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It was a robots’ world, run by soul-less heaps of haughty mefal.
But among the miserable band of humans, there was one who
aspired o greatness; one who aimed fo bust out of his sub-

servient shell. He was the Time-Window-Kid . .

< he was .. .

JAMES P. CROW

By PHILIP K. DICK

being,” the newly-formed Z Type
robot shrilled peevishly.

Donnie flushed and slunk away. It was
true, He was a human being, 3 human
child. And there was nothing science could
do. He was stuck with it, A human being
in a robot’s workd.

1 wihed he were dead. He wished
he lay under the grass and the worms were
cating him up and crawling through him
and devouring his brain, his poor miser-
able human'’s brain. The Z-236r, his robot
companion, wouldn't have anybody to play
with and it would be sorry.

“Where are you gomg 2"
manded.

“Hom

“YOU'RE a nasty little—buman

Z-236r de-

Sis
Donnie didn’t reply. He gathered up his
set of fourth dimensional chess, stuffed it
in his pocket, and walked off between the
rovs of ecada e, tovard the humen
quarter. Behind him, t stood gleam-
ing in the late zhunwn sun 2 pale tower
of metal and plastic.
“See if 1 care,” Z-236r shouted sullenly.
“Who wants to play with a human being,
anyhow? Go on home. You—you smell.”
said nothing, But he hunched
orer  lle more. And his chin sak lower
against his

“Well, it happened,” Edgar Parks said
loomily to s wife scross the Lichen

e looked quickly up, “Ie”

“Bonic learoed s place todsy, He
told me while I was changing my clothes.
One of the new robots he was playing with.
Called him & buman being. Poor kid.

Wy the bell do they bave to mb it ia?
Why can't they let us alone?”

“So that's why he it wat any din-
ner, He's in his room. I knew something
had happencd.” Grace touched het hus
band's hand. “He'll get over it, We all
bave to leum the hard way. He's srong
He'll snap b

Ed Parks gn{ up from the table and
moved into the livingroom of his modest
fiveoom dwelling unit, located in the
section of the city sct aside for humans.
He didn't feel like eating, "Robots.” He
clenched his fists futilely. “I'd like to get
hold of one of them. Just once, Get my
hands into their guts. Rip out handfuls of
wire and parts, Just once before I die.”

“Maybe you'll get your chance.”

“No. No, il never come ta th
how, humans wouldn't be able to run
things without robots. I¢s true, honey.
Humans haven't got the integration to
maintain a society. The Lists prove that
twice a year, Let's face it, Humans ate
inferior to robots. But if's their dama
holding it up to us! Like today with Donnie.
Holding it up to our faces. I don’t mind
being a tobot's body servant, It's a good
job. Pays well and the work s light, But
when sy Kid gt told be's—

Ed broke off. Donnic had come out of
his room slowly, into the livingroom, “Hj,
i

, son.” Ed thumped the boy gently on
ack. “How you doing? Wask to ke
e tonight?”

Hamans entertained nightly on the vid-
screens. Humans made good eatertainers.
That was one s the robots could't

mpete in. Human beings painted and
Wrote and danced and sang and acted for
1







the amusement of robots. They cooked
better, too, but robots didn't cat, Human
beings had their place. They were under-
sinod and wanted! 2 body secvants, eater.

dlerks, gardeners,

tainers, construction

workers, repairmen, odd-jobbers and fac-
workes,
But whea it came to something like civic

g
g
Fo
£
i
H
'
g

says any human who gets a score in the
top forty per cent is eligible for classifica-
tion with 2 gradual upward gradation a0

control coordinator or traffc supervisor for
the usone tapes that fed energy into the
planet’s twelve hydro-systems—

“DAD." Donnie said, “can I ask you
2"

something?
ure.” Ed sat down on the couch with
4 sigh, He leaned back and crosed his
legs. “What is it?”
Dousie st qiely beside bim, bis lisle
“Dad, T want to ask

“Oh, yeah.” Ed xubbcd s jow. “That's
sight, Lists in a few weeks. Time to start
baning up for your cntry, Wel get ot
some of the sample tests and go over them.
Maybe between the two of us we ctn get
you ready for Class Twenty.”

