death. This story was first published in Postscripts 15 in

2008.

Of all the cultures, subcultures, clans, gangs and sects that are bounded and
protected by our Glorious Empire, none is more puzzling than the Molaru,
known to the residents of Acanthacae as the men who live in trees. They have no
recognized language, save for a complicated pageant of gestures and movements,
accompanied by a codified set of facial expressions. Similarly, they have no
recognizable tradition of the arts or music. That which, I suppose, is to pass as
music is played on instruments not tuned to create melodies, but created instead
for the express purpose of making a sound nearly identical to that of the wind
pushing ceaselessly through the heavily canopied trees. Sometimes, one can even
hear the rain dripping from the jungle’s broad leaves, stretching darkly into the
world, into the end of the world.
—From the Notes and Journals of Tamino Ailare
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some of the things you could tell us, get your views on robots,
The Interplanetary Press reacbes the entire Solar System. Po-
tential audience is three billion, Dr. Calvin, They ought to know
what you could tell them on robots.”

It wasn’t necessary to nudge. She didn’t bear me, but she
was moving in the right direction,

“They might bave known that Jrom the start.We sold robots
Jor Earth-use then—before my time it was, even. Of course,
that was when robots could not talk. Afterward, they became
more buman and opposition began. The labor unions, of
course, naturally opposed robot competition for buman jobs,
and various segments of religious opinion bad their Supersti-
tious objections. It was all quite ridiculous and quite useless.
And yet there it was?”

Twas taking it down verbatim on my pocket-recorder, trying
not to show the knuckle-motions of my band. If you Dractice a
bit, you can get to the Dboint where you can record accurately
without taking the little &adget out of your pocket.

“lake the case of Robbie,” she said, “I never knew bim. He
was dismantled the year before I joined the company—hope-
lessly out-of-date. But I saw the little girl in the museum—

She stopped, but I didn’t say anything. I let ber eyes mist up
and ber mind travel back. She bad lots of time to cover,

1 heard about it later, and when they called us blaspbemers
and demon-creators, I always thought of bim. Robbie was a
non-vocal robot. He couldn’t speak. He was made and sold in

1996. Those were the. days before extreme Specialization, so be
was sold as a nursemaid—"

As a what?”
As a nursemaid—"

ROBBIE

“Ninety-eight—ninety-nine—one hundred.” Gloria withdrew
her chubby little forearm from before her eyes and §tood for amo-
ment, wrinkling her nose and blinking in t.he sunlight. Then,. try-
ing to watch in all directions at once,she withdrew a lfew cautious
steps from the tree against which she had beefl lcamng
She craned her neck to investigate the possibilities Of:jl clump
of bushes to the right and then withdrew farth?r to obtain a bez
ter angle for viewing its dark recesses. The quiet was profc.)unal
except for the incessant buzzing of inse(fts and the occasion
chirrup of some hardy bird, braving the midday sun. ’ i
Gloria pouted, “I bet he went itf';siirde the house, and I've to
im a million titmes that that’s not fair”
hm\;’?th tiny lips pressed together tightl?r and a severe frown
crinkling her forehead, she moved determinedly toward the two-
ilding up past the driveway.
Stog: Elltl:l:lfe lﬁ::l)rd the rustling sound behind her, foll(?wed by
the distinctive and rhythmic clump-clump of 'Robbic S me'tal
feet. She whirled about to see her triumphing companion
emerge from hiding and make for the home-tree at ful’l sp.eed.
Gloria shrieked in dismay. “Wait, Robbie! That Wasn, ’t fair, l.{ob-
bie! You promised you wouldn’t run until I foun.d ,}’Ol.l. Her ¥1ttle
feet could make no headway at all against Robbie’s giant strides.
Then, within ten feet of the goal, Robbie’s pace slowed suddet'lly
to the merest of crawls, and Gloria, with one final burst of wild
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speed, dashed pantin i

oo ] gly past him to touch the welcome bark of

bas(;‘rgef;ll.ly, shf: turned on the faithful Robbie, and with the

v, Of ingratitude, rewarded him for hjs sacrifice by tauntin
cruelly for a lack of running ability, Sl

chanted the words in a shrill th
Robbie didn’t answer, of course—not in words, He pan-

“Robbie;” she Squealed, “s i
: » stand still)” —
forced out of her in breathless jerks. BI04 i
mu:;]:(:ﬂthhe turned suddenly and caught her up, whirling her
A at for her the world fell away for 2 moment with a blue

tures and twisted to see if her dress were torn.,

She slapped her hand : i
spank you” against Robbie’s torso, “Bad boy! 1l

You promised not to run ti I found you”
Robbie nodded his h ; arall
‘ S head—a smagj i i
rounded edges and corners attached to 2 sinll)ilar bﬁfﬁpez e
1:.:; :llclcpipcd that served as torso by means of 3 shoxl;cﬂel;lcirglcr
Stk —and obcdicntly facéd th ’ e
e . etree.Athin,metalﬁlm
scended over his glowing eyes and from within his b 4
Steady, resonant ticking. §

I, ROBOT 3

“Don’t peek now—and don’t skip any numbers,” warned Glo-
ria, and scurried for cover.

