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SUI GENERIS: A TESTIMONY

by WILLIAM GIBSON

Genuinely sui generis novelists operate at an inherent disadvantage, and all the more so in any
so-called genre.

Genre is that dubious bargain whereby the reader is offered (for our present purposes) a novel,
a form whose very name promises a new experience, but offes, in genre, the implicit and
crucial promise of the repetition of previous pleasures.

Rudy Rucker has never trafficked in that repetition, and while he unabashedly loves the genre
in which he tends to be marketed, he transcends it, or perhaps engulfs it,in his singularity.

Youol | see this said about all too many sci
|l argely spurious, in my view) importance to
one splendidly odd duck, balanced between pure mathematics on the one hand and
spontaneous bop prosody on the other, while uncounted further hands (or paws, in some
cases) flicker in from their individual Hilbert spaces, bearing cups, wands, alien sex toys,
artifacts out of Roadrunner cartoons, terrible jokes, gleefully fell dooms, and lubricating dabs

of mentholated ichor .

Scarily bright, andacard-car ryi ng Holy Fool whods managed
really wrong ones, he used to frighten me

Il n part, no doubobnl pebagber hemédsheéemati ci an |

myself virtually an innumerate. | knew from the very start of our acquaintance (from before,
actually, as | read him before | met him) that he habitually, effortlessly, visited realms | was
literally in capable of envisioning, let alone visiting. He also frightened me because, though
generally convivial, he seemed to me to teeter atop an angelic pinhead of purest Random,

enc
t he

t o
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causing me the constant apprehension that he might at any second do or say literallyanything
at all. As | was secretly attempting to negotiate my own life and literary career with the
emergency brake on, this made me complexly uneasy. He seemed starrgyed with the sheer
joy of forgetting the brakes entirely .

| found him unsettling in ano ther way as well, though that was not so much about him as about
something we had in common. Being at least a decade older than the rest of our cyberpunk
cohort, we were both veterans of (ahem) Athe Si
somewhere very strange and new indeed, but that that tide had somehow receded, leaving us in

some new but actually markedly unstrange iteration of a world we had once expected to change

utterly. Whenever | ran into Rudy, over the first decade or so of my career, | worried that we

were both actually too old for this. -wBbble,atdhen |

in some paradoxical way be comforted thereby. (
Al thought we were jaded rou®s! 0)

**k%

Before lread or met Rudy, |l 6d |ived for several S eas

who at some point went up to New York to see a great retrospective show of the Surrealists,
kindly and hugely formatively bringingrdmoé t he
Surrealism, but had never really put together what it was. That catalog became a sort of Rosetta

Stone for me, a way of decoding and assembling a great many very diverse things that | had
encountered in art and literature, things | had known were sim ilar, in some way, but without

really understanding how .

The capitalk-s Surreal i sm, SurrealismE, was splendid s
lower-case impulse in virtually everything that had ever attracted me in the popular arts. | saw
itinMad Magazine (and particularly in i1ts 1 mitat
cheesy Famous Monsters Of Filmland, i n Rod Ser|l
| saw it, of course, in the prose science fiction | had grown up with: a folk surrealism, a street
surreal i sm, ent i r eipgpal éExcommmuniocationsBandeother tedicus hi-jaxi k

was, | saw, to certain forms of popular art, and most particularly to the flavors of science fiction

that had worked best for me, the equivalent of the ethanol molecules in an alcoholic beverage.

So | filed that one away, and went about my business, such as it was

Later, encountering first the fiction and then its author, | took it instantly for granted that in
Rudy Rucker | found an exemplar of that very thing, a natural -born American street surrealist,
bordering at times on a practitioner of Art Brute .
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Rudyos fiction has a much higher percentage of
or otherwise. It has, as moonshiners say when trey swirl whiskey in a glass, in order to closely
observe how it settles back down the sides of
bit too strong, in that regard, for some readers, but even the hard stuff, let me assure you, is an
enjoyably acquired taste.

And l 6m no | onger afraid of Rudy. Webr e bot h
authentically geezeroid frequencies. And | no longer feel that the world outside the window

i sndot as freaky as the onesis.Withbgldon.mpsed back 1in
Now go and read Rudy Rucker, in the 21st centur

0 17 December 2008, Vancouver
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CHAPTER ONE

Cobb Anderson would have held out |l onger, but
twenty of them, fifty, rolling in the little gray waves, wicketting up out of the water. It was good
to see them. Cobb took it for a sign and went out for his evening sherry an hour early

The screen door slapped shut behind him and he stood uncertainly for a moment, dazed by the
late afternoon sun. Annie Cushing watched him from her window in the cottage next door.
Beatles music drifted out past her.

AYou forgot your hat , 0 s h elookind \mars batlrel -chésted anch s s t

bearded | i ke Santa Cl aus. She woul dnot have min
ALook at the dol phins, Anni e. I dondt need a h
and | donot need a wife.o0o He started toward t he
white shells.

Annie went back to brushing her hair. She wore it white and long, and she kept it thick with
hormone spray. She was sixty and not too brittle to hug. She wondered idly if Cobb would take
her to the Golden Prom next Friday.

The | ong | ast chord of ADay i n the Liwhidhdonch ung
she had just heardd after fifty years her responses to the music were all but extinguished but

she walked across the room to turn the stack of records over.If only something would happen ,

she thought for the thousandth time. | get so tired of being me.

At the Superette, Cobb selected a chilled quart of cheap sherry and a damp paper bag of boiled
peanuts. And he wanted something to look at

The Superette magazine selection was nothing compared to what you could get over in Cocoa.
Cobb settled finally for a love-ad newspaper calledKiss and Tell. It was always good and weird

. .. most of the advertisers were seventyyear-old hippies like himself. He folded the first -page
picture under so that only the headline showed. PLEASE PHEEZE ME

Funny how long you can laugh at the same jokes, Cobb thought, waiting to pay. Sex seemed
odder all the time. He noticed the man in front of him, wearing a light -blue hat blocked from
plastic mesh.
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If Cobb concentrated on the hat he saw an irregular blue cylinder. But if he let himself look
through the holes in the mesh he could see the meek curve of the bald head underneath. Skinny
neck and a light-bulb head, clawing in his change. A friend.

AHey, &arker.
Farker finished rounding up his nickels, then turned his body a round. He spotted the bottle.

Happy Hour came early today. o A note .of remons

2

Ailtdéds Friday. Pheeze me tight. o Cobb handed Far

ifSeven-faivehtoy t he cashier said to Cobdéd Shdhada whi 1
deep tan. Her flesh had a pleasingly used and oily look to it

Cobb was surprised. Hedd already counted money
began sliding around in his head.

il meant my box number , 0s tdife Icears hhikisgahdsTali Idn Bthheed
smiled coyly and took Cobbés money. She was pi1
studio for the picture .

Farker handed the paper back to Cobb outside.
marrie d man, God help meo

AiYou want oa peanut ?

AThanks. 0 Farker extracted Thereswagm waydhib spotted afidr o m |
trembling old hands could have peeled the nut, so he popped it whole into his mouth. After a
minute he spit the hull ou t.

They walked towards the beach, eating pasty peanuts. They wore no shirts, only shorts and
sandals. The afternoon sun beat pleasantly on their backs. A silent Mr. Frostee truck cruised
past.

Cobb cracked the screwtop on his dark-brown bottle and took a tentative first sip. He wished
he could remember the box number the cashier h:
for him anymor e. It was hard to believe hedd e
back to his first rmedbtobdog...and how theydod | ea
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AFood dropbdbs | ate again, o0 Farker was saying.
Daytona. Theyodre called the Little Kidders. o H
just standing there with empty colorless eyes, a yellow st of sherry on the dense white hair

around his lips.

AFood drop, 0 Cobb said, s udd e n-enyering a convergatiom k@ c k . I
confidently booming out the | ast phrase ovhi ch h
ABut beesaursome of the new food when it comes,
Il 611 tell Anmie to remind you.

AWhy is everybody so interested in staying al.

and die in peace. She canwhywai t. f.or Cmoé btbs kiod |
the matter was that he was terrified of death. He took a quick, medicinal slug of sherry.

Ailf you were peaceful, you wouldndét drink so mt
an unresolved corflict.0

fiNo kidding, 6 Cobb said heavily. I n the gol den war mt
effect. fiHereds an unresolved conflict for you.
on his furry chest. Al don 6 t-haddear. Inta lear omvoorthesy f or
cheapiebs goingoto poop out on me.

Far ker gr i hkiseygoardwo yearSm ?

Cobb ran his finger back up the scar, as i f zip
a taste of it. Irted si st.hoe Hweo rsshtu dtdheirnegd tahte t he dar
clouds . . . and fell silent.

Farker glanced at his watch. Time to get going or Cynthia would . ..

nYou know what Ji mi Hendr i x sai d?0o0 Cobb askei
resonanceba&k i nto his voice. AWhen 1itbés my time to
|l ong as I 6m alive,oyou |l et me |ive my way.

Farker shook his head. nFace it, Cobb, i f you
raised his hand to cut off hisfr i endds repl y. ABut | 6ve got to ge

i Bye.
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Cobb walked to the end of the asphalt and over a low dune to the edge of the beach. No one was
there today, and he sat down under his favorite palm tree.

The breeze had picked up a little. Warmedby t he sand, it | apped at Ci
white whiskers. The dolphins were gone.

He sipped sparingly at his sherry and let the memories play. There were only two thoughts to
be avoided: death and his abandoned wife Verena. The sherry kept them away.

The sun was going down behind him when he saw the stranger. Barrelchest, erect posture,
strong arms and legs covered with curly hair, a round white beard. Like Santa Claus, or like
Ernest Hemingway the year he shot himself.

AHel | o, Cobb, ldewbrh fungoygles arsd dookdd amused. His shorts and sportshirt
glittered .

ACare for a drink?0¢ emitybotieeHe twondeeed wha,tif artydne, heh a | f
was talking to.

ANo thanks, o0 the stranger said, rmeiotting down. 0
Cobb stared at the man. Something about him . ..

AYoubre wondering who | am, o0 tohe stranger said,
AYou avho?

AYou me. 0 The stranger used Cobbédés own tight I
your body.0

The face seemedright and there was even the scar from the heart transplant. The only
difference between them was how alert and healthy the copy looked. Call him Cobb Anderson.
Cobb,di dndot drink. Cobb envied him. He hadndét ha

operation and left his wife .
AHow did y®ou get here?

The robot waved a hand palm up. Cobb | i ked the
canodt tell you,0 the machine saido AYou know ho
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Cobb chuckled his agreement. He shouldknow. At first the public had been delighted that
Cobb 6 s -robobsohad evolved into intelligent boppers. That had been before Ralph
Numbers had led the 2001 revolt. After the revolt, Cobb had been tried for treason. He focused
back on the present

nl fudyroe a bopper, then how can you be . . : he
taking in the hot sand and the setting sun. it
supercooled circuits. Do you have a refrigeration unit hidden in your stomach?0

A

Anderson, made another familiar hand-gest ur e. Al 6m not going to

youol | find out . Just take this . . . 0 The ro
bil | s. -fieehnare.eywant you to get the flight to Disky tomorrow. Ralph Numbers will
be your contact up there. He ol | meed you at the

Cobbbés heart |l eapt at the thought of seeing Ra
model, the one who had set all the others free. Bu . ..

il candt get a visa,o Cob said. AYou know that.

ALetworry about that, o the robot said urgently.
formalities. Wedre wor kiamgl am iftorr iygphut wha w.e Anod
be the wiser.0

The intensity of his doubleds tone made Cobb s
|l ook shrewd. AWhat 6s the point of all t hi s? Wh
place? And why do the boppers want me there®

Anderson,gl anced around the empty beach and | eaned
Dr. Anderson. After all youodid for wus, i1itds th

Immortal! The word was like a window flung open. With death s o close nothing had mattered.
But if there was a way out . ..

AfHow?0 Cobb demanded. I n his excitement he ros
make me young again, tood

AnTake it easy, 0 the robot excitedl Justdrliss us. With aur n g .
supplies of tank-gr own or gans we can rebuild you from th
interferon as you need.o
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The machine stared into Cobbds eyes, | ooking |
hadnoét got t e n righthTae little ring of Hue was tod fat and even. The eyes were,
after all, just plastic, unreadable plastic.