‘Listen.” Donnie leaned close to_his
father, his voice low and intense, “Dad,
how many humans have ever passed theif
Lists?"

cording to subsequent showing. 1
Know how miny hamans have-been e

‘Has @1y human ever passed his List?”
Ed swalfowed nervously. “Gosh, kid, 1
dou't know. 1 mean, 1 don't honesty know
of any, when you put i lie tht. Maybe
The Lists have been conducted only
e hundred years. Before that the Govern-
ment was reactionary and forbade humans
to compete with robots. Nowdays, we have
a liberal Government and we can compete
and if we get high cnough
His voice wavered and faded.
o, kid” he said misesbly. “No buman
o passed a List. We're—just—not—
St enough.”
¢ room was silent, Donnie nodded
faintly, expressionless. Ed didn't look at
him, He concentrated on his pipe, hands

“ln “not so bad,” Ed said huskily. ‘1
21
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have 2 job. I'm servant to
hmolmk«r mlgemgnp.
4 Christmas and Easer, It ‘gives me time
off when I'm sick.” He cleared his throat
noisily. "It's not so bad.”

Grace was standing at the door. Now she
came into the room, eyes bright. "No, not
bad. Not at all. You open doors for iy
bring its instruments to it, make calls for
ity n ettnds for i ol i teaic B, sing

6 J, ko it wan tape fo it

p ‘muttered irritably. “What
the vl ald T dos Quit? Maybe I should
mow lawns like John Hollister and Pete
Klein, A lest my robo calls me by name.
Like a living thing. It calls me

“Will a human ever pass a List? i
asked.

e Grace aaid sharp
nodded. “Sure, kid. 2B coure,Some-
doy e Bumane’ s robos il llwe
together in equality. There's an Equalit

iy unangeqmz o Tl ten ey
in the Congress. They think humans should
be admitted without Lists. Since its obvi-
ous—" He broke off. I mean, since no
humans have ever beea able topass their

Gace gid fewly, bending
down over her son. “Listen to me.
Yo o pay atetion, Nobody knows e
s dontt tilk sbout i, Humaos
don't know. But i's t
“What is it
“I know of a human being who—who's
dlassified. He passed his Lists. Ten years
ago. And he's gone up. He's up to Class
Two, Someday he'l be Class One, Do you
heac? A bumn beog. And be's going up
Donnie's face showed doubt.
The doubt turned to wistful hope. e
Two? No kidding?”

hu.:d ikt my life,
et T hesed o bets talking
about it when I was cleaning up one of the
i i stopped when

s his name?” Donnie asked, wide-
"james P. Crow,” Guace stid proudly.
“Strange name,

“That's s mame, 1 know. Ifs ot a

story. It's truel And sometime, someday,
h:l.lbeonthc(nplevd On the Supreme

OB MCINTYRE lowered his voice.
“Yeah, it's true, all right. James P.
Crow is his name.

“Its not a legend?” Ed demanded
eagerly.

“Thete really is such 2 human, And he's
Class Two. Gone all the way 3 Passed
his Lists like sbat.” McIntyre soapped his
finger, “The 10bs hush i up, Lot ¥’ 4
Bt s is spreading. More and
‘more humans know.”

The two men had stopped by the service
entrance of the enormous Structural Re-
search Building. Robot officials moved busi-
ly in and out through the main doors, at
the front of the building, Robot
who gaided Terran society with

effciency.

Robots 1an Eath, 1t bad alwags been
that way. The history tapes said so. Humans
had been mvtnted iuing the Total Wat
of the Eleventh Millibar, of
weapons had been tested and used;
were one of many. The Vg bad ety
wrecked society, Fot decades after, anarchy
and ruin lay zverywhete “Only gndlully
had society reformed under the pati
guidance of robots. Humans i bectasctal
in the recontruction. But why they had

bad been

s0.
'n,- such a strange name?” Ed asked
Mdn{)re shrugged. “All I know is he's
ib-Advio to the Norther Scurly o
Ference. And in line for the when
he makes Class One.”

“What do the robs think?