With unvarying regularity, seconds were ticked off, and at the
hundredth, up went the eyelids, and the glowing red of Robbie’s
eyes swept the prospect. They rested for a moment on a bit of
colorful gingham that protruded from behind a boulder. He ad-
vanced a few steps and convinced himself that it was Gloria who
squatted behind it.

Slowly, remaining always between Gloria and home-tree, he
advanced on the hiding place, and when Gloria was plainly in
sight and could no longer even theorize to herself that she was
not seen, he extended one arm toward her, slapping the other
against his leg so that it rang again. Gloria emerged sulkily.

“You peeked!” she exclaimed, with gross unfairness. “Besides
I'm tired of playing hide-and-seek. I want a ride”

But Robbie was hurt at the unjust accusation, so he seated
himself carefully and shook his head ponderously from side to
side.

Gloria changed her tone to one of gentle coaxing immedi-
ately, “Come on, Robbie. I didn’t mean it about the peeking. Give
me a ride”

Robbie was not to be won over so easily, though. He gazed
stubbornly at the sky, and shook his head even more emphati-
cally.
“Please, Robbie, please give me a ride” She encircled his neck
with rosy arms and hugged tightly. Then, changing moods in a
moment, she moved away. “If you don’t, 'm going to cry;” and
her face twisted appallingly in preparation.

Hard-hearted Robbie paid scant attention to this dreadful pos-
sibility,and shook his head a third time. Gloria found it necessary

to play her trump card.
“If you don’t)” she exclaimed warmly, “I won’t tell you any

more stories, that’s all. Not one—”
Robbie gave in immediately and unconditionally before this

ultimatum, nodding his head vigorously until the metal of his
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neck hummed. Carefully, he raised the little girl and placed her
on his broad, flat shoulders.

Gloria’s threatened tears vanished immediately and she
crowed with delight. Robbie’s metal skin, kept at a constant tem-

“You're an air-coaster, Robbie, you’re a big, silver air-coaster.
Hold out your arms straight. —You 80t 1o, Robbie, if you're going
to be an air-coaster”

The logic was irrefutable. Robbie’s arms were wings catching
the air currents and he was a silver ‘coaster.

Gloria twisted the robot’s head and leaned to the right. He

went “Brr-r” and then with Weapons that went “Powie” and “Sh-
sh-shshsh” Pirates were giving chase and the ship’s blasters

“Got another ope, —Two more” she cried.

Then “Faster, men,” Gloria said pompously, “we’re running out
of ammunition” She aimed over her shoulder with undaunted
courage and Robbie was 2 blunt-nosed spaceship zooming
through the void at maximum acceleration,

Clear across the field he sped, to the patch of tall grass on the

green carpet.

Gloria gasped and panted, and gave voice to intermittent
whispered exclamations of “That was nice!”

Robbie waited until she had caught her breath and then
pulled gently at a lock of hair.

“You want something?” said Gloria, eyes wide in an appar-
ently artless complexity that fooled her huge “nursemaid” not at
all. He pulled the curl harder.

“Oh, I know. You want 2 story”

Robbie nodded rapidly.

I. ROBOT

“Which one?” L
Robbie made a semi-circle in the air with one finger.

The little girl protested, “Again? I've told yo.u (,I’inderella a mil-
lion times. Aren’t you tired of it? —It’s for babies.

other semi-circle. - e
f}(r)lh well,” Gloria composed herself, ran over the details of