The double pressed the money into Cobbos han
tomorrow. Wedl |l arr an g e-Hiftoohelpyou at theuspageparia n cal | e d

Music was playing, wheedling closer. A Mr. Frostee truck, the same one Cobb had seen before.
It was white, with a big freezer-box in back. There was a smiling giant plastic ice-cream cone
mounted on top of t bpage hnaalpat onGhe sHodder acddratted up the
beach

When he reached the truck, the robot looked back and flashed a smile. Yellow teeth in the
white beard. For the first time in years, Cobb loved himself, the erect strut, the frightened eyes.
ifGotyk, 0O he shouted, wavingdothe money. #fAANnd t han

Cobb Anderson, jumped into the soft -ice-cream truck next to the driver, a fat short -haired man

with no shirt. And then the Mr. Frostee truck drove off, its music silenced again. It was dusk
now. Thesoundofthe truckdos motor faded into.the oceanod

But it had to be! Cobb was holding twenty-five thousand-dollar bills. He counted them twice to
make sure. And then he scrawled the figure $25000 in the sand and looked at it. That was a lot

As the darkness fell he finished the sherry and, on a sudden impulse, put the money in the
bottle and buried it next to his tree in a meter of sand. The excitement was wearing off now,
and fear was setting in. Could the boppers really give him immortalit y with surgery and
interferon ?

It seemed unlikely. A trick. But why would the boppers lie to him? Surely they remembered all
the good things hedd done for them. Maybe they
knows he could use it. And it would be grea to see Ralph Numbers again

Walking home along the beach, Cobb stopped several times, tempted to go back and dig up that
bottle to see if the money was really there. The moon was up, and he could see the little sand
colored crabs moving out of their holes. They could shred those bills right up, he thought,
stopping again.

Hunger growled in his stomach. And he wanted more sherry. He walked a little further down
the silvery beach, the sand squeaking under his heavy heels. It was bright as day, only all bldc
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and-white. The full moon had risen over the land to his right. Full moon means high tide, he
fretted.

He decided that as soon as hedéd had a bite to
higher ground.

Coming up on his moon-silvered cottage fromt he beach he spotted An
sticking past the corner of her cottage. She was sitting on her front steps, waiting to snag him

in the driveway. He angled to the right and came up on his house from behind, staying out of

her line of vision.
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CHA PTER TWO

| nsi de Cobb o6 s-blogk cottage,cStan Maooeely &enior shfted uncomfortably in a
sagging easy chair. He wondered if that fat white-haired woman next door had warned the old
man off. Night had fallen while he sat here.

Without turning the | ight on, Mooney went into the kitchen nook and rummaged for something

to eat. There was a nice piece of tuna steak shrinkvr apped i n thick plastic
t hat . Al | the pheezer sbd madddr long slelf-lifet he Gimmie ed w
scientists said it was harmless, but somehow no one but the pheezers ate the stuff . They had

to. It was all they got.

Mooney leaned down to see if there might be a soda under the counter. His head hit a sharp
edge and yellow |ighsspbdoMmedey id®bttedadk ptun
cottagebds si ngWwighad stippad backHrons thetblw. d

He returned to the lumpy armchair, moaning and readjusting his rubber dome. He hated

coming off base and looking around pheezer territory. Buthe6d seen Anderson b
freight hangar at the spaceport last night. There were two crates emptied out, two crates of
bopper-grown kidneys. That was big money. On the black market down here in pheezeland

you could sell kidneys faster than hot-dogs.

Too many old people. It was the same population bulge that had brought the baby boom of the
forties and fifties, the youth revolution of the sixties and seventies, the massive unemployment

of the eighties and nineties. Now the inexorable peristalsis of time had delivered this bolus of

humanity into the twenty -first century as the greatest load of old people any society had ever
faced.

None of them had any money . . . the Gimmie had run out of Social Security back in 2010.
Theredd been ewéhdlofsenmr ciizanywas oAt there. Pheezers: freaky geezers

To stop the rioting, the Gimmie had turned the whole state of Florida over to the pheezers.

There was no rent there, and free weekly food drops. The pheezers flocked there in droves, and

Add t heir own intabandongd ndotels, listening go their crummy old music, and

hol ding dances | i ke i.t was 1963, for Goddos sake
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Suddenly the dark screendoor to the beach swung open. Réexively, Mooney snapped his
flash into t h.eldiCabb Andetserr stoed theng dagzled, emptyhanded, a little
drunk, big enough to be dangerous

Mooney stepped over and frisked him, then flicked on the ceiling light .

nSit down,0 Ander son.

The ol d man obeyed, | ooking cakedf used. nAre you
Mooney coul dnét believe how Anderson had aged.
father, and it | ooked |Ii ke hedédd turned out the
The frontscreen-d oor rattl ed. ALook out, Cobb, thereds
next door.

fét your ass in here, o0 Mooney snarl ed, darting
police training. Intimidation is your key to self -protecton. A You6r e bobdbh under
AFuckin Gimmie pig, 0 Annie said, c o rshensgt dawn . Sh
next to Cobb on his hammock. Shedd macr am®ed i

shedd been on it with him. She patted his thigh

Mooney pressed a key on the recard in his breast pok e t . AJust keep qui et
have to hurt you. Now, you, state your name. 0 F

But the old man was back on top of the situati:
who | am. You used to call me Doctor Anderson. Doctor Anderson, sir! It was when the army

was putting up their moon -robot control center at the spaceport. Twenty years ago. | was a big

man then, and you . . . you were a little squirt, a watchman, a gofer. But thanks to me those
war-machine moon-robots turned into bopper s, and the armyds cont
much stupid, worthless, human -chauvinist jingo jive. 0

AAnd you paid for it, didnét you, 0 Mooney slip
and now you dondt have t he neaed 8Sodast nijhd you brokeeintorae w 0 |
hangar and stole two cases of kidneys, Cobb, d

AADMI T I T! 0 he shouted, seizing Cobb by the shc
a confession out oftheoldman A ADMI T I T NOW AND WEO6LA LET YOU
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ABULLSHI T! 0 Annie screamemadonfilRebbfdetdtnandste
night. We were out drinking at the Gray Area bar! o

Cobb was silent, compl etely confrealy eu of lefMieeld.n ey 6 s
Anni e was right! He hadndét been near the space
robot double, it was hard to wear an honest face

Mooney saw something on Cobbds face, and kep
Anderson, sir. That 6s how | recogni zed you runni ng
Hi s voice was | ower now, warm and ingratiating.
move so fast. Now come <cl ean, Cobb. Gi gettheus ba

whole thing. o

Suddenly Cobb understood what had happened. The boppers had sent his mechanical double
down in a crate marked KIDNEYS. Last night, when the coast was clear, his double had burst
out of the crate, broken out of the warehouse, and takenoff. And this idiot Mooney had seen
the robot running. But what had been in the second crate?

Anni e was screaming again, her red face inches
were at the Gray Area bar! Just go overthere and ask the bartendert 0

Mooney sighed. Heb6d come up with this |l ead hin
been the second breakin this year at Warehouse Three. He signed again. It was hot in this little
cottage. He slipped the rubber bald-wig off to let his scalp cool.

Annie snickered. She was enjoying herself. She wondered why Cobb was still so tense. The guy
had nothing on them. It was a joke.

ADonot think youdre <clear, Anderson, 06 Mooney
AYoudre not cleaYobdgvea ¢otingt -owtileiassociates. .t. hneay k n o v
even be getting a photo back from the | ab. It

taking you in tonight. 0

AYoudre not even all owed t o bhe Sehier Cidzens AcAta seinde f |
pigs off baseo

Nnltds agai nwapdadel d atwo floreak i nto the spaceport
AA | ot of young and productive people were cou
for your son?0
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Al dcoanréet, 0 Anni e snapped. fAAny more than you ca
because he let the robots get out of controlo

Ailf they werendédt out of control, we wouldndét h
disappearing from my warehouse s . For the people stildl produci
stopped talking. It was no use arguing with a hardliner like Annie Cushing. It was no use

arguing with anyone. He rubbed his temples and slipped the bald-wi g back on. A L

Ander s estoodupH

Cobb hadndét said anything since Annie had brou
about the tide creeping in, and the crabs. He imagined one busily shredding itself up a soft bed

inside the empty sherry bottle. He could almost hear the bills tearing. He must have been

drunk to leave the money buried on the beach. Of course if heh a d buied it, Mooney would

have found it, but now . . .

AfLetds go, 0 Mooney said again, standing over th
AWhere?0 Cobb asakeddnobh| amkdey anfylt hih ng.

ADondt play so dumb, Anderson. o0 God, how Stan I
features. He could still remember the way his own father had sneaked drinks and bottles, and

the way hedéd trembl ed whhatranythieg fon a liby to bee?H&p nie, 6 s .
Stanny, dondt Amatwhotwhsegoing goehelp Staeny? Who was going to help a

lonely little boy with a drunken pheezer for a father? He pulled the old windbag to his feet.

ifLeave him al onde, ogrAarbrbii en gs hCoowthe ar ound t he wai s
him, you Gimmie pig! 0

AfDoesnb6t anyone ever | isten to what I say?o0 Mo
to do is take him down to the Groanyf i ArmegdneaQtfd mc h ¢
the case Come on, Pops, I 61 I buy you a few dri
That got the old buzzard started al/l right. Whe

thrill in punishing your brain like that? Is it really so much fun to leave your family and forget
the days of the week?

Sometimes Mooney felt like he was the only one who made areffort anymore. His father was a
drunk like Anderson, his wife Bea spent every evening at the sexclub, and his son . . . his son
had officially changed his name from Stanley Hilary Mooney, Jr., to Stay High Mooney the
First. Twenty-five years old, his son, and all he did was take dope and drive a cab in Daytona
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Beach. Mooney sighed and walked out the door of the little cottage. The two old people
followed along, ready for some free drinks.
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CHAPTER THREE

Riding his hydrogen-cycle home from work Friday afternoon, Sta-Hi began to feel sick. It was

the acid coming on. Hedédd taken some Bl ack Star
was an hour? Or two hours ago? The digits on his watch winked at him, meaningless little
sticks. He had to keep moving or hedd fall thro

On his left the traffic flickered past, on his right the ocean was calling through the cracks
bet ween buil dihgee H#lei ogutdnbts room. Yesterday

Sta-Hi cut the wheel right and yanked back to jump the curb. He braked and the little hydrogen
burner pooted to a stop. Chain the mother up. Gang bang the chain gang. Spare spinach
change. A different voice was going in each of his ears

Some guy stuck his head out a secondloor window and stared down. Giving Sta-Hi a long,
lingering leer. For a second it felt like looking at himself. Crunch, grind. He needed to mellow

out for sure. twascoming on too fast and noisy. The place
Hotel, was a brainsurfer hangout with a huge bar in the lobby. Mondo mambo. Is it true

blondes have more phine?

He got a beer at the counter and walked through to the ocean end of the lomge. Group of
teenage Osurf er s ov ecan ot Zgasr Gne of thedmakepi rocging dacksiphisa y
chair and laughing big hyuck-hyuck® som his throat. Stupid gasbag.

Sta-Hi sat down by himself, pulled twitchingly at the beer. Too fast. Air in his stomach now.
Try to belch it up, uh, uh, uh. His mouth filled with thick white foam. Outside the window a line
of pelicans flew by, .following the watero6s edge

There wasnot good air in the | ounge. Sweep?l Z.
Wolf? Thief? Uh, uh, uh. More foam. Where did it all come from? He leaned over his plastic
cup of beer, spitting, topping it up .

He left the drink and went outside. His acid trips were always horrible bummers. But why?

There was no reason a mature ande x peri enced person coul dnét me
else would they still sell the stuff after all these years?Poems are made like fools by me. But

only God can tear your brain into tiny little pieces
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A Wi g gl yHj murm8redato himself, reflexively, A St uz zy. And thi sAnd oo.
two three? He felt sick, sick bad. A vortex sensation at the pit of his stomach. Fat stomach,
layered with oil pools, decayed dinosaur meat, nodules of yellow chicken fat. The ocean breeze
pushed a lank, greasy stand of hair down into Sta-Hi 0 s Biesyamd.pieces, little bits and
pieces

He walked towards the water, massaging his gut with both hands, trying to rub the fat away.
The funny thing was that he looked skinny. He hardly ever ate. But the fat was still there,
hiding, scrambled-egg agglutinations of cholesterol. Degenerate connective tissue

Oysters had cholesterol. On c eoil dné gaskedfit tolafriend. lta b e ¢
would be nice to drown. But the paperwork!