“They don't like it. Bntlbuesmhm;
they can do, s they have to let
amen hold 8 job i he's qalited
neve hought 3 hunan wold be quali
of course. But this Crow passed bis Lists

hcraily i dosnge. A bupaa, smarter
T wonder why."
"He was an ordinary repaicman. A me-

anic, fixing machinecy and desi
e oF coutse, Thes sadealy
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he passed his fist List. Entered Class
Twety. He rose the next bi-annual to Class
Nineteen, They had to put him to work.”
Mclntyre chuckled, “Too damn bad, isn't
it2 They b to sit with & human being."
“How do they re
Some quit. ik o nul aaher than i
with 2 human. But most s
1obs are decent. They t X

“I'd sure like to meet is fellow Crow.”

nyre frowned. “Well—"

is i
“T understand he doesn't like to be seen
with humans 00 mad

not?” Ed bristled. “What's wrong
with humans? Is he too high and mighty,
siting up thate wih mbols—

It's not that.” There was a_strange
ook in Mclntyre's eyes. A yearaing, dis-
tant look, “It's not just that, Ed, He's up
to samething. Something 'important. I
shoulda't be sayng. But its big. Big 15
hell

ot s i

"I can't say. But wait until he gets on
the Council. Wait.” Mclatyre's eyes were
feverish, “I¢s so big itl shake the world.
The stars and the sun'll shake.
“What is it?”
don'tkaow, But Crow'sgo somathng

omething_incredibly big.
e all waiting for it Waiting o the
ay. .

JAMES P. CROW sat at his polished
mahogany desk, thinking. That wasn't
his real name, of course. He had taken it
after the first experiments, grinning to him-
self as he did so, Nobody would ever know
what it meant it would remain  private
joke, personal and unannounced, But it
s Pgood joke noncthelcs, Biting and
appropriate.
¢ was 2 small man. Irish-German, A
litle lean light-skinned man with blue
eyes and sandy hair that fell down in his
face and had to be brushed back. He wore
unpresed bagey pants and rolledup v,
He was nervous, bighs He smoked
il day aod dranie back “Cofee and usually
" decp a night. B thee wis a o
e
A'hell o a lot. Crow got abry uply to s
feet and paced over to the vidsen

in the Commissioner of Colonies” he
ordered,

The Commissioner's metal and plastic
bady pushed through,the door, nto the
office, An R Type robot, patient and ef
ficient. “You wished to——" It broke off,
secing a human, For a second its pale eye-
lens flickered doubtfully, A faint sheen
of distaste spread across its features. “You
wished to see me?”

Crow had scen that expression before.
Endless times. He was used to it—almost.
The surprise, and then the lofty withdsawal,
the cold, :hpped formality. He was " Mister
Crow.” . The law made them ad-
drenbim 52 2 equal, It hurt some of
them more than others. Some showed it
without restraint. This one held its feclings
back a trifl; Crow was it offiial supefior.

‘Yes, I wished to see you,” Crow said
“I want your report, Why hasn't
it come in?

‘The robot stalled, still lofty and with-
drawn, "Such a report takes time. We'te
doing the best we can.”

“I'want it within two weeks, No later.”

The robot struggled with itself, life-lo
s et et of

codes, “Al sight, . The
report will b vy in e e
mbved gt of the afle The door formed
behind it.

Crow let his breath out with a_ rush.
Doing the best they could? Hardly, Not to
pleasc a human being, Even if he was at
Advisory Level, Class Two. They all dragged
their feet, all the way down the line, Little
things e and there

s door melted and a robot wheeled
ickly into the office. 1 52y ther, Crow.

k z mmule’

ourse,” Crow grinned, “Come in
and 4 m Gown, Tm always ghad to tilk to
you.”

‘The robot dumped some papers on Crow's
desk, “Tapes and. soch. Busines trites”
T cjed Crow intently. “You look upset.
Anhing happen

“A report 1 want, Overdue, Somebody
taking its time.”

L7t gaunted, “Same old stfl. By the
vy - W having a mecting tonight

ant to come ot and mike 4 speech?
Showid Tave good turn
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“Meeting?”

Pary mectng. Equaiy.” LSt made 3
quick sign with its right gripper, & sort
of halfazc in the air, The Equilly sign
“We'd be glad to have you, Jim. Wask to

come?
“No. Id like to, but I have things to
do.’