. 3 h
tale in her mind (together with her own elaborations, of whic
he had several) and began: ; g5
} “Are you ready? Well—once upon a time there was a bea;t; Aoy
little girl whose name was Ella. And she had a terribly crue

mother and two very ugly and very cruel step-sisters and—

idnight was
Gloria was reaching the very climax of the tale—nndr;xshoﬂgi-
triking and everything was changing back to the sha by id
Zals lickety-split, while Robbie listened tensely with bur
eyes—when the interruption came.
“Gloria!” i
It was the high-pitched sound of 2 woman who l;ats:) zze; f, o
i ; had the nervou
i nce, but several times; and : '
%ng r;?;xz anxiety was beginning to overcome unpanex?ce.“Y e
p :;/Iamma’s calling me,” said Gloria, not quite happily. “Yo
: Robbie.”
I C me back to the house, e
be;f)bb:rgbcycd with alacrity for somehow th?:lelov:ta:‘ sﬂ::l s
i ich j i bey Mrs. Weston, wi :
him which judged it best to o AR
itati ia’s father was rarely ho!
scrap of hesitation. Gloria’s ; -
:Z;time 1e.:xccpt on Sunday—today, for ms:;lannce—e:::nw(l;le:ﬂa’s
i derstanding p s ,
he proved a genial and un . ; .
:rvlzsti'le: hgwever, was a source of uneasiness to R(.)bble and ther
was alv:'ays the impulse to sneak away fron.l her sight. 0
Mrs. Weston caught sight of them the mlnute. they rolsl i
the ma.lsking tufts of long grass and retired inside the hou:

s ia” severely. “Where
“I've shouted myself hoarse, Gloria,” she said, severely.

were you?”
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“Gloria!”
know ' e e el sty s P
; in the
l\;’:):l t say a word,—J mean he won’t go anyﬂnng.c;/‘rxille;oz‘,lgot
o itc(:bbic, appealed to, nodded his massive head up and down
ﬁ)r“; '\l,:,):(,l;:‘w)::( ;lon’t stop this at once, you shan’t see Robbie
’l‘l N fole e “ s
sory a1 s 02t b e foi

The robot left with 2 g
back a sob, th a disconsolate step and Gloria chokeg

Copy of the Times: slippered fe,
¥ €t and shij —
could anyone belp but be comfortable? v i

I, ROBOT 7

for two or three hours. Consequently, he fixed his eye firmly
upon the latest reports of the Lefebre-Yoshida expedition to
Mars (this one was to take off from Lunar Base and might actu-
ally succeed) and pretended she wasn’t there.

Mrs. Weston waited patiently for two minutes, then impa-
tiently for two more, and finally broke the silence.

“George!”

“Hmpph?”

“George, I say! Will you put down that paper and look at me?”

The paper rustled to the floor and Weston turned a weary face
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 don’t pretend you don’t know what I'm talking about.

It’s that robot Gloria calls Robbie. He doesn’t leave her for a mo-
ment.”

“Well, why should he? He’s not supposed to. And he certainly
isn’t a terrible machine. He’s the best darn robot money can buy
and I'm damned sure he set me back half a year’s income. He’s
worth it, though—darn sight cleverer than half my office staff”

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

“You listen to me, George. I won’t have my daughter en-
trusted to a machine—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 now?”

“It was different at first. It was a novelty; it took a load off me, .
and—and it was a fashionable thing to do. But now I don’t know.
The neighbors—”

“Well, what have the neighbors to do with it. Now, look. A ro-
bot is infinitely more to be trusted than a human nursemaid.
Robbie was constructed for only one purpose really—to be the

S T T SRR tmﬁgﬁ
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companion of a little child. His entire ‘mentality’ has been cre-
ated for the purpose. He just can’t help being faithful and loving
and kind. He’s a machine—made so. That’s more than you can
say for humans.”

“But something might go wrong. Some—some—"” Mrs. We-
ston was a bit hazy about the insides of a robot, “some little jig-
ger will come loose and the awful thing will go berserk

“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;
that long before enough can go wrong to alter that First Law, a
robot would be completely inoperable. It’s a mathematical im-
possibility. Besides I have an engineer from U.S. Robots here
twice a year to give the poor gadget a complete overhaul. Why,
there’s no more chance of anything at all going wrong with Rob-
bie than there is of you or I suddenly going looney—consider-
ably less, in fact. Besides, how are you going to take him away
from Gloria?”

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

“That’s just it, George! She won'’t play with anyone else. There
are dozens of little boys and girls that she should make friends
with, but she won’t. She won’t go near them unless I make her.
That’s no way for a little girl to grow up.You want her to be nor-
mal, don’t you? You want her to be able to take her part in soci-
ety”

“You’re jumping at shadows, Grace. Pretend Robbie’s a dog.
I've seen hundreds of children who would rather have their dog
than their father”

“A dog is different, George. We must get rid of that horrible
thing. You can sell it back to the company. I've asked, and you
can”

I. ROBOT 9

“You've asked? Now look here, Grace, let’s not 8o off the deep
end. We're keeping the robot until Gloria is older and I don’t
want the subject brought up again” And with that he walked

out of the room in a huff,

Mrs. Weston met her husband at the door two evenings later.

