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This is the way the story ended: James Kelvin
concentrated very hard on the thought of the chemist with the
red moustache who had promised him a million dollars. It was
simply a matter of tuning in on the man’s brain, establishing a
rapport. He had done it before. Now it was more important
than ever that he do it this one last time. He pressed the button
on the gadget the robot had given him, and thought hard.

Far off, across limitless distances, he found the rapport.

He clamped on the mental tight beam.

He rode it...

The red-moustached man looked up, gaped, and grinned
delightedly.

“So there you are!” he said. “I didn’t hear you come in.
Good grief, I’ve been trying to find you for two weeks.”

“Tell me one thing quickly,” Kelvin said. “What’s your
name?”

“George Bailey. Incidentally, what’s yours?”

But Kelvin didn’t answer. He had suddenly remembered
the other thing the robot had told him about that gadget which
established rapport when he pressed the button. He pressed
it now—and nothing happened. The gadget had gone dead.
Its task was finished, which obviously meant he had at last
achieved health, fame and fortune. The robot had warned
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BOT Tak uctopus 3aBepurmiach. Jlxkeiimc KenbBun
MaKCHUMaJIbHO COCPEAOTOYMII MBICIIb Ha PBIKEYCOM XHMHKE,
MOCYJIUBIIEM €My MWUIMOH. [[JIl KOHTaKTa Hy’>KHO JIMIIb Ha-
CTPOWTHCS Ha JJTMHY BOJHBI €ro Mo3ra. KexbpBHH 3T0 yke mpo-
nenbiBas. Ho Tenepb mombITKa BaXKHA, KaK HUKOIZA, OTOMY
4TO OHA mocnenHss. JpkeiiMc Haxaa KHOIKY Ha IOJy4eHHOM
oT pobota pudope u mpeAeIbHO coOpaCs.

Jlanexo, MOXeET, IO Ty CTOPOHY OECKOHEYHOCTH, yIaIoCh
3anenuth BoiaHy! OceanaB MydoK MBICICHHOTO H3ITy4eHUs,
OH CTaJI 110 HEMY IepeMeIIaThCsl. . .

PbpKeychlil OAHSIT TOJIOBY, Pa3UHYJ POT M CBEPKHYI pa-
JOCTHOH YIIBIOKOH.

— Haxkonen! — Bockinknyn oH. — He ycibimnan, kak Bbl
Bouwtu. Ho xyna Bl nponanu? Eii-eil, monMecsiia Bac HILLy.

— Cxauana ckaxxu, — BbIIOXHY! KenbBuH, — Kak TeOst
30ByT?

— Jlxopmx boitnu. Keraru, a Bac?

KenbBun He orBeTnia. OH BAPYr BCIOMHUJ, YTO TOBO-
puI1 poOOT, KOra Bpyyas 3Ty 0e3/1eIyLIKy, C TOMOIIbIO KO-
TOPOM M yCTaHABIMBAJICA KOHTAKT, Koraa JxenMc maBui
Ha KHOnKy. OH CHOBa Ha)kaJl Ha KHOIKY, U... HUYETo He
Mpou30ILI0. ManuHKa cBOE OTKPYTHIIA. 3HAYUT, 1IEJIb J0-
crurnyTa! 310poBre, ciaBa, GorarctBo. M poOoT, KOHETHO,

5



him, of course. The thing was set to do one specialized job.
Once he got what he wanted, it would work no more.

So Kelvin got the million dollars.

And he lived happily ever after...

This is the middle of the story:

As he pushed aside the canvas curtain something—a
carelessly hung rope—swung down at his face, knocking the
horn-rimmed glasses askew. Simultaneously a vivid bluish
light blazed into his unprotected eyes. He felt a curious, sharp
sense of disorientation, a shifting motion that was almost
instantly gone.

Things steadied before him. He let the curtain fall back
into place, making legible again the painted inscription:
HOROSCOPES—LEARN YOUR FUTURE — and he stood
staring at the remarkable horomancer.

It was a—oh, impossible!

The robot said in a flat, precise voice, “You are James
Kelvin. You are a reporter. You are thirty years old,
unmarried, and you came to Los Angeles from Chicago today
on the advice of your physician. Is that correct?”

In his astonishment Kelvin called on the Deity. Then
he settled his glasses more firmly and tried to remember an
expos¢ of charlatans he had once written. There was some
obvious way they worked things like this, miraculous as it
sounded.

The robot looked at him impassively out of its faceted eye.

“On reading your mind,” it continued in the pedantic
voice, “I find this is the year nineteen forty nine. My plans
will have to be revised. I had meant to arrive in the year
nineteen seventy. I will ask you to assist me.”
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npeaynpexaain: mpudop BBITOIHAET 0COOYI0 MpOrpammy.
[To BRITOTHEHUH, OH OTKJIFOUUTCS.

Wraxk, KenbBuH cTan MUTITHOHEPOM.

W npoxuit )KU3HB CHACTIAMBO U OE3MATEXKHO. . .

A BOT cepeIiHa HCTOPHH.

OH OTKHMHYJ XOJIIOBYIO 3aHABECKY, W YTO-TO, Ka)XeTcs,
HEeOpEe)KHO MpPUBSI3aHHAsA BEPEBKA, CKOJIB3HYB MO JIMIY, COMIIO
HA0OK ero poroBble O4KH. TYT ke roiyOoBaTbIi JIyd SIPKOTO
CBeTa yJapui B He3alMIIEHHbIE 1a3a. OH UCIbITAT HEOObIY-
HO€ ¥ CHJIbHOE YYBCTBO JIC30PHEHTAINN W TOJOBOKPYKEHHUS,
KOTOpOE, BIIPOYEM, Cpa3y MPOILLIO.