‘The robot moved toward the door.
AL Sght Thanks anyhow.” It lingered
at the fnm “You'd_give us a shot in the
aam, you know, Living proof of our con
tention that n human being is the equal

oot S aforded

“But a human isnt

the equal of a

L7t xpuﬂned indignantly, "What are
you saying? Aren't you the living proof?
Look at your List scores. Perfect, Not a
mistake. Aud in 8 couple of wecks you ‘il
Be Class One. Highest there

Crom shook hi head, “Sorey, A human
isn't the cqual of & robot anymore thin
he's the equal of  stove, O  diesel motor.
O 4 snowplow. There atc 4 I of things
a human can't do. Let’s face

L-87t was baffed.

“I mean it, You're ignoring reality. Hu-
mans and robots are completely differeat.
We humans can sing, ac, weie s
storics, operas, paint, design sets, flower
ardens, uildings, cook dehuous meals,
make love, scratch sonnets on me N
Tobows cunt. B robots can buld elaborate
cities and machines that function perfectly,
work for days without rest, think without
emetional intexuptio, gestalt complex data
without a time Iz

umans excel in some fields, fobots in

others. Humans have highly deveoped emo-
tions and fecings, Esthetic awareness. We're
sensitive to colors and sounds and textures
and soft music mixed with wine. All very
fine things. Worthwhile. But realms totally
begond robots. Robots are purely intellectual,
Which is fine, too. Both realms are fine,
Emotional humas, sensmve to art and
music and drama, Robots who think an
plan and design machinery. But that doesa't
mean we're both the same.

L87t shook its head sadly. “I don't
understand you, Jim, Don't you want to

p your race?

uk—

23

“Of course. But real
ignoring facts and g s illusionary
asscrtion that men and_ robots are inter-
changeable. Identical elements.

A curious look slid mos; l87l5 ee
Lens, “What's your solution, then:

Crow clamped his jaw ngm “Stick
around another few weeks and maybe you'll
see.”

istically, Not by

(ROW headed out of the Terran Security

 Building and along the street, Around

m obots steamed, bight bl of meta
1nd plasic and dn Huid: Except for body
servants, humans never came o this aca.
‘This was the managerial section of the city,
the core, the nucleus, where the planaing
and organization went on, From this area
the life of the city was controlled, Robots
were everywhere. In the surface cats, on
the moving ramp, the bulonics, icring

uildings, streaming out, standing in pale
glnwmg knots here and_there Like Roman

with 2 nod of their mefal heads.
turned their backs, Most robots igaored him
o pled side to'avoid contact. Sometimes
a clump of talking robots would become
sbruply slnt s Crow pushed past. Robot
ses fixed on him, solemn and half
honished. They noticed bis. arm color,
Class Two, Surprise and indignation, And
after e had pased, 3 quic angy bizz of
resentment, Backward glances af him as he
threaded his way toward the human quarter.
A pair of humans stood in front of the
Domestic Control Offices, armed with pran-
ing shears and rakes, Gardeners, weeding
and watering the lawns of the big public
building. They watched CRow pass with
excited are, Ooe waved nervously at him,
feverish and hopeful. A menial human
waving at the only human ever o s
dlassification.

ness crowds shopping at the trans-planct
marts.

Goods from the wealthy colonies of Ve-
aus and Mars and Ganymede filled the open-
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air marts. Robots drifted in swarms, sam-
Plxng 30d pricing and discussing and goss
umans were visible, m

hwxhold servnn(s ' charge of mainte

ocing up on supplics, Crow edged

his iy !hmugh fod beyend the mart, He
was approac ¢ human quarter of the
ciy. e could smell R altead. The feot
‘pungent scent of hum:

« robots, of comse, were odorles, Ta
a world of odorless machines the human
scent stood out in bold relief, The human
quaster was a section of the city once
‘prosperous. Humans had moved in and
copecty valus g dropped. Graduallythe
Fovkes had been abandoned by robets snd
i exclusively lived there. Crow,
in spite of his_position, was obliged to
¢ in the human quarter, His house,
uniform five-room dwelling, identical with
all the others, was located to the rear of
the quarter. One house of many.
He held his hand up to the front door
s the door meled. Crow entered quickly
d the door reformed. He glanced at his
wn(dx Pleaty of nme “An hour before he
s due back atbis
" bned i handn Tt was always 2
thu.llmg ‘moment to come hete, to his per-
sonal quarters, where he
lived as an ordinary unclassified human
being—before he had come across ## and
begun his meteoric ascent into the upper-
class regions.