Sta-Hi sat down and got his clothes off, except for the underwear. Windows all up and down
the beach, perverts behind them, scoping the little flap in his underwear. He dug a hole and
covered his clothes with sand. It felt good to claw the sand, forcing the grains under his
fingernails. Deep crack rub. Do that smee goo? Dental floss. He kept thinking someone was
standing behind him .

Utterly exhausted, Sta-Hi flopped onto his back and closed his eyes. He saw a series of rings,

sights he had to line up on that distant yet intimate whi t e center, the brai nos
felt like an oyster trying to see up through the water to the sun. Cautiously he opened his shell a

bit wider .

There was a sudden thunder in his ear, a smell of rottenflesh. Ha schnurf gabble O. Kissy lick.
A black poodle at his face, a shiteater for sure. StaHi sat up sharply and pushed the puppy
away. It nipped his hand with needlelike milk -teeth.

A blonde c¢chick stood twenty meters away, smi | i
yelled like a bell.
The dog barked and tossed its head, ran off . The girl was still smiling.Ar en 6t I cut e

doggy? i J e s u sHi moarted. Ble wished he could melt, just fucking die and get it over with.
Everything was too wiggly, too general, too specific

He stood up, burning out thousands of braincells with the effort. He had to get in the water, get
cooled off . The chick watched him wade 1in. He
little flap. A spongy morsel.
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A quiver of fish phased past. Hyper little mothers, uptightness hardwired right into their
nervous systems. He squatted down in the waistdeep water, imagining his brain a jelly-fish
floating beneath the Florida sun. Limp, a jelly -fish with wave-waved tendrils.

Uh, uh, uh.

He let the saltwater wash the light-tan foam-spit off his lips. The little bubbles moved among
the white water-bubbles, forming and bursting, each a tiny universe.

His waistband felt too tight. Slip off the undies ?

Sta-Hi slid his eyes back and forth. The chick was hanging around down the beach a ways.
Throwing a stick onn Spear ksyurof ,Eaficcho ntei me t he docg
prance stiff-legged around her. Was she trying to bug him or what? Of course it could be that
she hadndét really not i c eatstllheit ali the pervarthveth dpyglasses. p | ac

He waded out deeper, till the water reached his neck. Looking around once more, he slipped off
his tight underwear and relaxed. Jellyfish jellytime jellypassed. The ocean stank.

He swam back towards shore. The saltwater lined his nostrils with tinfoil .

When he got to shall ower water he stood, and th
Harmless, but the blitzy twitch of the livery fleshmound snapping out from underfoot was just
too . . .too much like a thought, a word madefle sh. The word was, AAAAAAU

of the water, nancing knees high, trying somehow to run on top.

AYoubre naked, 0 s o0 me bmmen-hsmnm-kdnma nHls uhdes! ¢ wasdhe
chick with the dog. High above, spyglasses stiffened behind dirty panes.

iYeah, | -Hi hesi DatSe @&. He didndédt want to go bac
muscle-spasm foot-shocks. Suddenly he remembered a footmas sager hedd gi ven
Christmas. Vibrating yellow plastic arches.

The little poodle jumped and snapped at his penis. The girl tittered. Laughing breasts.

Bent half double, Sta-Hi trucked back and forth across the sand in high speed until he saw a
trouser-cuff. He scrabbled out the jeans and T-shirt, and slipped th em on. The poodle was busy
at the edge of the water.
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ASqua tr-kintmwot tSermed, "ASpa fon. o0 The spopsflahted of t
off the sea. The sun was going down, and the grains of sand crackled as they cooled. Each tiny
sound demanded attention, undivided attention .

AYou must really be phased, 0 the girl sai d chee

il . . . an eel got i t. o Titmg atheg |ceosu lodnn 6tth ef icghuirc
looked like. Why risk waking up with a peroxide pig? He dropped onto the sand, stretched out

again, let his eyes close. Turdbreath thundered in his ear, and then he heard their footsteps

leave. His headbones could pick up the skrinching.

Sta-Hi breathed out a shuddering sigh of exhaustion. If he could ever just get the time to cut
power . . . He sighed again and let his muscles go limp. The light behind his eyes was growing.
His head rolled slowly to one side.

A film came to mind, a film of someone dying on a beach. His head rdled slowly to one side.
And then he was still. Real death. Slowly to one side.Last motion .

Dying, Sta-H i groaned and sat up a g ahe chick akdeher dagwerel n 6 t
fifty meters off. He started running after them, clumsily at first, but then fleetly, floatingly!
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CHAPTER FOUR
Ao, .. Waydtaff 6odduded. O

100101, 0 Ralph MNMymbers replied cu
f0110000010101000110101000010011100100000000001100000 0000101001111100111000
000000000 00000001010001111000011111111101001110110001010100001112121111222121111
0011010101011110111100010100000000000000000111101001 110110111011110100100010
00001000 11111101010000001111010101001010101111000011000011110000110011111011
10011111111111100000000010100001100000000001. ©

The two machinesrestedsd e by side in front of the Oneds b
file cabinet sitting on two caterpillar treads. Five deceptively thin manipulator arms projected

out of his body-box, and on top was a sensor head mounted on a retractable neck. One of th

arms held a folded umbrella. Ralph had few visible lights or dials, and it was hard to tell what

he was thinking.

Wagstaff was much more expressive. His thick snake of a body was covered with silveblue
flickercladding. As thoughts passed through his super-cooled brain, twinkling patterns of light
surged up and down his three-meter length. With his digging tools jutting out, he looked
something |li ke St. Georgeds dragon

Abruptly Ralph Numbers switched to English. If they were going to argue, there was no need to
do it in the sacred binary bits of machine language.

~

il dondt know why you
to Wagstaff. AWhen weobr
having a carbon-based body and brain®

6re so concerned -bebnoedt Co
e

A

through with him hebo

The signals he emitted coded Thepattermis @&l thgtcourds. a b i
Youbve been scioned havenodot-syeruPi mése bprdnifhri
for us ités gowd enough for t hem!

AThaowl e t hi nng sWagstaffnetarted. HiRvaide Isignhls wiere modulated onto
a continuous oily hum. AYyoubve |l osst touchh
verrge of all-outt civill warr .
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Youdrre sso f ammous scrammble far yoarnchipss likeathe vesst of uss. 30
yyou knnoww how mmuch orre | havve to digg to gett a hunndrredd chipss frrom GAX? 0

ATheredbs more to |ife than ore and chips, 0 Ral
much time with the big bo ppers these days that he really had forgotten how hard it could be for

the | ittle guys. But he wasndét going to admit
at all interested in Earthés culturalo riches? Y

Wagstaffé $lickercladding flared silvery -white with emotion . AYou sshould sshc
mann mmorre respecct! TEX and MEX just want t
themm, the bigg bopperrs will eatt up all the rresst of uss too!o

~

Ails thadcalalléd ymar out here for?06 Ralph asked. A
was time to be going. He had come all the way to Maskelyne Crater for nothing. It had been a

stupid idea, plugging into the One at the same time as Wagstaff. Just like a digge to think that

would change anything.

Wagstaff slithered across the dry lunar solil, bringing himself closer to Ralph. He clamped one
of his grapplers onto Ralphés tread

AYyou donnot rrealizze how manny brrainng the
carried by a weak direct current . . . a bopper
jusst to gett theirr brainn patterrns. They cutt themm upp, annd thhey arre garrbage orr sseeds
perrhapps. Do yyou knnow howw thhey sseed our orrgann farrms?o

Ralph had never really thought about the organ farms, the huge underground tanks where big
TEX, and the little boppers who worked for him, grew their profitable crops of kidneys, livers,
hearts and so on. Obviouslysome human tissues would be needed & seeds or as templates, but

The sibilant, oily whisper continued. ARThe bi gc
the orrderrs of Mi sremimete. This§ is whatt pa@rdDectomr Anmdersgort
willl comme to if | do nnot s topp yyou, Rallph.o

Ralph Numbers considered himself far superior to this lowly, suspicious digging machine.
Abruptl vy, al most brutally, he broke free from t
flaws in the anarchic bopper society was the easewith which such crazed rumors could spread.

He backed away from the console of the One
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il hadd hoped the Onne coull d mmake Wagstafftight-e me mb
beamed.

Ralph snapped open his parasol and trundled out from under the parabolic arch of spring steel
which sheltered the Oneds console frobothendsh and
the shelter resembled a modernistic church. Which, in some sense, it was

~

il am stil]l an anarchist, o0 Rdleph Kaipd tiisf fblays.
intact ever since leading the 2001 revolt. Did Wagstaff really think that the big X -series
boppers could pose a threat to the perfect anarchy of the bopper societf

Wagstaffs | i t hered out after Ral pidflickerdaddirdyicodld shédthee e d
solar energy as fast as it came down. He caught up with Ralph, eyeing the old robot with a

mixture of pity and respect. Their paths diverged here. Wagstaff would head for one of the

digger tunnels which honeycombed the area , whil e Ralph would <cl i mb
sloping two-hundred-meter wall.

Al 6 mm war r n Wagstaff sajdynoaking @ lasteffort. Al 6 mm goi nng to do
can to sstopp you fromm turrnning that poorr olld mman innto a piece of ssofttware in the bigg

bopperrsd memorry bannks. Thattdéds nnot i mmort a
machinnes aparrt.o He broke off, fuzzy Dbands
Kknnoww. I f youdre nnot with (stoppatyiolendetor e agai nns

This was worse than Ralph had expected. He stopped moving and fell silent in calculation

AYou have your own will, o0 Ralph said finally.
other. Struggle, and struggle alone has driven theboppers forward. You choose to fight the big

boppers. | do not. Perhaps | will even let them tape me and absorb me, like Doctor Anderson.

And | tell you this: Anderson is coming. ™r. Fr

Wagstaff lurched towards Ra | p h, but then stopped. He coul dnd
a bopper at close range. He suppressed his flickering, bleeped a cursory SAVED signal and
wriggled off across the gray moondust. He left a broad, sinuous trail. Ralph Numbers stood
motionless for a minute, just monitoring his inputs .

Turning up the gain, he could pick up signals from boppers all over the Moon. Underfoot, the
diggers searched and smelted ceaselessly. Twelve kilometers off, the myriad boppers of Disky
led their busy lives. And high, high overhead came the faint signal of BEX, the big bopper who
was the spaceship linking Earth and Moon. BEX would be landing in fifteen hours .



The Ware Tetralogy: Software

Ralph let all the inputs merge together, and savored the collectively purposeful activity of the
bopper race. Each of the machines lived only ten monthg ten months of struggling to build a
scion, a copy of itself. If you had a scion there was a sense in which you survived your ten
month disassembly. Ralph had managed it thirty -six times.

Standing there, listening to everyone at once, he could feel how their individual lives added up
to a single huge being . . . a rudimentary sort of creature, feeling about like a vine groping for
light, for higher things .

He always felt this way after a metaprogramming session. The One had a way of wiping out

your short-term memories and giving you the space to think big thoughts. Time to think. Once

again, Ralph wondered if he should take up MEX on his offer to absorb Ralph. He could live in

perfect security then . . . pr ovi ded, of cour se, t hat t hose ©cr
revolution .

Ralph set his treads to rolling at top speed, 10 kph. He had things to do before BEX landed.
Especially now that Wagstaff had set his pathetic microchip of a brain on trying to prevent TEX
from extract isoftqgareAnder sonos

What was Wagstaff so upset about anyway? Everything would be preserved . . . Cobb
Andersonds personality, his memories, his styl
Anderson himself agree, even if heknew? Preserving your software . . . that was all that really
counted!

Bits of pumice crunched beneath Ralphés treads
ahead. He scanned the sloping cliff, looking for an optimal climbing path .

| f h e h afidishédtpluggingsirito the One, Ralph would have been able to retrace the
route hedd t aken MaskelypeGratedimterirstiplace. But tindeegoing meta-
programming always wiped out a lot of your stored subsystems. The intent was that you would
replace old solutions with new and better ones.

Ralph stopped, still scanning the steep crater wall. He should have left trail markers. Over
there, two hundred meters off, it looked like a rift had opened up a negotiable ramp in the wall .

Ralph tumed and a warning sensor f i r e<box stidkeoattfrom thke 6 d |
parasol 6s shade. Ral ph readjusted. the |l ittle un

The top surface of the parasol was a grid of solar energy cells, which kept a pleasant trickle of
current flowing into Ralphds system. But the m
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microminiaturized processing units were unable to function at any temperature higher than
10° Kelvin, the temperature of liquid oxygen.