“You'll have to listen to this, George. There’s bad feeling in the
age.”

Viu“Agbout 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 to close
my eyes to it, but I’'m not going to any more. Most of the villagers
consider Robbie dangerous. Children aren’t allowed to gq near
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 m?' 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!”

And yet he loved his wife—and what was worse, his wife kneviv
it. George Weston, after all was only a man—poor thing—and his
wife made full use of every device which a clumsier and more
scrupulous sex has learned, with reason and futility, to fear.
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Ten times in the ensuing week, he cried, “Robbie stays,—and
that’s final!” and each time it was weaker and accompanied by a
louder and more agonized groan.

Came the day at last, when Weston approached his daughter
guiltily and suggested a “beautiful” visivox show in the village.

Gloria clapped her hands happily, “Can Robbie go?”

“No, dear;” he said, and winced at the sound of his voice, “they
won’t allow robots at the visivox—but you can tell him all about
it when you get home” He stumbled all over the last few words
and looked away.

Gloria came back from town bubbling over with enthusiasm,
for the visivox had been a gorgeous spectacle indeed.

She waited for her father to maneuver the jet-car into the
sunken garage, “Wait till I tell Robbie, Daddy. He would have
liked it like anything. —Especially when Francis Fran was back-
ing away s0-0-0 quietly,and backed right into one of the Leopard-
Men and had to run” She laughed again, “Daddy, are there really
Leopard-Men on the Moon?”

“Probably not,” said Weston absently. “It’s just funny make-
believe” He couldn’t take much longer with the car. He’d have to
face it.

Gloria ran across the lawn. “Robbie. —Robbie!”

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

“Oh, what a nice dog!” Gloria climbed the steps, approached
cautiously and patted it. “Is it for me, Daddy?”

Her mother had joined them. “Yes, it is, Gloria. Isn’t it nice—
soft and furry. It’s very gentle. It Jikes little girls”

“Can he play games?”

“Surely. He can do any number of tricks. Would you like to see
some?”

“Right away. I want Robbie to see him, too. —Robbie!” She
stopped, uncertainly, and frowned, “I’ll bet he’s just staying in his

room because he’s mad at me for not taking him to the visivox.

e
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You’ll have to explain to him, Daddy. He might not believe me,
ows if you say it, it’s so.” .

buixzestl:)t:l’s lipsygrewytightcr. He looked toward his wife but

could not catch her eye.

Gloria turned precipitously and ran down the basement steps,
shouting as she went, “Robbie— Come and see thlt Paddy and
Mamma brought me. They brought me a dog, Robbie.

In a2 minute she had returned, a frightened little girl. “Mamma,
Robbie isn’t in his room.Where is he?” There was no answer and
George Weston coughed and was suddenly extremely interested
in an aimlessly drifting cloud. Gloria’s voice quavered on the
verge of tears, “Where’s Robbie, Mamma?”

Mrs. Weston sat down and drew her daughter gently to her;,
“Don’t feel bad, Gloria. Robbie has gone away, I think.” 4

“Gone away? Where? Where’s he gone away, Mamma?

“No one knows, darling. He just walked away. We’ve lookec.i and
we've looked and we’ve looked for him, but we can’t find him.”

“You mean he’ll never come back again?” Her eyes were

with horror.
ml:r\;((’i: may find him soon.We’ll keep looking 'for him. And meat‘l-
while you can play with your nice new doggie. Look at him! His
e is Lightning and he can—"
nall;lut Glogrli:t’s effclids had overflown, “I don’t .want the nasty
dog—I want Robbie. I want you to find me Robt.ne.” Her 1ieelings
became too deep for words, and she spluttered into a shrill wail.

Mrs. Weston glanced at her husband for help, but he merely
shuffled his feet morosely and did not withdraw his ar.dent stare
from the heavens, so she bent to the task of cox?solatlon, “Why
do you cry, Gloria? Robbie was only a machine, just a nasty old
machine. He wasn’t alive at all”

“He was not no machine!” screamed Gloria, fiercely and un-
grammatically. “He was a person just like you and fne and l:e was
my friend.l want him back. Oh, Mamma, I warolt him back:

Her mother groaned in defeat and left Gloria to her sorr?vcr:

“Let her have her cry out,” she \told her husband. “Childish
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sriefs are never lasting. In a few days, she’ll forget that awful ro-
bot ever existed.”

‘ Bl.lt time proved Mrs. Weston a bit too optimistic. To be sure
Gloria ceased crying, but she ceased smiling, too, and the passing
days found her ever more silent and shadowy. Gradually, her atti-

to her husband.