F .

(CROW passed thongh the amll silet
house, to the work shed in back, He
unlocked the bolted doors and slid them
aside, The shed was hot and dry. He
clicked off the alarm system. Complex
tangles of bells and wires that were really
wanecessary: robots never entered the human
section, and humans seldom stole from each

er.

Locking the doors behind him, Crow
seated himself before a bank of machinery
assembled in the center of the shed. He
snapped on the power and the machinery
bummed into life. Dials and meters swung
into activity, Lights glowed,

Before him, 1 square window of
faded to light pink and shimmered slig 3
The Window, Crow’s pulse throbbed pain-
‘ully. He flicked a key. The Window

clouded and showed a scene, He slid  tape
scannee before the Window aod acthvaled

The scanner clicked as the Window
gnm:ﬂ shape. Forms moved, dim forms
that wavered and hesitated. He steadied the
picture.

Two_robots were standing behind 2
table, They moved qickly, ey, He
slowed them down. The two fobots were

ed the
power of the image and the objects bloated
Toto be m.;mfy the scanning lens and
pusuved on tape.
"he robots we:c somns Lists, Class Onc
Lids Grading and dividing them into
groups. Several hundred packets of ques.
tions and answers. Before the table a fest-
less crowd waited, eager robots waiting to
hear their scores, Crow speeded the image
up. The two robots leaped into activity,
tossing and arranging Lists in a blur of
. Then the master Class One List

‘The List, Crow caught it in the Window,
dropping the velocity to zero, The List was
held, fixed tight like a specimen on a slide.

e tape scanner hummed avay,recording
the questions and answers,

2 felt ng il No sting of conscience
at using 2 Time Window fo sce the re.
Slts of fature Lists, He had been doing it
ten sears, all the way up from the bottom,
from unclassified up to the top List, to
Class One, He had never kidded himsclf.
Without advance sight of the answers he
could never have passed, He would still
be unclassified, at the bottom of the pile,
along with the great undifferentiated mass
of humans,

The Lists were geared to robot minds,
Made up by robots, phased to a fobot
clture. A culture which was alien to hu-
mans, to which humans had to make dif-
ficult’ adjustment, No wonder only robots
pased thei Lists,

wiped the scene from the Window

1nd e the scanner aside. He seat the
Window back into_time, spinning back
through the centuries into the past. He
never tired of sccing the early days, the
days before the Total War wrecked human
society and destroyed all human tradition.
The days when man lived without fobots.
He fodled with the dials, capturing
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‘moment, The Window showed robots build-
ing up their post-war society, swarming ovet
the ruined planet, erecting vast cities and
buildings, clearing away the debris, With
humans as slaves. Second-class servant
citizens,

He saw the Total War, the rain of death
from the sky. The blossoming pale fun-
nels of destruction. He saw man's society
dissolve into radioactive particles, All hu-
man knowledge and culture lost in the
chaos,

And once again, he caught his favorite of
sl scncs, A sceic
, enjoying with acute satisfaction
this umqnc sight. A scene of human beings

o undersurface lab, in the early days
o the war, ing and building the fist
robots, the original A Type robots, four
centuries before.

TED PARKS walked home sowly, bold-
ing his son's gazed down
2t the ground, He said nothing. His eyes
were red and puffy. He was pale with
miser

m sorry, Dad,” he muttered.

Ed's grip tightened. “It's okay, kid. You
did yout bist Dot vory bout it Maybe
next time. Well get started gucucmg
sooner.” He cursed under his breath, “Those
lousy metal tobs, Damn soul-less heaps of
tint”

Tt was evening, The sun was setting, The
v o them limbed the poch scps sionly
and entered the bouse. Grace met them at
the

o luck?” She studied their
T can sce, Same old sto

“Same old story,” Ed said bittely.
didn't have a chance, Hopeless.