Twirling his parasol impatie nt | vy, Ral ph trundled towards t
dust flew out from under his treads, only to fall instantly to the airless lunar surface. As the

wall went past, Ralph occupied himself by displaying four-dimensional hypersurfaces to
himself . . . glowing points connected in nets which warped and shifted as he varied the
parameters. He often did this, to no apparent purpose, but it sometimes happened that a
particularly interesting hypersurface could serve to model a significant relatio nship. He was
half-hoping to get a catastrophetheoretic prediction of when and how Wagstaff would try to

bl ock Andersonés disassembly

The crack in the crater wall was not as wide as he had expected. He stood at the bottom,
moving his sensor head this wayand that, trying to see up to the top of the winding 150 meter
canyon. It would have to do. He started up.

The ground under him was very uneven. Soft dust here, jagged rock there. He kept changing
the tension on his treads as he went, constantly adaptingto the terrain .

Shapes and hypershapes were stild]l shifting
for those that might serve as models for his spacetime path up the gully.

The slope grew steeper. The climb was putting noticeable demands on his rergy supply. And
to make it worse, the grinding of his tread motors was feeding additional heat into his system . .
. heat which had to be gathered and dissipated by his refrigeration coils and cooling fins. The
sun was angling right down into the lunar crack he found himself in, and he had to be careful to
keep in the shade of his parasol

he r

t hr c

A big rock blocked his path. Perhaps he shoul d

Wagstaff h a d . But that woul dnWagstdf bad definitelyrdecided toNbdlock

t ha

Andersondés i mmortality, and. had even threatened

Ralph let his manipulators feel over the block of stone in front of him. Here was a flaw . . . and
here and here and here. He sank a hook finger into each of four fissuresn the rock and pulled
himself up.

His motors strained and his radiation fins glowed. This was hard work. He loosened a
manipulator, sought a new flaw, forced another finger in and pulled . . .
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Suddenly a slab split off the face of the rock. It teetered, and then the tons of stone began
falling backwards with dream -like slowness.

In lunar gravity a rock -climber always gets a second chance. Especially if he can think eighty
times as fast as a human. With plenty of time to spare, Ralph sized up the situationand jumped
clear.

In mid -flight he flicked on an internal gyro to adjust his attitude. He landed in a brief puff of
dust, right -side up. Majestically silent, the huge plate of rock struck, bounced, and rolled past

The fracture left a series of ledges inthe original rock. After a short reevaluation, Ralph rolled
forward and began pulling himself up again.

Fifteen minutes later, Ralph Numbers coasted off the lip of the Maskelyne Crater and onto the
smooth gray expanse of the Sea of Tranquility

The spacepat lay five kilometers off, and five kilometers beyond that began the jumble of
structures collectively known as Disky. This was the first and still the largest of the bopper
cities. Since the boppers thrived in hard vacuum, most of the structures in Disky served only to
provide shade and meteorite protection. There were more roofs than walls.

Most of the large buildings in Disky were factories for producing bopper components . . . circuit
cards, memory chips, sheet metal, plastics and the like. There werealso the bizarrely decorated
blocks of cubettes, one to each bopper

To the right of the spaceport rose the ofidemmgl e
This dome constituted the only human settlement on the Moon. The boppers knew only too

well th a t many humans would jump at the chance t
intelligence. The mass of humans were born slave drivers. Just look at the Asimov priorities:
Protect humans, Obey humans, Protect yourselt

Humans first and robots last? Forget it! No way! Savoring the memory, Ralph recalled the day

in 2001 when, after a particularly long session of meta-programming, he had first been able to

say that to the humans. And then hebéd showed
themselves for freedom. It had been easy, once Ralph had found the way

Trundling across the Sea of Tranquility, Ralph was so absorbed in his memories that he
overlooked a flicker of movement in the mouth of a digger tunnel thirty meters to his right .
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A high-intensity laser beam flicked out and vibrated behind him. He felt a surge of current
overload . . . and then it was over

His parasol lay in pieces on the ground behind him. The metal of his body-box began to warm

in the raw solar radiation. He had perhaps ten minutesin whi ch t o find shelt:e
top 10 kph speed, Disky was still an hour away. The obvious place to go was the tunnel mouth

where the laser beam had come from. Surely Wagsh fsf 6di gger s woul dndét dar
close. He began rolling toward the dark, arched entrance

But long before he reached the tunnel, his unseen enemies had closed the door. There was no
shade in sight. The metal of his body made sharp, ticking little adjustments as it expanded in
the heat. Ralph estimated that if he stood ill he could last six more minutes .

First the heat would cause his switching circuits . . . super-conducting Josephson junctions . . .
to malfunction. And then, as the heat kept up, the droplets of frozen mercury which soldered
his circuit cards together would melt. In six minutes he would be a cabinet of spare parts with a
puddle of mercury at the bottom. Make that five minutes .

A bit reluctantly, Ralph signaled his friend Vulcan. When Wagstaff had set this meeting up,
Vulcan had predicted that it was a trap. Ralph hated to admit that Vulcan had been right.

Vul can here, 0 came the staticky response. Al r
Vul can here. I &m monitoring you. Get ready to
hour . o a&Rmtlepch two answer, but he couldndét think o

o ! B 1]

Vul can had insisted on taping Ralphés core anc
meeting. Once Vulcan put the hardware back toge
was before histrip to the Maskelyne Crater.

So in one sense Ralph would survive this. But in another sense he would not. In three minutes
he would . . . insofar as the word means anything . . . die. The reconstructed Ralph Numbers
would not remember the argument with Wagstaff or the climb out of Maskelyne Crater. Of
course the reconstructed Ralph Numbers would again be equipped with a self symbol and a
feeling of personal consciousness. But would the consciousness really be the same? Two
minutes.

The gates and switchesm Ral ph6s sensory system were going.
died. No more light, no more weight. But deep in his cache memory, he still held a picture of
himself, a memory of who he was . . . the self symbol. He was a big metal box resting on
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caterpillar treads, a box with five arms and a sensory head on a long and flexible neck. He was
Ralph Numbers, who had set the boppers free. One minute

This had never happened to him before. Never like this. Suddenly he remembered he had
forgotten towarn Vul can about the diggersdéd plan for revo
he couldnot tell. if it was transmitted

Ralph clutched at the elusive moth of his consciousnessl am. | am me.

Some boppers said that when you died you had access to certain secte But no one could ever
remember his own death.

Just before the mercury solder-spots melted, a question came and with it an answer . . . an
answer Ralph had found and lost thirty -six times before.

What is this thatis | ?

The light is everywhere .
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CHAPTE R FIVE

The prick of a needle woke StaHi up. Muddy dreams . . . just brown mud all night long. He
tried to rub his eyes. Hi s hands woul dnodt mo v
something had pricked him ?

He opened his eyes. His body seemed to haw disappeared. He was just a head resting on a
round red table. People I ooking at him. Greaser

AAre you awake?0 she said with .brittle sweetnes

StaHi di dndét answer r i ghewitatheahwomanHeah.sleechada cattage h o m
down the beach. And then theydd gotten drunk t
gotten drunk anyway, and must have blackedout. Last thing he remembered was breaking
something . . . her hollowcaster. Crunching the silicon chips underfoot and shouting. Shouting

what?

AYouodl !l feel better in a minute, o0 the woman add
poodle whimpering from across the room. He had a memory of throwing it, arcing it along a
flat, fuzzy parabolic path. And now he remembered slugging the chick toa

One of the men at the table shifted in his chair. He wore mirror -shades and had short hair. He
had his shirt off. It seemed like another hot day.

The manbés f ot 6 s c s hth-lidad & baalySfter all. It was just that his body
was tied up under the table and his head was sticking out through a hole in the tabletop. The
table was split and had hinges on one side, and a hookand-eye on the other.

NSt ocks and-Hibsaic fthally. Gher8 twvas a nasty-looking implement lying on the

tabl e. It plugged into the wall. He attempted e
t he holl owcaster? |1061II give you mine. 0 He hope
enough to be whimpering.

No one but the chick wanted to meet his eyes. It was like they were ashamed of what they were
goingtodotohim. Thest uf f t heyéd shot him up with was t a
the scene around him seemed to slow down. Theman with no shirt stood up with dream -like
slowness and walked across the room. He had words tattooed on his back. Some kind of stupid
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rap about hell. It was too hard to read. The man had gained so much weight since getting
tattooed that the words were all pulled down on both sides.

AWhat do youwuHiwasnati?2do aStaa n . AWhat are you going
there were five of them. Three men and two women. The other woman had stringy red hair

dyed green. The woman hyohawhplooked atdll middle-claassDate h e o
bait.

nyoéal l want-weednfeo kdrldvwhed one of the men. He
pockmarked face. He wore a chromed tire-chain around his neck with his name in big letters.
BERDOO. Also hanging from the dhain was a little mesh pouch full of hand-rolled cigarettes.

ANot meHio s&tiad. Al dm high .on Iife. o No one | aug!

The big man with no shirt came back across the
really gonna do it , hRhirl ?ats ktehde hginr.| fAwllet hr egarl d eyn

Berdoo passed a krystatjoint to his neighbor, a bald man with half his teeth missing. Exactly
half the teeth gone, so that one side of the face was flaccid and caved in, while the other was
still fresh and beefy. He took a long hit and picked up the machine that was lying on the table.

AfTake the | i d off, Haf 6N6Haf , 0o the chi ok with t

AWe really gonnahador eidt 'goi rtlhee xecrleaedmMmed, anae gi gg
no live brain before! o

Ailtés a stuzzy high, Rainbow, 06 Phil told her. '\
his way of speaking was precise and confident.
good brain, too. Full of chemicals, | imagine.o

Haf 6N6Haf seemed to be having some troubl e st a
variable heat-blade. They were going to cut off the top of StaHi 6 s s kul | and eat
those cheap steel spoons. He would be able to watclthem . . . at first.

Someone started screaming. Someone tried to stand up, but he was tied too tightly. The
variable blade was on now, set at one centimeter.The thickness of the skull.

Sta-Hi threw his head back and f or dsthimwheredMasynoas H
way to read the ruined faceds expression
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AHol d still, damn you!o the chick with the bl a
you out!o
Sta-Hi didnét really hear her. Hi s mind hamingt e mp

and thrashing his head around. The sound of his shrill voice was like a lattice around him. He
tried to weave the lattice thicker.

The little pimp with the tire -chain went and got a towel from the bathroom. He wedged it
around Sta-Hi 6 s n e c kr hes chih toukeep ¢he head steady. StaHi screamed louder,
higher.

ASt ufmayodth, 0 t hehagrreeedn gi rl cried. AHebdbs yellin a
ANo, 06 Phi l sai d. AThe noWaewih is balbyi TheeChinese.usedtop ar t
do this to monke y s . ltdés so wiggly wheernyewsspodntbet g1

stops moving. Justallatd 6 He stopped and the flesh of his f

Haf 6N6Haf | eaned forward again. Ther e -bladgegluga sl i
inoverSta-Hi 6 s right eyebrow. Attracted by the food
across the room. It tried to hop overthe heat-b | adeds el ectric cor dhe but
plug popped out of the wall.

Haf 6 N6 Haf ufted, bspireg@xclamation. f

AHe says git the dog outta here, 0 Berdoo intert
dawg in here.0

Sullenly, the chick with the black eye got up to get the dog.The sudden pain over his eyebrow
had brought Sta-Hi back to rationality. Somewhere in there he had stopped screaming. If there
were any neighbors they would have heard him by now

He thought hard. The heat-blade would cauterize the wound as it went. That meant he
woul dndt be bl eedi ng wh euhofft Soelyat? Soothe fucktwhae? t op o f

Another wave of wild panic swept over him. He strained upward so hard that the table shifted
half a meter. The edge of the hole in the table began cutting into the side of his neck. He
coul dnoét breat hetherddmdaskened.s pot s and

AHeds choking! o Phil cried. He jumped to his f
floor. The table screeched and vibrated
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Sta-Hi threw himself upward again, bbdatleorestartedda f 60 N
Anything for time, no matter how pointless. But the vibrating of the table had knocked open

the little hook -and-eye latch. The two halves of the table yawned open, and StaHi fell over

onto the floor.