Then, one evening, she flounced into the living room, sat
down, folded her arms and looked boiling mad.

Her husband stretched his neck in order to see her over his
newspaper, “What now, Grace?”

‘If’s tha.t f:hild, George. I've had to send back the dog today.
Gl.01_'1a Positively couldn’t stand the sight of him, she said. She’s
driving me into 2 nervous breakdown ”

Wfston laid down the Paper and a hopeful gleam entered his
€ye, “Maybe— Maybe we ought to get Robbie back. It might pe
done, you know. I can get in touch with—”

“No!” she replied, grimly. “I won’t hear of it. We’re not giving -

up that easily. My child shall %ot be brought up b i
a rob
takes years to break her of it” Tt i
Weston picked up his paper again with a disappointed ajr. “A
year of this will have me prematurely gray”
You're a big help, George,” was the frigid answer. “What Glo-

“We're going to take her to New York
“The city! In August! Say, do
: * 94Y, do you know what New York is I+
in August? It’s unbearable” s
“Millions do bear jt»

I. ROBOT 13

“They don’t have a place like this to 80 to. If they didn’t have
to stay in New York, they wouldn’t”

“Well, we have to. I say we're leaving now—or as soon as we
can make the arrangements. In the city, Gloria will find sufficient
interests and sufficient friends to perk her up and make her for-
get that machine”

“Oh, Lord,” groaned the lesser half, “those frying pavements!”

“We have to,” was the unshaken response. “Gloria has lost five
pounds in the last month and my little gitl’s health is more im-
portant to me than your comfort.”

“It’s a pity you didn’t think of your little girl’s health before
you deprived her of her pet robot” he muttered—but to him-

self.

Gloria displayed immediate signs of improvement when told of
the impending trip to the city. She spoke little of it, but when she
did, it was always with lively anticipation. Again, she began to
smile and to eat with something of her former appetite.

Mrs. Weston hugged herself for joy and lost no opportunity to
triumph over her still skeptical husband.

“You see, George, she helps with the packing like a little angel,
and chatters away as if she hadn’t a care in the world. It’s just as
I told you—all we need do is substitute other interests.”

“Hmpph,” was the skeptical response, “I hope so.”

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

In high good humor the family took a taxi-gyro to the airport

(Weston would have preferred using his own private ’gyro, but it
was only a two-seater with no room for baggage) and entered

the waiting liner.
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C(?me, Gloria,” called Mrs. Weston. “I've saved you a seat near
the window so you can watch the scenery.”
Gloria trotted down the aisle chee s flattened her nose into

chilled nose, and watching with interest as the patch of moisture

vanished.

“In z'lbout half an hour, dear” Then, with just the faintest trace
of anxiety, “Aren’t you glad we’re 80ing? Don’t you think you’ll
be. very happy in the city with all the buildings and people and
things to see? We’ll 80 to the visivox every day and see shows
and go to the circus and the beach and—”

Yes, Mamma,” was Gloria’s unenthusiastic rejoinder. The liner

“I'know why we’re going to the city, Mamma.”

“Do you?” Mrs. Weston Was puzzled. “Why, dear?”

“You didn’t tell me because you wanted it to be a surprise, but
I know.” For a moment, she was lost in admiration at her (;wn
acute penetration, and then she laughed gaily. “We're going to
New York so we can find Robbie, aren’t we? —With detectives”

I. ROBOT 15

all was over, he stood there, a red-faced, water-drenched and
very, very annoyed person.

Mrs. Weston maintained her composure, but when Glotia re-
peated her question in a2 more anxious tone of voice, she found

her temper rather bent.
“Maybe,” she retorted, tartly. “Now sit and be still, for Heaven’s

sake”

New Yotk City, 1998 A.D., was a paradise for the sightseer more
than ever in its history. Gloria’s parents realized this and made
the most of it.

On direct orders from his wife, George Weston arranged to
have his business take care of itself for 2 month or so, in order to
be free to spend the time in what he termed “dissipating Gloria
to the verge of ruin.” Like everything else Weston did, this was
gone about in an efficient, thorough, and business-like way. Be-
fore the month had passed, nothing that could be done had not
been done.

She was taken to the top of the half-mile tall Roosevelt Building,
to gaze down in awe upon the jagged panorama of rooftops" that
blended far off in the fields of Long Island and the flatlands of New
Jersey. They visited the zoos where Gloria stared in delicious
fright at the “real live lion” (rather disappointed that the keepers
fed him raw steaks, instead of human beings,as she had expected),
and asked insistently and peremptorily to see “the whale.”

The various museums came in for their share of attention, to-
gether with the parks and the beaches and the aquarium.