From the dining room came a murmur
of sound. Voices, men and women.

“Who's in there?” Ed demanded irrita-
bly, "Do we have (o fate company? For
God's sake, today of all days—'
me on.” Grace pulled him toward
the kitchen. “Some news. Maybe it'll make
you feel better. Come along, Donne. This
wil nteest you, oo

and Donnie entered the kitchen. It

i il of peaple ntyre and his
wife Pat. John Hollister and his wife Joan
and their two_daughters, Pete Klein'and
Rose Klein, Neighbors, Nat Johnson and

Tim Davis and Bubara Staaley. Aa cages
murmur buzsed throogh the reom, Eveey
body wis groaped around the abl, excited
and nesuous, Sandiches and becr bottles
wete piled up in heaps. The men and
women were Jaughing and grmnu\g hap-
pily, eyes bnght with agitation.

“What's up?” Ed grambled, “Why the

Bob Mdnlyte clapped him o the shoul-
der, “How you doing, Ed? We've got
news.” He rattled a public news tape. "Get
ready. Brace yourse

“Go on! Read itt" They all grouped

around Mclntyre, “Let's hear it again!”
Melntyre's face was alive with cmotion.

“Well, Ed. This is it. He made it. He's

“Who? Who made what?”
“Crow. Jim Crow. He made Class One.”

‘The tape spool trembled in MclIntyre's hand.

“He's been named to the Supreme O

Understand? He's in. A human

member of the supreme governing gody

of the planct

d.
asked. “What's he
going to
M:lnryre grinned shakily, "We'll know,
soon. He's got something. We know, We.
can feel it. And we should start secing it
in action—any time, now.”

ROW strode briskly into the Council
Chamber, his pbﬂ(:llo under his arm.
He wore 3 slick new suit, His hair was
ombed. His shoes were shined. “Good
Gy, he said poliely.

" fue robets reghrded him with mixed
feclings. They weseold, oves a century od.
The powerful N Type that had dominated
the socal scee since s conseuction. And

incredibly ancicat D Type, almost three
Centoris old, As Crow Avinced towssd
bis st the five robots stepped away, leav-
ing & wide pat
You." ane of the N “Types said. “You
arethe new Counal member?”
s right.” Crow took his seat, "Care
to exzmln: y credentials?”

ol “assed over the cad plate given
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him by the Lists Committee, The five robots
studied it intently. Finally they passed it

"It appears to be in order,” the D ad-
Fhudantly.
Of course.” Crow uaippered kis port
folio. “T wish to begin work at once. There’s
quite a lot of material to cover. I have some
xeﬁm and tapes youll find worth your
while.”

‘The robots took their places slowly, eyes

il on Jim Ceow. “Thi s incredbley the

e you sesous? Can you relly
exm o st with u

Of course,” o snapped., “Let's fore-
o this and get down to business.”

One of the N Types leaned toward him,
massive and contemptuous, its patina-en-
crusted hull glinting dully. “Mr. Crow,” it
said icily, “You must understand this is
utterly impossible. In spite of the legal
ruling and your technical right to sit on

Crow smiled calmly back, "I suggest you
check my List scoring, You'll discover I've
made no errors in all twenty Lists. A per-
fect score. To my knowledge, none of you
has achieved a perfect score. Therefore, ac:
cording to the Governmental ruling con-
tained in the official Lists Committee decree,
I'm your superior.

The word fell like a bomb shell. The
five robots slumped down in their seats,
stricken, Their eye lenses flickered uneasily.
A worried hum ose in pitch, filling the

amber.

“Let's see,” an N murmured, extending
its gripper. Crow tossed his List sheets
over and the five robots cach scanned them
12

Pltstme, “the D stated, “Incredible. No

robot has ever achieved a perfect score.
This human outranks us, according to our
own laws.”