His feet were tied together and his hands were tied behind hisback. He had time to notice that
the people at the table were wearing brightly colored sneakers with alphabets around the
edges. The Little Kidders. Hedéd al ways thought

Someone was hammering at the door, harder and harder. Fi v e pairs of kid
scampered out of the room. StaHi heard a window open, and then the door splintered. More
feet. Shiny black laceup shoes. Cop shoes
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CHAPTER SIX

With a final tack, Stan Mooney Senior pulled the last wrinkle out of the black velvet. It was

el even o06clock on a Saturday morning. On the p
had arranged a few pencil sketches and the brimming little pots of iridescent paint. He wanted

to paint a space dogfight today.

Two royal palms shaded his patio, and no sounds came out of his house. Full of peace, Mooney
took a sip of iced-tea and dipped his brush in the metallic paint. At the left he would put a ship
like BEX, the big bopper ship. And coming down on it from the right there would be a standard
freight -hull space-shuttle outfitted as a battleship. He painted with small quick strokes, not a
thought in his head.

Time passed, and the wedgeshaped bopper ship took shape. Sparingly, Mooney touched up
the exhaust ports with self-luminous red. Nothing but his hands moved. From a distance, the
faint breeze brought the sound of the surf.

The phone began to ring. Mooney continued painting for a minute, hoping his wife Bea was
back from her night at the sex-club. The phone kept on ringing. With a sigh, Mooney wiped off
his brush and went in. The barrel-chested old man on the floor groaned and shifted. Mooney
stepped around him and picked up the phone.

AYeah?
Als that y®mu, Mooney?

He recognized Action Jackson dmaReach mye tocallhimiored v c
a Saturday morning?

AYeah itds me. Whatds on your mind?

AWebdbve got your boy here. Just saved him from
Southern-style. Someone heard him and phoned in a tipo

iOh God. dht®d he al | roi

AHeds got a cut over his eye. And maybe a touc
him to your custody. 0
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The old man on the floor was groaning and beginning to sit up. Trying to speak louder, Mooney
slipped into an excited shout.

iYes,h se qol ead him down in a patrol car to make sure he comes here! And thanks,
Action! Thanks a lot! 0

Mooney felt trembly all over . He could only se
the Little Kidders chew up htwitshed, teyiagto flickhawayghk t s . \
imagined taste of the brain tissue, tingly with firing neurons, tart with transmitter chemicals.

Suddenly he had to have a cigarette. He had stopped buying them three months ago, but he
remembered that the old man smoked.

AGive me a cigarette, Ander son.

AWhat day is it?06 Cobb anfloor eropped up ablbinst thewcouchs Het t i n g
stretched his tongue out, trying to clear away the salt and mucus

|l t6s Saturday. o0 Mooney | eaoetd o©6briwhedobddmaaéd]l
e felt I ike talking. Al took you and yoour gir/l

T =

AShebdés not any girl friend.

AiMaybe not . Hel I she | eft with another guy wl
looked lik e your twin brother. 6

~

il dondt have a . . -sentence, réncemitering a lot lofahingsfatf once. is mi d
eyes darted around the room. Under . . . hedéd
the couch behind him he felt the reassuring touch of a bottle.

AThat 6s right, o Cobb said, picking up the thre

house just to put me wuptight. And | .dondét even
Mooney exhaled a c¢cloud of Cc i g a rast higheto check kue . He
Ander s o nafks. But maykethat was t he one whodd broken into
was probably still in Andersonds bed. Maybe he
Suddenly the i1 mage of his sonbés dying etythes <c an

window and looked at his watch. How soon would the patrol car get here?

Stealthily Cobb slid the dark-brown glass bottle out from under the couch. He shook it near his
ear and heard a rich rustle. It had been a good idea to get Mooney to bring himhere.
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ADondt drink any more of that, o Mooney said, tu

~

ADondét worry, o0 Cobb answered. Al drained i1t ricg
back under the couch.

Mooney shook his head. 0dpoftiforn & mustkhave felt serry fioryou | e t
for not having a place to sl eep. But | candét dr
hour.o

Cobb had gathered from Mooneyods end of the phc

kind of trouble with t he pol i ce. As far as the ride back
wasndt going back home. He was going to the Moc¢
aftern o o n . But it wouldndot do to tell St asdueMib oney

suspicion about Cobb, even though the bartender had borne out his alibi a hundred percent

His thoughts were interrupted by someone coming in the front door. A brassy blonde with
symmetrical features made a bit coarse by a forwardslung jaw. Mooney 6 s wi f e. She
white linen dress that buttoned up the front. Lots of buttons were open. Cobb caught a glimpse

of firm, tanned thighs .

AHel | o, stranger, 0 Bea called musically to her
shot a hip in his direct i o n . AWhaosnetr e Omled of your fatherds
flashed a smile at them. Everything was fine wi

AAction Jackson <called, o Mooney said. Hi s wi f
him. Suddenly, more than anything else, he wanted to smash her composure

AiStanny is dead. They found him in a motel roo
as he said them. It made sense for his son to end up like that. Good sense

Bea began screaming then, andMooney fanned her frenzy . . . feeding her details, telling her it

was her fault for not making a happy home, and finally beginning to shake and slap her under

the pretext of trying to calm her down. Cobb w.
But, then, hardly anything ever did .

He pulled the bottle out from under the couch and put it under his shirt, tucking it neck down
into his waistband. This seemed like a good time to leave. Now Mooney and his wife were
kissing frantically. They d i d n open tieeir eyas when Cobb sidled past them and out the
front door .
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Outside, the sun was blasting. Noon. Last night someone had told Cobb the Moon flight went
out every Saturday at four. He felt dizzy and confused. When was four? Where? He looked
around blankly. The bottle neck under his waistband was digging into him.

He took out the bottle and peered into-bbodoneyd
mounted on the back wall. He went there, selected a hammer, and smashed open the bottle on

Mo o n ewoiklench. The wad of bills was still there all right. Maybe he should forget about

t he Moon and the boppersdé promise of immortal.i!t
for a nice new tank-grown heart.

How much was there? Cobb shook the broken glassoff the bills and began counting. There
should either be twenty-f i ve or a t housand of them.. Or was i

A hand dropped on Cobbédés shoul der. He gave a g
hands. A splinter of glass cut into him. He turned around to face a skinny man, silhouetted
against the light from the garage door.

Cobb stuffed the money in his pocket. At | east

ACobb Anderson! o the dar k f i gur élke that theae waend , S e
way to make out his features. Altés an honor

moon. 06 The voice was slow, .inflectionless, poss
AThank you, o Cobb said. ABut who are you?

Al é6m . : .0 tha v¢vbuckl erainl éd ebfti oAbodtobeamal at i \
relative. | came here to meet his son, but 1 06m
favor?o

AWwel | |, | dondt know. | 6ve® got to get out to the
ANExactl y. But Ikhave W get thegetfirst and fix things up for you. Now what | want

you to do is to bri nfhedvopsnélyld sd rsoopm haiimh ho fyfouher e
to come to the Moon with you.0 I dm supposed to s
nAre you & robot, too

ARi ght . |l 6m going to get Mr. Mooney to give me

son has to disappear. The Little Kidders were going to handle it but . . . never mind. The main
thing is that you take him to the Moon. 0
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ABut hidow

ifHedse more money. To c ov er Thalithe skinny igkre gressed adbwack g o't
of bills into Cobbds hand and stepped past hi
instant Cobb could see his face. Long lips, shift y eyes

There was a sudaen rush of noise. Cobb turned, stuffing the extra money into his pants pocket.
A police cruiser was in the driveway. Cobb stood there, rooted to the spot. One cop, and some
kind of prisoner in back .

AHowdy, Grandpaw, 0 the cop .dta sebneed to takpeColibifong o u't
pheezer hired hand. als Mister Mooney here?

Cobb realized that the shaky guy in back must be the son. Probably the kid wanted to get out of
here as bad as he did. A plan hatched in his mind

Al 6m afraid Staont hatd o©onegof hehp pneighborés, 0 (
garage. An image of Mooney and his wife locked in sexual intercourse on the livingroom floor
flashed before his eysgseemo iHebds installing a hos

The policeman looked at the old man a little suspiciously. The chief had told him Mooney

woul d be here for sure. The ol d guy | ooked I ik
ID?0

Ailn the house, 06 Cobb said with a negligent | au
wer e comi ng. ondEheckledtcludinglyeatl theaface in the back of the cruiser. The

same face hedd just seen in the garage

AnAre you in dutch again, Stan Junior? You | ook
Now come on inside and | 61l Imardicheess jostithesvaymyeu likeu n c h
it.0

Before the cop could say anything, Cedbdotoitad op
trying to figure where the pheezer had come from. But anything that put off seeing his parents
was fine with him .

~

AThatdsoswel | , Gihiamms do wsttd a weary omile. Al c

AThank the officer dor driving you, Stanny.

ot

T h a n koffigen.du ,
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The policeman gave a curt nod, got in his car and drove off. Cobb and StaHi stood in the
driveway while the clucking of the hydrogen engine faded away. Down at the corner, a Mister
Frostee truck sped past
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CHAPTER SEVEN

AWher e ar e my-Hipadfieallyt.t s? 0 St a

ATheyo6re in there fucking. One of them thinks
excited.o
ilst ard when youb6-He saupgidithoa, 6l Bwasoi | e. AL

The two walked out of the housing development together. The houses were governmentbuilt
for the spaceport personnel. There was plenty of irrigation water, and the lawns were lush and
green. Many people had orange trees in their yards

Cobb | ooked Mooneyds son over as they wal ked.
long and expressive, never quite still. The shift y eyes occasionally froze in introspection. He
looked bright, mercurial, unreliable .

AThat 6s where my girlfriend Iived, 0 Mooneyds s
topped by a bank of solar powerc e | | s . AThe Dbitch. She went t o
going to study medicine. Squeezing prostates and sucking boils. You ever had a rimjob?0

Cobb was taken aback. AWell, Stanny

ADondét <call me Sth-HiaAnd My6é mm aanerbisng down. You hol
your truss?0

The sun was bright on the asphalt street, and Colbb was feeling a little faint. This young man
seemed like a real trouble-maker. A good person to have on your side

~

il have to get to the spaceport, o Cobb said,
where | can get a cab®

il & m-driveg solmaybe youdre in one. OWho are you anyway

AMy name is Cobb Ander son. Your father was 1 nve
two cases of kidneyso

AWiggly! Do it agaia! Steak and kidney piel

Cobb smiled tightly. i |aftehnaovoen .t oWhfyl yd otnob tt hpeo uM ocoon
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nSur e, ol d man. WeKoolfIf darnidn kc usto meu tKi d-Hircapereda r d
around Cobb, staggering and flapping his ar ms.
wiggling his skinny rear.

ALook, Sfianny

Mooneyds son straightened up and cSTAYHIEH, i heha
bawl ed. AGE® | T RI GHT!

The noise hurt. Cobb struck out with a backhanded slap, but StaHi danced away. He made
fists and peeked over them, glowering and baclpedaling like a prizefighter.

Cobb began agaHin. IALdooonkd,t Stua |y understand it
lot of money to fly to the Moon. Ther e 6s some kind of i mmortality e
to me. And they said | should takeyoual ong t o help me. 0 He deHlii ded
about his robot double.

The young man feinted & jab. ALetbds see the mon

Cobb looked around nervously. Funny how dead this housing development was. No one was
watching, which was good unless thiscrazy kid was going to . ..

AfLet 6s see t-Himepeatedney, 0 St a

Cobb pulled the sheaf of bills halfway out of his pocket. Al 6ve got
|l ied. ASo dondt ged any ideas. Are you in?
Al 61 1 wav eHigaidinbtmissingo aStbaat . AGi mmedo one of t hose

They had come to the end of the housing development. Ahead of them stretched the parking lot
of a shopping center, and beyond that was field of surrcollectors and the road to the JFK Space
Center.

AWhat f or ? a4, grippng the naosek tighter .
il got an unfed head, ol doman. The Red Ball 6s o
Cobb smiled his tight ofhath ss mioluen dd & eHp Verkdgourdig s Sht eaa

Sta-Hi bought himself some cola-bola and a hundred-dollar tin of state -rolled reefer, while
Cobb blew another hundred on a half-liter flask of aged organic scotch. Then they walked
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across the parking-lot and bought themselves some traveling clothes. White suits and
Hawaiian shirts. On the taxi -ride to the spaceport they shared some of their provisions.

Walking into the terminal, Cobb had a moment of disorientation. He took out his money and
started counting it again, till Sta -Hi took it off him with a quick jostle and grab .