She was taken halfway up the Hudson in an excursion
steamer fitted out in the archaism of the mad Twenties. She trav-
elled into the stratosphere on an exhibition trip, where the sky
turned deep purple and the stars came out and the misty earth
below looked like a huge concave bow!. Down under the waters
of the Long Island Sound she was taken in a glass-walled subsea
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vessel, where in a green and wavering wotld, quaint and curious
sea-things ogled her and wiggled suddenly away.
On a more prosaic level, Mrs. Weston took her to the depart-
ment stores where she could revel in another type of fairyland.
In fact, when the month had nearly sped, the Westons were
convinced that everything conceivable had been done to take

Gloria’s mind once and for all off the departed Robbie—but they j

were not quite sure they had succeeded.

The fact remained that wherever Gloria went, she displayed the
most absorbed and concentrated interest in such robots as hap-
pened to be present. No matter how exciting the spectacle before

her, nor how novel to her girlish eyes, she turned away instantly if :

the corner of her eye caught a glimpse of metallic movement.

Mrs.Weston went out of her way to keep Gloria away from all

robots.

And the matter was finally climaxed in the episode at the Mu-
seum of Science and Industry. The Museum had announced a
special “children’s program” in which exhibits of scientific
witchery scaled down to the child mind were to be shown. The
Westons, of course, placed it upon their list of “absolutely.”

It was while the Westons were standing totally absorbed in
the exploits of a powerful electro-magnet that Mrs. Weston sud-

denly became aware of the fact that Gloria was no longer with

her. Initial panic gave way to calm decision and, enlisting the aid

of three attendants, a careful search was begun.
Gloria, of course, was not one to wander aimlessly, however.

For her age, she was an unusually determined and purposeful

girl, quite full of the maternal genes in that respect. She had seen
a huge sign on the third floor, which had said, “This Way to the

Talking Robot.” Having spelled it out to herself and having no-
ticed that her parents did not seem to wish to move in the
proper direction, she did the obvious thing. Waiting for an op-
portune moment of parental distraction, she calmly disengaged

herself and followed the sign.

I. ROBOT 17

The Talking Robot was a tour de force, a thoroughly impractical
device, possessing publicity value only. Once an hour, an es-
corted group stood before it and asked questions of the robot
engineer in charge in careful whispers. Those the engineer de-
cided were suitable for the robot’s circuits were transmitted to
the Talking Robot.

It was rather dull. It may be nice to know that the square of
fourteen is one hundred ninety-six, that the temperature at the
moment is 72 degrees Fahrenheit, and the air pressure 30.02
inches of mercury, that the atomic weight of sodium is 23, but
one doesn’t really need a robot for that. One especially does not
need an unwieldy, totally immobile mass of wires and coils
spreading over twenty-five square yards.

Few people bothered to return for a second helping, but one
girl in her middle teens sat quietly on a bench waiting for a third.
She was the only one in the room when Gloria entered.

Gloria did not look at her. To her at the moment, another hu-
man being was but an inconsiderable item. She saved her atten-
tion for this large thing with the wheels. For a moment, she
hesitated in dismay. It didn’t look like any robot she had ever
seen.

Cautiously and doubtfully she raised her treble voice, “Please, .
Mr.Robot, sir; are you the Talking Robot, sir?” She wasn’t sure, but
it seemed to her that a robot that actually talked was worth a
great deal of politeness.

(The girl in her mid-teens allowed a look of intense concen-
tration to cross her thin, plain face. She whipped out a small
notebook and began writing in rapid pothooks.)

There was an oily whir of gears and a mechanically timbered
voice boomed out in words that lacked accent and intonation,
“[—am—the—robot—that—talks”

Gloria stared at it ruefully. It déd talk, but the sound came from
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inside somewheres. There was no face to talk to. She said, “Can
you help me, Mr. Robot, sir?”

The Talking Robot was designed to answer questions, and
only such questions as it could answer had ever been put to it. It
was quite confident of its ability, therefore, “I—can—help—
you.”

“Thank you, Mr. Robot, sir. Have you seen Robbie?”

“Who—is Robbie?”

“He’s a robot, Mr. Robot, sir” She stretched to tiptoes. “He’s
about so high, Mr. Robot, sir, only higher, and he’s very nice. He’s
got a head, you know. I mean you haven’t, but he has, Mr. Robot,
sit”

The Talking Robot had been left behind, “A—robot?”

“Yes, Mr. Robot, sir. A robot just like you, except he can’t talk,
of course, and—looks like a real person.”

“A—robot—like—me?”

“Yes, Mr. Robot, sit.”