"Now,”

Crow said, “Let's_get down to
He spread out his tapes and
“I won't waste any time. 1 have
2 proposal to make. An important proposal
bearing on the mos criical problem of this

society.”
“What problem is that?” an X asked ap-

“The problem of hu-
‘mans, Humans occupying an inferior posi-

tion in a robot world. Menials in an alica
culture, Servants of robots.”
ilence,

VHE five robots sat frozen. It had hap-
ened. The thing they had feared. Crow
sat back i his chair, lighting a cigarette.
The robots watched ach motion, his hands,
the cigarette, the smoke, the maich s he
ground it out underfoot, The moment had
come.
do you propose?” the D asked at
ast, S dignity. “What s this
proposal of yours?”

T propose you robots evacuate Farth at
once. Pack up and leave, Emigrate to the
colonies. Ganymede, Mars, Venus. Leave
Earth to us humans.”

"The robots got instantly up. “Incredible!
We built this world, This is our world!
Earth belongs to us. It has always belonged

0 us.

“Has it?” Crow said grimly

An uneasy chill moved. through the
robots. They hesitated, strangely alamed.
“Of course,” the D murmures

Crow reached toward his heap of tapes
and reports. The robots watched his move-
ment with fear. “What is that?” an N
demanded nervously. “What do you have
there?”

" Crow
‘What kind of tapes?”

y s Coow signilled and 4
gray-clad human servant hurried it
Eamber with 2 tape sanner Thanks.
Crow said. The human started out, "Wait.

You might like to stay and watch this, my
riend.

The servant's eyes bulged. He found a
place in the back and stood trembling and
watching.

Highly irregular,” the D protested.

What are you doing? What is this?”

Watch.” Crow snapped on the scanner,
feeding he fst tape ino i To the ai, i3

the center ‘ouncil table, a_three-
dimensi nml image formed. “Keep your
eyes on this, You'll remember this moment

fora lang time.

The image hasdencd, They wete look-
ing into the Time Window. A scene from
the Total War was in motion. Men, human
technicians, working frantically in an under-
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snrface lsh. Assembling something. As-
sembl;

The servant squawked wildly.
“An A I¥s a Type A robot! They're mak-

’u\gr‘n.

he five Coancil robots buzzed in con-
sternation, “Get that servaat out of here!’
the D ordered.

The scenc changed, It showed the first
robats, the original Type A, rising to the
surfacé to fght the war, P other early robots
appeared, ugh the ruins and
e proaching warlly. ‘Lhe robots cashed,
Bufsts of white light. Gleaming clouds
of pasticles.
“Robots were originally designed as
soldiers,” Crow explained. “Then more ad-
pes were produced to act
ans aad lab workers and machinists.
The scene showed an underurfce foc
tory. Rows of robots w ses and
simpers, The robots worked By, -
ﬁucmly—supervucd by human foremen,
hese tapes are fakel” an N cried
.\ngﬂly Do you expect s o beleve this?”
ew scene formed. Robots, more ad-
vanced, types more complex and elaborate,
Taking over more and more economic and
industrial functions as humans were de-
stroyed by
“At first_robots were simple,”

essed, more
“were crted. Finally, hlxmlu
were making Types D and E. Equal
I 2 conceptual faculties, -
perior to humaxs.

“This is insanel” an N stated, “Robots
evolved, The early types were simple be-
cuse they wee origal sages, primitive
forms that gave rise to more complex
forms. The laws of evolution fully explain
this process.”

new scene formed. The last stages of

the War. Robots fighting men. Robots

eventually winning. The complete chaos of

the latter ycars. Endless wastes of rolling

ash and radioactive partcles. Miles of ruin,

cultural records were destroyed,”

Crow said, “Robots emerged masters with-

out knowing how or why, or in what man-

e they came ino being. But tow you see
the facts. Robots were created as “hum

{tools, Diting the wa they got out o hand."

He s scanner, The
image faded, vt s o i sannd
silence.

Crow folded his arms. “Well? What do
you say?” He jerked his thumb at the hu-
man servant crouching in the rea of the

cr, dazed and astonished. “Now you
koow asd now e knows, What do you
umgmz he's thinking? I can tell you. He's

think

“How get these tapes?” the D
demaned. They F't be gonuine. They
must be fkes.