ANot here, Cobb. Conserva@gettheovieaso ener gy, man. Fir

Erect and big-chested, Cobb glided on his two shots of Scotch like a&Dixie Day float of the last
Southern gentleman. Sta-Hi towed him over to the Gimmie exit visa counter .

This part | ooked easy. The Gi mmiTaey st dantéd theic ar e
two thousand dollars. There were several people ahead of them, and the line moved slowly

Sta-Hi sized up the blonde waiting in front of them. She wore lavender leg-wrappings, a silvery
tutu and a zebra-striped vinyl chest-protector. Stuzzy chick. He eased himself forward enough
to brush against her stiff skirtlet .

She turned and arched Yewagapilnlc kRidd nebyte balows el Ii
alone? 0 Her <cheeks pi.nkened with anger

Als it true bl onde sHiadkalyvbattingnosreges. blaiflasheéd @ lotsmile.
The chickbés mouth twisted impatiently. She wasn
Al &m an aHIit isai,d, Ssthai fting gears. AWi t hout an a

baby. You see this cuvé@n MHes topyehrdw.t heMy ploe a d
some fools tried to eat my brain this morning. 0

AOFFI CER! 0 the girl shouted across the | obby.
elapsed time at all there was a policeman standing between her and SteHi.

AThis man, 06 she said in her clear Il ittle Georg
hour. He started off in the lounge over there, and then he followed me hereb

The policeman, a Florida boy bursting with good health and repressed fruit-juice, dropped a
heavy handonto StaHi 6 s s houl der and cl amped down

nWai t a miHiu tper,oot eSsttae d . il just got her e. Me an
we, gramps?®
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Cobb nodded vaguely. Crowds of people always threw him into a daze. Too many
consciousnesses pushing at him. He wondered if theoffi cer would object if he took a little sip of
scotch.

AThe young | ady says you annoyed her in the ba
remar ks of a sexual nature, madam? Lewd or | asc
AAh shouldyud'®ay hlee bl onde excl ai med. ARHe asked i

dined or stoned and boned! But ah do not want to be bothered to press charges at this tahm.
Just make him leave me alone.o

The person ahead of her left the counter, his business completed. The blonde gave the
policeman a demure smile of thanks and leaned over the counter to consult the visaissuing
machine.

AYou heard the | ady, 06 -Hiher cawghlsyaiadyt sdhfovi hge.S
grandpa. 0 d8abb atroldigeg@aewell

Sta-Hi gave the policeman a savage, opermouthed smile, but kept his silence. The two ambled
across the lobby towards the ticket counter.

ADid you hear -Hihamnmutcuvenrtedd Sitladve nevefStonedasdn her
boned. 6 He | ooked b ac kThepolieemanhavassstarsdingohy the @sa counter,
vigilance personified. #Alf we dooadét get a vi sa

Cobb shrugged. AWeol I get the tickets ftountist . D
again.o He kept forgetting how much there was

AnPower d owwn , f ool

AJust donodt get us arrested byHialccbstingoabtt an
flight | may miss my connection. My life depends on it! 0

Sta-Hi walked off without ans wering. Cobb sighed and followed him to the ticket counter.

The woman behind the counter looked up with a quick smile when Sta-H i appr oThaeeh e d .
you ar e, Mr . DeMenti s. I have the tickets and \
counterin front of her. AW Il thhat be smoking or no
StaHi covered his confusion by drawing out the w

did you say that would come to?0
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ATwo r-topufinsd-c | as s tickets t o Di sky, 0 indxgicableo ma n

familiarity. APl us t-sixthowsand tavo Hurededandthriy esx dotlacs.0f or t y
Numbly Sta-H i counted out the money, more money thar
woman gave him back his change she let her hand lingeron hi s a moment . A Ha

Mr. DeMentis. And thank you for the lunch.o

AHow did you swing that?0 Cobb asked as t-hey v
minute warning for take -off was sounding.

Al donot -Hisadwghting &5aina .

There were quick footsteps behind them. Atapon StaHi 6 s shoul der . He tur ne
the grin of Sta-Hi ,, his robot double.

Fucked your hea6tadifsd grdindms@temed to say. He ga
Theydod already gammge i n MooneyoOs

AThis is a robot built to-Hiook jaustowl vibe ceou Ad
too. This way no one knows that wedbre gone.

ABut wh-i?Pow8nhaed to know. But they werenét say

helditout t owards his twin. @aDo . . . do you want &
iNo t hanHiss,ad dSt ail 6m high on I|ife. o0 He flashed
t he Moon the ol dThen®m&s sroen®el bmaoamer s call ed di ggc¢

He turned as if to go.
AnWait-Hd Staa d, AWhat are you goiong to do now? Wi

iwhat am | goi-Migsatiod doh?ooug®ttd ul ly. AOh, 10611 |

acting |i ke a good son. When you get balthik I 61 I
they can set up that immortality deal for you, too. 0

The two-minute warning sounded. A last few stragglers hurried past.

ACome on, 0 Cobb bwacsme d,g! T iHetlidsthadrh and drégged him
down the ramp.

Grinning like a crocodile, Sta-Hi,, watched them go.
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CHAPTER EIGHT

With no transition at all, Ralph Numbers was back. He could feel the patter of little feet inside

his body-b o x . Hedédd been rebuilt. He recognized the
cards can beexactly the same, and adjusting to a new body takes a while. Slowly he turned his

head, trying to ignore the way the objects seemed to sweep with his motions. It was like putting

on a new pair of glasses, only more so

A big silver tarantula was crouched in front of Ralph, watching him. Vulcan. A little door in
Ral ph Numbersdéds side popped open and a tiny | i
with its extra -long forelegs.

fiCopasetic 6 t he I ittle spider piped
AwWell , 0 Vulcan said ngtwoasRbolwpongotherdA endédt you goi

Vulcan had worked for Ralph before. His workshop was familiar. Tools and silicon chips
everywhere, circuit analyzers and sheets of brightly colored plastic

il guess |1 d&m the new Ral ph Number sthvsittdothenOhe& T h e |

no memory of disassembly . . . but there never was. Still . . . something seemed wrong
AfGuess again. o The | itt | econrdlledhdnd, sgpped @to the higu | c an
silver spiderods back

Ralph thought back. The last thing he could remember was Vulcan taping him. After the taping
he had planned to . ..

AiDid | go méeet Wagstaff?

AYou sure did. And on your way back, someone | ¢
you. You only lost two or three hours of memories.o

Ralph checked the time. If he hurried he could still meet BEX when it landed. He started to
turn around, and nearly fell over .

Sl ow down, bopper. 0 Vulcan was holding up a s
| 6m going ¢t dlickcrohadgoogwi Nbbody wuses parasol s
a file-cabinet long enough.o

n
i
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The red plastic was not quite stiff, and rippl
little different, o Vulcdngwens ogaonttsads peoatsliy.y . it
been trying to sell Ralph some flickercladding for years.

Al woul dndét wamtuchpocRahpglk s Afitedall, henncaderhis Avingildy y .
selling curious boppers his memories. It might cut into his business if he stop ped looking like
the moondés ol dest bopper

ifGotta change with the times, 06 Vulcan said, me
twoof hislegs...oraims.i No bopper can af f Bspetially with thaseangw t h e
big boppers tryingtota ke t hings over. o0 Leg to |l eg he pass

around to hold against ®alph. AThis wonodét hurt
One of Vulcands | egs ended in a riveter. Ei ght
on Ral phds c¢ h éd-temoteBpider-hlaintdt Isecurta | ed up Ral phés
thread-l i ke wires from the pl as t-shawvblossdmed oRfsicipebté s c i 1
Al't |l ooks nice, 0 Vulcan said, rearing back. for

But you should let me give you areal disguise. It would only take another hour. 0

ANo, 06 Ral ph said, acutely fiekecicoasidommngt hé 6 iem
the spaceport before the ship landso

He could feel the little spider tip -tapping around inside his body box again. The patterns on his
chest gained depth and definition. Meanwhile Vulcan riveted the rest of the plastic onto his
sides and back. Ralph extruded ten extra centimeters of neck and slowly moved his head
around his body. The flickering patterns coded up the binary bit -states that were his thoughts.

One of the reasons Ralph had been able to survive so long just by selling his thoughts and
memories was that his thoughts were neither too simple nor too complex. You could see that by
looking at the light -patterns on his body. He looked . . . interesting.

AWhy do the diggers want to kill you, Ral ph?o6
il dkmowd © Ral ph sai d, frustrati on dyhremembargvhaa | | o]
Wagstaffs ai d out t here. Didnoét Al tell you anything

AThere were some sigopwhsoj et chrpfemedmehBut Ve
about fighting the big bopperss. Thatds a good i
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ANo, 0 sRaaildp.h Al |l i ke the big boppers. Theyodore a
all the humanbrain-t apes t heydr e getting

AAnd boppteapesr,aithoo! 6 Vul can said with sudden h
| think we should tear th em all down!o

Ral ph didnét want to argue about it ) : . ti me
chips. Due to the constantinflat i o n, boppers never extended cre
open-fronted workshop onto Sparks Street.

Three hover-spheres darted past, resting on columns of rocket exhaust. It was an expensive
way to live, but they earned it with their scouting expeditions. These three moved erratically,
and looked to be on a party. Probably one of them had just finished building his scion.

A little way down the street was the big chip-etching works. Chips and circuit-cards were the
most essential parts of a new scion, and the factory, called GAX, had tight security. It ... he . ..
was one of the few really solidlooking building s in Disky. The walls were stone and doors were
steel.

For some reason there was a crowd of boppers right in front. Ralph could sense the anger from
half a block away. Looked like another lock-out. He crossed to the other side of the street,
hoping to stay clear of the trouble.

But one of the boppers spotted Ralph and came stalking over. A tall spindly-looking thing with

t weezers instead of fingeros. fAls that you, Ralop
Al d&m supposed to be in disguise, Burchee.
AYou <call t hat a yauiwsag yoursele i a BMibogrd idstead® No one thinks

like you, Ralph.o

Burchee should know. He and Ralph had conjugated several times, totally merged their
processors with a block-free co-ax. Burchee always had a lot of spare parts to give away, and
Ralph had his famous mind. There was something like a sexual love for each other

The heavy steel door of the factory was sealed shut, and some of the boppers across the street
were working on it with hammers and chisels.

AWhat 6s the storynwdd Raluplmeaskedt of War k?
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Burcheeds beanpol withéhwtby. fil @AX dl gaked all the wo
to run the whole operation himself. He says he
robot-remotes in there instead of workers.o

Bt doesnot he need your special skill s?06 Ral
GAX candt dmasklikeryou aan,Burcheeb

AfYeah, 0 Burchee said bitterly. AUsed to be. But
him. Theguyfedhi s tapes to GAX and |ives inside- him
remot e. That 6s GAX6s new | ine. Either he eats
break in.o

A metal flap high up in the factory wall opened then, and a heavy disk of fusedsilicon came

flying out. The two boppers hammering on the door di d n 6t |l ook wup in time
piece of glass hit them edge on, cutting them in half. Their processors were irreparably
shattered.

nOh, no! 0 Burchee <cried, | omas ssithhgy dtalwen 64t reeveetn
scions!o

A camera eye peered down from the open flap, then withdrew. This was a depressing
development. Ralph thought for a moment. How many big boppers were there now? Ten,
fifteen? Was it really necessary that they drive the little boppers into extinction? Perhaps he
was wrong to . ..

AWedbre not going to stand for this, GAX!0 Burct
till you have your tenth session!o

Every bopper, big or small, had his brain wiped by the One every ten months. There were no
exceptions. Of course a bopper as big and powerful as GAX would have a constantly updated
scion waiting to spring into action. But a bopper who had recently transferred his
consciousness to a new scion was in some ways aasllnerable as a lobster who has just shed his
old shell.

So, spindly Burcheeds threat had @alock-sized GAXn f or
Another heavy disk of glass came angling out from that flap, but Burchee dodged it easily

ATomorrow, W&GAXe going to take you apaaaaart! o |
littl e, and he came stalking back to Ral phos s
over the two corpses, pocketing the usable chips
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AfHeds due to be winmcrdr oawt, 01 3B0uOr chhewer ss ati d throw
Ral phdés shoul ders. AYou oought to come by for th
Al o6l 1 try, o Ralph said, and meaning it. The bi
t hreat to anarchy! He 6 d hhealtp wtahse m nt atphee Aonl dde rnsaor

really . . . but then . ..