To which the Talking Robot’s only response was an erratic
splutter and an occasional incoherent sound. The radical gener-
alization offered it, i.e., its existence, not as a particular object,
but as 2 member of a general group, was too much for it. Loyally,
it tried to encompass the concept and half a dozen coils burnt
out. Little warning signals were buzzing.

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

Gloria stood waiting, with carefully concealed impatience, for
the machine’s answer when she heard the cry behind her of
“There she is,” and recognized that cry as her mother’s.

“What are you doing here, you bad girl?” cried Mrs. Weston,
anxiety dissolving at once into anger. “Do you know you fright-
ened your mamma and daddy almost to death? Why did you run
away?” .

The robot engineer had also dashed in, tearing his hair, and de-
manding who of the gathering crowd had tampered with the

1. ROBOT 19

machine. “Can’t anybody read signs?” he yelled. “You’re not al-
lowed in here without an attendant.”

Gloria raised her grieved voice over the din, “I only came to see
the Talking Robot, Mamma. I thought he might know where Rob-
bie was because they’re both robots” And then, as the thought of
Robbie was suddenly brought forcefully home to her, she burst into
a sudden storm of tears, “And I got to find Robbie, Mamma.I got to”

Mrs. Weston strangled a cry, and said, “Oh, good Heavens.
Come home, George. This is more than I can stand.”

That evening, George Weston left for several hours, and the
next morning, he approached his wife with something that
looked suspiciously like smug complacence.

“I've got an idea, Grace”

“About what?” was the gloomy, uninterested query.

“About Gloria.”

“Yow’re not going to suggest buying back that robot?”

“No, of course not.”

“Then go ahead. I might as well listen to you. Nothing I've
done seems to have done any good.”

“All right. Here’s what I've been thinking. The whole trouble
with Gloria is that she thinks of Robbie as a person and not as a
machine. Naturally, she can’t forget him. Now if we managed to
convince her that Robbie was nothing more than a mess of steel
and copper in the form of sheets and wires with electricity its
juice of life, how long would her longings last? It’s the psycho-
logical attack, if you see my point”

“How do you plan to doit?”

“simple.Where do you suppose I went last night? I persuaded
Robertson of U.S. Robot and Mechanical Men, Inc., to arrange for
a complete tour of his premises tomorrow. The three of us will
20,and by the time we’re through, Gloria will have it drilled into
her that a robot is ot alive”

Mrs. Weston’s eyes widened gradually and something glinted
in her eyes that was quite like sudden admiration, “Why, George,

that’s a good idea”

YT TRE
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And George Weston’s vest buttons strained. “Only kind I
have,” he said.

Mr. Struthers was a conscientious General Manager and naturally
inclined to be a bit talkative. The combination, therefore, re-
sulted in a tour that was fully explained, perhaps even over-
abundantly explained, at every step. However, Mrs. Weston was
not bored. Indeed, she stopped him several times and begged
him to repeat his statements in simpler language so that Gloria
might understand. Under the influence of this appreciation of
his narrative powers, Mr. Struthers expanded genially and be-
came ever more communicative, if possible.

George Weston, himself, showed a gathering impatience.

“Pardon me, Struthers,” he said, breaking into the middle of a
lecture on the photo-electric cell, “haven’t you a section of the
factory where only robot labor is employed?”
- “Eh? Oh, yes! Yes, indeed!” He smiled at Mrs. Weston. “A vi-

cious circle in a way, robots creating more robots. Of course, we

are not making a general practice out of it. For one thing, the
unions would never let us. But we can turn out a very few robots
using robot labor exclusively, merely as a sort of scientific exper-
iment.You see,” he tapped his pince-nez into one palm argumen-
tatively, “what the labor unions don’t realize—and I say this as a
man who has always been very sympathetic with the labor
movement in general—is that the advent of the robot, while in-
volving some dislocation to begin with, will inevitably—”

“Yes, Struthers,” said Weston, “but about that section of the

factory you speak of—may we see it? It would be very interest- ;

ing, ’'m sure.”
“Yes! Yes, of course!” Mr. Struthers replaced his pince-nez in

one convulsive movement and gave vent to a soft cough of dis-

comfiture. “Follow me, please”

He was comparatively quiet while leading the three through a |

long corridor and down a flight of stairs. Then, when they had
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entered a large well-lit room that buzzed with metallic activity,
the sluices opened and the flood of explanation poured forth
again.