Why by our
u:htologtsls’ an N shouled xhnlly
1 took " Crow said.

oS s o do you mean?”
“Through a Time Window.” Crow
tosed» thck pacage onto the table. “Here
the schematics, You can build a Time
\V/mdow v yoursel i you wat”
machine.” The D up
the packige and leafed through the con-
“You s into the past” Dawning
Talvation showed on I ancieat (a5

“He saw ahead!” an N searched wildly.
“Into the future! That explains his ,x:m
Lists, He scanned them in advance.”

Crow rattled his pay

“S0?” an N said nervously.
handle humans, 1 there’s 4a uPnsmg well
put it down.”

“Will you?" Crow_got suddealy to his
fot bis fce bacd, “Consider, Gl wae

g over the whole planet. Men on one
e centusis of pestup hateed, On the
other side robots suddenly deprived of their
myth, Knowing they were ori muy me-
chanical tools. Are_you sure you'll come
ok n top thi time? Are ou positive?”
ts were silent,

“If youll evacuate Eacth Tl sppres
the tapes. The two races can go on, each
it s own cultute and socity. H
here on Earth. Robots on the colonies.
Neiher one mastr, Neither one slave.”

ve tobots hesitated, anerv and
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ftfl, “Bat we worked, centutis to
build up this planet! It won't make sensc.
o leming, What'l we say? What' we

give as our reason?”

Crow smiled harshly, “You can say Earth
't adequate for the great original master
race.

Thete was silence. ‘The four Type N
tobots looked at cach other nervously, draw-
ing together in a whispered huddle. The
misire D st slnt, i achac bous g
lens fixed intently on Crow, a bafled, de-
feated expression on its face.

Calmly, Jim Crow waited.

“UCAN 1 ke gous hand?” Lae shel
“T'll be going soon. I'm
one of the firt loads.”
Coow sack ot bis handbricfy snd Lae
shook, a little
T hope it works ovt ot ventred,
“Vid us from time to time. Keep us

Outside the Council Buildings the blar-
ing voices of the strect speakers were be-
Kﬁnmg to dxst\ub the late afternoon gloom.

d d

and down the city the speakers
mre‘?wl their message, e i

i, scurrying home from work, paused
to listen, In the uniform houses in’the hu-
ster men and women glanced uj
pausing in their routine of living, curious
and attentive, Everywhere, in all the cities
of Earth, robots and human beings ceased
thei stivtie od ooked up s the Govern-
s roared into life.
ok is to announce that the Supreme
Gouacil has dcied the rich colony plancts
Venus, Mars, and Ganymede, are to be set
sside :xdunvely for the use of robots. N
permitted outside of Earth.
s o e Fdvantage of the superior
sesources and living conditions of these
colonies, all robots now on Earth are to be
transferred to the colony of their choice.
“The Supreme Council has decided that

Earth s no fit place for robots, Its wasted
and still partly-devastated condition fenders
it unworthy of the robot race. All robots
ate to be coaveyed to theic new homes in
the colonies 25 quickly as sdequate trans-
portation can be arran
“In no case can humans enter the colony
areas. The colonics are exclusively for the
use of robots. The human population will
be permitted to remain on Earth.
is is to announce that the Supreme
Councl has decreed that the rich colony
planets of Venus—"
ow moved away from the window,
satisfied.
He retuned to his desk and con-
tinued assembling pay
neat piles, glanciog. ar them bn‘e?o.. be
clagsined them and 1aid then s

ngl.\t
checking the heaps of top-level
marking them with b witing stk
ing rapidly, with absorbed attention, deep
in his work. He scatel ot mma mc robot
lingering t the door

some idea of the gov:mmm il s
wp?”

Crow glanced up imputiaty. “What?"

“Your form of government, How will
your society be ruled, now that you've
mancuvered us off Earth? What sort of
government will take place of our Supreme
Council and Congress?”

Crow didn't answer. He had already re-
turned to his work. There was a strange
granite cast to his face, a peculiar hard-
ness L-87t had never scen. .

“Who'll run things?” L-87t asked.
“Who'll be the Government now that we're
gone? You said yourself humans show no
ability to manage 3 complex modein sciy.

an you find 2 human capable of keeping
oot vy arning? 15 there s e being
pable of leading mankind?”

Crow smiled thinly. And continued work-
ing.
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