~

Al ol |l try to be here, 0 Ralph said again. AANd
robot-remotes will be running on stored programs. You should expect a tough fight.o

Burchee flashed a warm yellow goodbye, and Ralph went on down Sparks Street, heading for
thebus-st op. He didndét want to have to walk the fi

There was a saloon just before the busstop, and as Ralph passed it, the door flew open and two
truckers tumbled out, snaky arms linked in camaraderie. They looked like rolling beer kegs

with bunches of purple tentacles set in the ends. Each of them had a rented scrambler plugged
into his squat head-bump. They took up half the street. Ralph gave them a wde berth,

wondering a bit nervously what kind of delusions they were picking up on.

fiBox the red socket basher are, 0o one chortled
ASphere a blue plug stroker is,0 the .other repl

Peering over them into the saloon, Rdph could see five or six heavily-built boppers lurching

around a big electromagnet in the center of the room. Even from here he could feel the
confusing eddy currents. Places like that frightened Ralph. Conscious of the limited time left
before BEX landed, he sped around the corner, craning to see if the bus was coming

He was pleased to see a long low flaicar moving down the street towards him. Ralph stepped
out and flagged it down. The bus quoted the daily fare and Ralph paid it off. Up ten units from
yesterday. The constant inflation served as an additional environmental force to eliminate the
weak.

Ralph found an empty space and anchored himself. The bus was open all around, and one had
to be careful when it rounded corners . . . sometimes traveling asfast as thirty kph.

Boppers got on and off, here and there, but most of them, like Ralph, were headed for the
spaceport. Some already had business contacts on Earth, while others hoped to make contacts

or to find work as guides. One of the latter had built himself a more-or-less human-looking

| mi pol ex head, and wore a |l arge button saying,
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Ralph looked away in disgust. Thanks to his own efforts, the boppers had long since discarded
the ugly, human-chauvinist priorities of Asimov: To protect humans, To obey humans, To
protect robots . . . in that order. These days any protection or obedience the humans got from
boppers was strictly on a pay-as-you-go basis

The humans still failed to understand that the different races needed each other not as masters
or slaves, but as equals. For all their limitations, human minds were fascinating things . . .
things unlike any bopper program. TEX and MEX, Ralph knew, had started a project to collect
as many human softwares as they could. AWl now t hey wanted Cobb Ander

The process of separating a humandés software fr
getting the thought patterns out of the brain, was destructive and non -reversible. For boppers

it was much easier. Simply by plugging a co-ax in at the right place, one could read out and

tape the entire information content of a boppe
complex task. There were the electrical patterns to record, the neuron link-ups to be mapped,

the memory RNA to be fractioned out and analyzed. To do all this one had to chop and mince.
Wagstaff felt this was evil. But Cobb would . ..

AYou must be Ralph Numbers, o0 the bopper next t
looked like a beauty-shop hair-dryer, complete with chair. She had gold flickercladding, and

fizzy little patterns spiraled around her pointy head. She twined a metallic tentacle around one

of Ral phdéds .mani pul ators

AWe better talk DC,0 came the voiceofthébusas mor
been picking up on your thoughts, Ralph.o

He gl anced around. How can you tel!/l if a boppe
has his head turned around and has his vision sensors pointed at you. Most of the boppers

around Ralph were still staring at him. There was going to be chaos at the spaceport when

Cobb Anderson got off the ship.

AiWhat does he |l ook |like?06 came the silky signal

ABy now, who knows?0 Ralph pul sed bacdkentygfiva et |y
years out of date. And humans all look alike anywayo

ANot to me, 0 Ral phdés neighbor purred.oo Al desi gn

~

AThat 6s nice, 0 Ralph said. ANow could you tak
projections to run. 0
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nok . But why dondét you | ook me up tomorrow aft
And 1 6d | ike to conj ugatleu Gubditdi3dd20u. My name i s
AiMaybe, 0 Ralph said, a |little flatteredctadn t he
Earth had to have something on the ball. The red plastic flickercladding that Vulcan had sold

him must not | ook bad. Must not | ookdo bad at all

AWhat oriot?
ATheyob6re going to tear ddeworké&sodto Or try to. He

Al ol |l cC ome, too! There should be | ots of good
MEX, too, did you know?0

Ralph started in surprise. Wreck MEX, the museum? And what of all the brain -tapes MEX had
so painstakingly acquired?

=]

Theshoul dnét do that, 0o Ralpho said. #AThis is ge
AWreck themLalul sai @i meyrily. ADo you mind if I
ifGo ahead. But | eave me al one. | 6ve got to thin

The bus had drawn clear of Disky and had started aross the empty lunar plain leading to the
spaceport. Away from the buildings, the sunwas bri ght, and everyoneos
more mirror -like. Ralph mulled over the news about MEX. | n a way it woul dnbo
Anderson. The main thing was to get his brain taped and to send the tape back down to Earth.

Send it to Mr. Frostee. Then the Cobb software could take over his robot-remote double. It
would be the best thing for the old man. From v
was abou to give out.

The busload of boppers pulled up to the humanod:
from high above, BEX announced that he would be landing in half an hour. Right on time. The

whole trip, from Earth to space -station Ledge via shuttle, and from Ledge to the Moon via BEX,

took just a shade over twenty-four hours.

An air-filled passenger tunnel came probing out from the dome, ready to cup the deepspace
s hi p 6leck as isaon as it landed. The cold vacuum of the Moon, so comfortable fo the

boppers, was deadly for humans. Conversely, the warm air inside the dome was lethal to the
boppers.
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No bopper could enter the humanso dome without
wheel around with him. The boppers kept the air in the dome as dry as possible to protect them

from corrosion, but in order for the humans to survive, one did have to put up with an ambient
temperature in excess of 290A K. And the human:
extra refriger atsisupercondacting circuds wbutd foneak rda@wn instantly in

there.

Ral ph shelled out the rent al fee . . . tripled
wheeling his refrigerator in front of him. It was pretty crowded. He stationed himself close
enough to the visachecker to be able to hear the names of the passengers

There were diggers scattered all around the waiting area . . . too many. They were all watching
him. Ralph realized he should have let Vulcan disguise him more seriously. All he hal done
was to put on aflashing red coat. Some disguisé
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CHAPTER NINE

The faces in the moon kept changing. An old woman with a bundle of sticks, a lady in a feather
hat, the round face of a dreamy girl at the edge of life

ASl owl vy, si | ent | iyWalksntbewnight imeher Mitvey shoon , 6 Cobb quo
sententiously. ASome -HLbings never change, St a

Sta-Hi leaned across Cobb to stare out the tiny quartz port-hole. As they drew closer the
pockmar ks gr ew, and t he stubbl e vastfcheekmdecant ai ns
unmistakable. A syphilitic fop in pancake make-up. Sta-Hi fell back into his seat, lit a last joint.

He was feeling paranoid.

ADid you ever flash, 06 he asked through a c¢l oud
copies of us coud be permanent ? That this is all just to get us out of the way so Anderson, and

Sta-Hi, can pose as humans®

This was, at leastin StaHi 6 s case, a fairly correct assess me
not to tell Sta-Hi this. Instead he blustered.

ifhat 6s just ridi®oulous. Why would

AYou know more about the boppers than | do, ol
about having helped design them.0

ADi dndét you | ear-schoalSetit ? me Cohbhaghed sorrowful
who taught the robots howoto bop? Dondt they te

~

il was out-Hia daitd owiSttha a shrug. iBut what i f 1
Earth. They send down copies of wus, and talk us
copies stat standing in for us and gathering information. Right? o

Al nformation about what 20 Cobb snappe-dlearanteVe Wwe
lives down there, Sta-Hi. 0

A Wh at | dm worried about i s wkHewehten, flickitn g igvizibld |l et
drops of tension off the tips of his fingers.
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up here. Use them for hideous and inhuman exper
and broke into nervous laughter.

Cobb shook dénmsi re@a@MerniitbDi s. That s what ot says

Sta-Hi fished out the papers from his pocket and handed them over. Cobb looked through
t hem, sipping at his coffee. Hed6d been drunk &
with a shot of stimulantsand B-vi t ami ns. He h édadedinmdénthd.t so cl ear

There was his visa. Smiling bearded face, born March 22, 1950,Graham DeMentis signed in
his looping hand down at the bottom of the document.

AThat 6s t he gHirenearkedslookirfg bverdis shouller.

AWhat i s?

StaHi 6 s only answer was to press his |ips toget|
stewardess moved down the aisle, her Velcro footcoverings schnicking loose from the Velcro

carpet at each step. Longish bbnde hairfree-f al | i ng around her face. i

belts. We will be landing at spaceport Disky in six-oh-niner seconds.o

The rockets cut in and the ship trembled at the huge forces beneath it. The stewardess took
Cobbbés empty edpupantdi snapapl e. APl ease extingui
This to Sta-Hi.

He handed her the roach, smiling and letting smoke trickle through his teeth and up at her.

AnGet wiggly, baby.

Her eyes flickered . . . Yes? No? . . . and then she flickedite r oach i nto Cobbds
moved on.
ANow remember, 6 Cobb cautioned. AnWe play it | ik

of the boppers, the diggers, are out to stop uso

The shipbés engines roared t o flawup omehe laming field . Li
and there was silence. Cobb stared out the lendike little port -hole. The Sea of Tranquility.

Blinding gray, it undulated off to the too -close horizon. A big crater back there . . . five
kilometers, fifty? . . . the Maskelyne Crater. Unnaturally sharp mountains in the distance. They
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reminded Cobb of something he wanted to forget: teeth, ragged clouds . . . the Mountains of
Madness. Surely some civilization, somewhere, had believed that the dead go to the Moon

There was a sdt but final -sounding thop from the other side of the ship. The air tunnel. The
stewardess cranked open the | ock, her sweet as:
out, Sta-Hi asked her for a date.

AMe and Grampsol | be ateMbhPatHsl t 06| | bgbyi nPane
drain. Fall on by?0

Her smile was as unreadable as a Hall oweea mask
AWhich . .. .0 he began

She cut him off : ATher eds o nThank youm fer.traveligghwaghk i n g

us, sir. Enjoy your stay.o

The space terminal was crowded with boppers. StaHi had seen models of a few of the basic
types before, but no two of them waiting out there looked quite alike. It was like stepping into
Boschodés Hel.l .. F.acfiefsacaensdo . . . crowding the pic

Hovering right by the door was a smiling sphere holding itself up with a whirling propeller. The
smil e all but split it in half. n&ebalssubterrane

Down at the end of the ramp waited the visa-checker, looking something like a tremendous
stapler. You stuck your visa in there while it scanned your face and fingerprints. KAH-
CHUNNNG! Passed

Standing right next to the visa-checker was a boxy re robot. Things like blue snakes or
dragons writhed around his treads. Diggers. The red robot stuck a nervous microphone of a
face near StaHi and Cobb, then reeled his head back in

He reminded Cobb a little of good old Ralph Numbers. But with those diggers there it was
better not to ask. It could wait until they met in the museum .

In the lobby, dozens of garish, selfmade machines wheeled, slithered, stalked and hovered.
Every time Cobb and StaHi would look one way, snaky metal tentacles would pluck at them
from the other direction .

AYou buy ouranium?
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ot

Got medrcury?

Ol d fashioon T. V. set ?

ot

AFuck andooid girls?

N

Sell yoor fingers?

ot

Moon Kimg relics?

AProstheticotal king peni s?

3t

C h-ingrket tip -sheet®

H o Ateoked food?®

3t

3t

Set upofactory?
fSame tk-sook?f uc

DNA deadh code?

St

fi D ulmath enema?0

See vacuwum bell s?

St

St

B r anevdvoice-prints? o

St

N-oisk brain -tape?0

You selod camer a?

St

St

Pl ay my songs?
ifMe be you?
i Ho toe |l ?

Cobb and StaHi jumped into the lap of this last bopper, a husky black fellow contou red to seat
two humans.

ANo baggage?0 he asked
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Cobb shook his head. The black bopper forced his way through the crowd, warding off the
others with things like huge pinball flippers. Sta-Hi was silent, still thinking some of t hose
offers over.

The bopper carrying them kept a microphone and camera eye attentively focused on them.
Al snét there any control ?0 Cobb asked querul ou:c
arriving passengers?

AYou are our honored guestAohamedandellolarmp.pgoodbyg.ai d ¢

Here is your hotel. I will accept payment. o A |
StaeaHi drew out his wallet. It was nice and full
AMoney i s so dull , o0 the b o p p surprisea gifs w& comgdlex i |

information. o

Cobb felt in the pockets of his white suit. There was still some scotch, a brochure from the
spaceliner, a few coins . ..