“There you are!” he said with pride in his voice. “Robots only!
Five men act as overseers and they don’t even stay in this room.
In five years, that is, since we began this project, not a single ac-
cident has occurred. Of course, the robots here assembled are
comparatively simple,but . . ”

The General Manager’s voice had long died to a rather sooth-
ing murmur in Gloria’s ears. The whole trip seemed rather dull
and pointless to her, though there were many robots in sight.
None were even remotely like Robbie, though, and she surveyed
them with open contempt.

In this room, there weren’t any people at all, she noticed.
Then her eyes fell upon six or seven robots busily engaged at a
round table halfway across the room. They widened in incredu-
lous surprise. It was a big room. She couldn’t see for sure, but
one of the robots looked like—looked like—it was!

“Robbie!” Her shriek pierced the air, and one of the robots
about the table faltered and dropped the tool he was holding.
Gloria went almost mad with joy. Squeezing through the railing
before either parent could stop her, she dropped lightly to the
floor a few feet below, and ran toward her Robbie, arms waving
and hair flying.

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

It took split-seconds for Weston to come to his senses, and
those split-seconds meant everything, for Gloria could not be
overtaken. Although Weston vaulted the railing in a wild at-
tempt, it was obviously hopeless. Mr. Struthers signalled wildly to
the overseers to stop the tractor, but the overseers were only hu-
man and it took time to act.

It was only Robbie that acted immediately and with precision.

With metal legs eating up the space between himself and his
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litle mistress he charged down from the opposite direction.

Everything then happened at once. With one sweep of an arm,

Robbie snatched up Gloria, slackening his speed not one iota,
and, consequently, knocking every breath of air out of her. ;
Weston, not quite comprehending all that was happening, felt, =

rather than saw, Robbie brush past him,and came to a sudden be-

wildered halt. The tractor intersected Gloria’s path half a second

after Robbie had, rolled on ten feet further and came to a grind-
ing, long drawn-out stop.

Gloria regained her breath, submitted to a series of passionate

hugs on the part of both her parents and turned eagerly toward

Robbie. As far as she was concerned, nothing had happened ex- 1

cept that she had found her friend.

But Mrs. Weston’s expression had changed from one of relief
to one of dark suspicion. She turned to her husband, and, despite
her disheveled and undignified appearance, managed to look
quite formidable, “You engineered this, didn’t you?”

George Weston swabbed at a hot forehead with his handker-
chief. His hand was unsteady, and his lips could curve only into a
tremulous and exceedingly weak smile.

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

“Well, I did,” said Weston. “But, Grace, how was I to know the
reunion would be so violent? And Robbie has saved her life;
yowll have to admit that.You can’t send him away again.”

Grace Weston considered. She turned toward Gloria and Rob-
bie and watched them abstractedly for a moment. Gloria had a
grip about the robot’s neck that would have asphyxiated any
creature but one of metal, and was prattling nonsense in half:

hysterical frenzy. Robbie’s chrome-steel arms (capable of bend-
ing a bar of steel two inches in diameter into a pretzel) wound
about the little girl gently and lovingly, and his eyes glowed a
deep, deep red.
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“Well,” said Mrs.Weston, at last, “I guess he can stay with us un-
til he rusts.”

Susan Calvin sbrugged ber shoulders, “Of course, be didn’t.
That was 1998. By 2002, we bad invented the mobile speaking
robot which, of course, made all the non-speaking models out
of date, and which seemed to be the final straw as far as the
non-robot elements were concerned. Most of the world govern-
ments banned robot use on Earth for any purpose other ithan
scientific research between 2003 and 2007.”

“So that Gloria bad to give up Robbie eventually?”

“I'm afraid so. I imagine, bowever, that it was easier for ber
at the age of fifteen than at eight. Still, it was a stupid and un-
necessary attitude on the part of bumanity. U.S. Robots bit its
low point, financially, just about the time I joined them in
2007.At first, I thought my job might come to a sudden end in
a maltter of montbs, but then we simply developed the extra-
lerrestrial market.”

“And then you were set, of course.”

“Not quite. We began by trying to adapt the models we bad
on band. Those first speaking models, for instance. They were
about twelve feet bigh, very clumsy and not much good. We
sent them out to Mercury to belp build the mining station
there, but that failed.”

I looked up in surprise, “It did? Why, Mercury Mines is a
multi-billion dollar concern.”

“Tt is now, but it was a second attempt that succeeded. If you
want to know about that, young man, I'd advise you to look
up Gregory Powell. He and Michael Donovan handled our
most difficult cases in the teens and twenties. I baven’t beard
Jrom Donovan in years, but Powell is living right bere in New
York. He's a grandfatber now, which is a thought difficult to get
used to. I can only think of bim as a rather young man. Of
course, I was younger, t00.”