Bcé Bokpyr ypaBHOBecusock. OH OTHYCTHJ 3aHaBecC-
Ky, Ha KoTOpoit MoxkHO OblT0 mpouects: [OPOCKOIIbI —
Y3HAWTE CBOE BYJIVIIEE — u, BBIIPSAMUBIINCE, YBH-
JIel1 iepesi co00i HeOOBIYHOTO TOPOMAHTA.

Bor Tak uyno-tono!

Pe3kum romocom pobor mpomsuéc: «Ber — JIxeiimc
KensBun. Pemoptép. Tpuanars ner. Xomocter. M3 Ywmka-
ro. B Jloc-Anmxenec mpuexaau CerogHs o COBETY Bpada.
Bepno?»

Ot u3ymnenust KenbBuH ueprbixHyincs. M, cmernaBmuncs,
CTaJl TIONPABJIATh OYKM, HO TYT BCHOMHHJI CBOIO e pa3o0ia-
YUTENbHYI0 CTaThi0 O MIapjaTaHaX, B KOTOPOM >KMBOIHCAI
HEKOTOpBIE JIeJIaHHbIE TPIOKHU, BPOZE 3TOr0, MOHAYAIy Kaxy-
IIMECs CBEPXbECTECTBEHHBIMU.

A poOOT IsUIHIICS CBOMM (DaCeTOYHBIM IIIa30M.

— Yuras BamM MBICIH, 51 BBISCHWI, YTO TIOMajl B
1949 ron. Tenepr npuuETCs KOPPEKTUPOBATh IUIAHBL, I0-
TOMY YTO MHE HYXXHO B JAEBATHCOT ceMupecsTslid. IIporry
TIOMOYb.



Kelvin put his hands in his pockets and grinned.

“With money, naturally,” he said. “You had me going
for a minute. How do you do it, anyhow? Mirrors? Or like
Maelzel’s chess player?” *

“I am not a machine operated by a dwarf, nor am I an optical
illusion,” the robot assured him. “I am an artificially created
living organism, originating at a period far in your future.”

“And I’'m not the sucker you take me for,” Kelvin remarked
pleasantly. “I came in here to—*

“You lost your baggage checks,” the robot said. “While
wondering what to do about it, you had a few drinks and took
the Wilshire bus at exactly—exactly eight thirty-five post
meridian.”

“Lay off the mind-reading,” Kelvin said. “And don’t tell
me you’ve been running this joint very long with a line like
that. The cops would be after you. /f you’re a real robot, ha,
ha.”

“I have been running this joint,” the robot said, “for
approximately five minutes. My predecessor is unconscious
behind that chest in the corner. Your arrival here was sheer
coincidence.” It paused very briefly, and Kelvin had the
curious impression that it was watching to see if the story so
far had gone over well.

The impression was curious because Kelvin had no feeling
at all that there was a man in the large, jointed figure before
him. If such a thing as a robot were possible, he would

* So called Maelzel’s “chess machine” with player hidden in.
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KenbBUH CyHYI pyKH B KAPMaHbl 1 yXMbBUIbHYJICS.

— JleHbramu, KOHEUHO. B Kakoi-To MOMEHT s TeOe MOoUTH
noBepui1. Ho kak ato nenaercs? Besikue 3epkana? — OH ONISHY-
71cs1. — Vi 9T0-To BPOJE MIAXMATHOTo aBroMara Membuers? ~

— 51 He onTHYecKHii OOMaH W HE MallWHA, yrpaBlisie-
Mas THOMOM, a MCKYCCTBEHHO CO3/IaHHBIH J>KHBOH opra-
HHU3M M3 Ballero JaJEKoro Oymymiero.

— A 51 He MOJIOKOCOC, 332 KOTOPOT'O Thl MEHsI IePKHUIIb, —
exuano BcraBwi KensBuH. — UM 3ackoumit crofa mpocTo. ..

— Bbl morepsuin GarakHyr KBHUTAHIMIO, — TEpeOuI
po6ot. — PazgymbiBasi Kak ObITh, HEMHOTO BBIITWIIU, & IOTOM
ceny Ha Bunbiimpckuii aBTo0yc... pOBHO B BOCEMb TPHUILATH
Beuepa.

— JlagHo, KOHuUal ceaHc Tenenarhu, — obopsan Keib-
BUH. — U He Hamo pacckas3bIBaTh, Kak JaBHO W YECTHO THI
3[eCh TPyAUIIbCs. B momuuuu pa3depyTcsi, 4To ThI 32 poOOT,
xa-xa!

— 51 3nech TpyKyCh, — HPOJOIDKHUIIO YCTPOHCTBO, —
MHUHYT IITh Bcero. Mol npe/IiecTBEeHHUK JIeKHUT 0e3 Co3Ha-
HUS B YITIy 3a TeM SIIUKOM. A Ballle 3/1eCh MOSIBICHHE — YH-
ctasg ciy4aiiHocTe. — OH 3amonuan, u Jlxkelmcy riae-to
MOKA3aJI0Ch, YTO JKEJIe3Ka CIEIUT, HACKOJIBKO CpadaThiBatOT
e€ clloBa.

Brniewatnenue crpaHHoe, MO0 HUYYTh HE OIIYIIAIOCH,
YTO B 3TOM OO0JBIIOM HIKa(y Ha MIapHUpaX KTO-TO cuauT. Ho
ecsiu ObI MBICIIAIINI POOOT MOT CyIIeCTBOBaTh, TO KeslbBHH C

* Tak Ha3pIBaGMBIl «IIaXMaTHbIH aBTOMaTy MeJbLels ¢ UTPOKOM
BHYTpH.
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