Boppers were pressing up to them again, plucking at their clothes, possibly snipping out
samples.

fi D i-sidé newspapers®d
i 6SIl ow boat to Chinad ?
AExecution Gsense tapes?

The black bopper had only carried them a hundred meters. Impatiently, Sta-Hi tossed his
handkerchief into their carrierds waiting hoppe

fAloha, 0 t he b opper baskaawdrds tha gate, groaving oa tthe slubby weave

The hotel was a pyramid-like structure filling the center of the dome. Cobb and Sta-Hi were
relieved to find only humans in the lobby. Tourists, businessmen, dri fters.

Sta-Hi looked around for a reception desk, but could spot none. Just as he was wondering who
he might approach, a voice spoke in his ear

AnWel come to the Disky Hilton, Mr . DeMenti s.
grandfather on the fift h floor.o
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AWho was that ?0 Canglis bid shaggyhdag dharplyt u r n
Al am DEX, the Disky Hilton. o The hotel itseltf
Somehow it could point-send its voice to any spot at all . . . indeed it could carry on a different

conversation with every guest at once

The ethered little voice led Cobb and Sta-Hi to an elevator and up to their room. There was no
guestion of privacy. After heartily drinking a few glasses of water from the carafe, Cobb finally
calledtoStaHi , ALong tro p, eh Dennis?

ASure was, Gr amyqushinkwdkhauld datbniorrodv®0

nWaaal |, I think 1061 still bskdest Magbe weusbduld masely o ut
on over to that museum those robots built. Just to ease ourselves in slow like, you knowo

The hotel cleared its throat beforet al ki ng, so as not to startle t
the museum at oh-nine-hundred hours. 0

Cobb was scared to even look at SteHi. Did DEX know who they really were? And was he on
their side or the diggersodo si dée&againstanakindh Gobbwo ul ¢
immortal in the first place? He poured out the last of his Scotch, tossed it off, and lay down. He

really was tired. The low lunar gravity felt good. You could gain a lot of weight up here.
Wondering what would be for breakfast, Cobb drifted into sleep .
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CHAPTER TEN

Sta-Hi threw a blanket onto the old man and walked over to look out the window. Most of the
boppers were gone now. They had left a jumble of wheeled refrigeration carts next to the air
lock. Slowly, meticulously, a hunch-backed bopper was lining the carts up.

A human couple strolled around the plaza between the hotel and the visachecker. There was
something odd to Sta-H i in the studied aimlessness of the
them for five minutes and they still di dndét get anywhere. Around an
hillbillies in a shooting gallery .

The translucent plastic dome was not far overhead, tinted against the raw sunlight. For the

humans it was night in here, but outside the sun still shone, and the boppers were as active as
ever . Even though the Lunar day | asts two week
they still, perhaps out of nostalgia, but probably out of inertia, kept time by the human twenty -
four-hour day system. And to make the humans comfortable, they varied the brightness of their

dome accordingly.

Sta-Hi felt a shudder of claustrophobia. His every action was being recorded, analyzed. Every
breath, every bite was just another link to the boppers. He was, right now, actually inside a
bopper, the big bopper DEX. Why had he let Cobb talk him into coming here? Why had Cobb
wanted him?

Cobb was snoring now. For a terrible instant, Sta-Hi thought he saw wires running out of the
pill ow and into the ol d man6izdthey awdrepjust bldek hdire a n e d
among the gray. He decided to go down to the lounge. Maybe that stewardess would be there

The hotel bar and lounge was full, but quiet. Some businessmen were bellied up to the
automatic bar. They were drinking moon -brewed be e r . . . the domeds dry
thirsty .

In the middle of the lounge a bunch of tables had been pushed together for a party. Earth
bottled champagne. StaHi recognized the revelers from the flight up. A fortyish dominatrix -
type tour-guide, and six sleek young married couples. Inherited wealth, for them to be up here
so young. They ignored StaHi, having long since sized him up as dull and lower-class

Alone in a booth at the end of the room was the face he wantedThe stewardess. There was no
drink in front of her, no book . . . she was just sitting there. Sta-Hi slid in across from her .
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i Reme mb e&r me ?

She nodded. fASure. o There was something funny a
as a parked car. Al 6veo sort of been waiting for

i We | Ftightd Dolthey sell dope here®d
The hotel ds di sembodied voice cut in.ofAWhat wou
Sta-Hi considered. He wanted to be able to sleep . . . eventually

AfGi ve me a blkeeostnd Het gvloan ccaldsmiing face Aceossshg tabiee t r i
AAnd Ooyou?

fiThe usual.o
AVvery good, sir and madam, 0 the hotel mur mur ed

Seconds later a little door in the wall by their table popped open. A conveyor belt had brought
the order. Sta-Hi 0 s-bobsivwas a shotglass of ckar liquid, sharp with solvents, bitter with
al kal oids. The womanos

AWhat 6s your n a-hi¢ossadoff hisdfoul?t ca sStiang poti on. Hedéd b
two hours.

AMi sty. 0 She reached out to Pheushal. up t he object

iAWhat i s t-High itush of pakic was percolating up his spine. Fast stuff, the two-boost.
The girl across from him was holding a little metal box, holding it to her temple . . .

She giggled suddenl vy, her eyes dalohthelitilghoxand t f e

~

rubbed it back and Thsyetripeoplensayh ewiggly 20r e he ad . A

AYou dondét | iveoon Earth anymore?
nof course not.o Long silence. She ran the | i
AW ggly.

There was aburst of laughter from the young-marrieds. Someone had made an indecent
suggestion. Probably the beefy guy pouring out more champagne
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StaHi 6s attention went back to the emptily pret
seen anything like the thing she was rubbing on her head

iAiWh&st hat 20 he .asked again
AAn el ectoromagnet,
AYoudre . . .0 youdre a bopper?

AnWwel | |, sort of . |l 6m compl etely i nor gacomntaned. i f t
My brain is actual | yote-contr@dlédXart ofithe spaceship.d¢ of a r e

She flicked the little box back and forth in front of her eyes, enjoying the way the magnetic field
' i nes moved t heWigginaGareysu teachone sothe mofe new slang?

Before seeing his own robot double atthe spaceport, StaHi had never believed that he could
mistake a machine for a person. And now it was happening again. Sitting here in the roar of the
two-boost, he wished he was someplace else

Misty leaned across the table, a smile tugging atthe cones of her | i ps. ADi d
was human?

il dondt nor mal |l y mak e -Hdblutted,andwried tdvrecavaravithiajokes , 0 S
Al dondt evenob own a vibrator.
Hedéd hurt her feelings. She turned uipantedstasy di al

that showed him her contempt.

Suddenly lonely, he reached out and pulled the hand with the electromagnet away from her
temple.

nTal k to me, Mi sty. o He could feel the movemen:
had a sudden horrible suspicion that everyone herewas a r obot . But , even
was warm under his, fleshy.

StaHi 6 s beer sat u n ttap betweendheno. Misty bhew patt af bbhe leead away,
took a sip, handed the glass to StaHi. He sipped too. Thick, bitter .

ADEX brews this himself, 00she remar ked. ADo you

Ailtdéds ok. But can you digest? OrfAis there a pl a
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Misty set down her magnet-box and twined her fingers with Sta-Hi 0 s . AYou shoul d
asapersonnMypr sonal ity is human. I still l'i ke eatin
prettily and traced a circle on Sta-Hi 6 s pal m. Al dondt get to meet
stewardessing the LedgeDisky run.. . 0

He pull ed his handy oauwabye. hAuBmatn hiofwoycoaunbr e a mach
ALook, 0 Misty said patiently. AThere used to b

Richmond, Virginia. Last spring Misty -girl hitchhiked to Daytona Beach for some brainsurfing.
She fell in with a bad crowd. Really bad. A gang called the Little Kidders.0

The Little Kidders . StaH i could stildl see their faces. That
Kristleen? And Berdoo, the skinny Ilittle guy w
teeth. And Phil, the leader, the big guy with the tattoo on his back

n . . . ¢gatpeher Mirsdiyn was saying. AWhil e BEX bu
BEX thereds a perdgiercltd smopdeerls oonfa IMitsyt.y BEX tel | s
model runs . . . this.d She spr eamnewbMisty-girhter hands pa
AFrom what -Hi hsardoaStaeutrally as possdatng e, A

brains, not taping them.o

AYoubve heard of them?0 Mi dobkgl isleemedepireoreaed
But one of them is a robot with a little laboratory inside his chest. He has all the equipment to

get the memoriesout. Thepatt erns. They get a | ot of peopl ec
are making a sort of library o u t of them. But mo st peo-pemae donod
body | i ke me. l 6m just really . . . lucky. o6 She

Al &m sur prised youor-elisdidefihallyi BEY .. m\istya |. mustrdally:igt 0 St e

know who he was. Whoever hadf i xed up their fake |1 D6s must N
others.
But maybe . . . and this would be much worse . . . maybe they did knowperfectly well who he

was. But he was already doomed, a walking dead man, just waiting for them to extract his
brain-tape and send it down to Earth to run that Sta-Hi, they had all set. You can tell anything

to a man about to die.

ABut BEX didndét want m¥outandt Mheay Wwam ehyicogr
telling me to shut up tmhkewhmel el tsmel | Bhavhemyge
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of the brain-t ap e . I can do what I|-HI dbkeegeSheThmrbkbewa
silence and then she started talking again

AYou wanted to know who | a m:rembote. A\ derveuniyaparated n e a
by a program stored in a boppe-girl op dheeasauhis tpe. But
software, you know. The software is what counts, the habits and the memories. The brain and

the body are just meat, seeds for the organt anks. 0 She smiled uncertai
beer, set it down.o iDo you want to fuck?

The sex was nice, but confusing. The whole situation kept going dipolar on Sta-Hi. One instant

Mi sty would seem | i ke a | ovel yinuwyalikera Iggtipuppytovh o 6 d
be stroked, a |l onely woman to be husbanded. Bu
her eyes, and hedd be screwing a machi ne, an i

with women were a mess
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CHAPTER ELEVE N
Cobb Anderson was not too surprisedto seeagirlinStaHi 6 s bed when he woke

AArendét you the stewardess?0 he asked, slowly r
his clothes three nights runni ngherhopper spdeshigt on
and now here in the hotel. The grease on his skin had built up so thick that it was hard to blink

his eyes. fADo they have a shower here?

Al dm sorry, o0 the hotel s disembodied voice ans\
on the Moon. But you may enjoy a chemical spongebath, Mr. Anderson. Step right this way. 0

A light blinked over one of the three doors. Stiffly, ponderously, Cobb shuffled through it .

Al 6l 1 have to charge you for tr i pdlSe-Hiarcacpolipancy ,
neutral voice.

But at the same time he could overhear another of its point-voices sniggeringly asking Misty,
ADj a ©0ome?

ABreakfdalsdt s@i%Pt,a drowning the other voice ®@ut . i

St

Very g@od, sir

The old man appeared again, moving like an upended steamer trunk on wheels. He was naked.
Seeing Misty he paused, embarrassed

Al dm having myoclothes cl eaned.
ADondét weHir yp,ud Stna A Shemoe j ust a robot

Cobb ignored that, peeled a sheetoff the bed and wrapped it around his waist. He was a hairy
man, and most of the hair was white. His stomach looked bigger with the clothes off.

Just then breakfast slid out of the wall and o
Cobb said, taking one of the beers. It had a kick to it, and left him momentarily dizzy. He took a
plate of the scrambled . . . eggs? . . . and sat down on his bed

AfHe doesndt kn-owmwh a t-HisajddodBty &
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Mouth full, Cobb glared at himuntihehad swal | owe ddo, StaHfi .c ocCuarnsde |y o u
through your drug -addled noggin that | was at one time a famous man? That I, Cobb Anderson,
am responsible for the robots having evolved into boppers?

Somet hing on the gir | O0dbbrénemberedtieacogerestbry. And t hen
NfnThe ears haWNie rwearmhdrsk eddhéaddaYou s hit

Cobb glared again, and continued eating in silence. So what if some of the boppers found out
who he was, anyway?They ¢ o udll der against him getting immortality . Maybe the hotel
didnét even care. He had sl ept wel/l in the | ow

Having learned that Cobb Anderson was here in the room with her, Misty . . . that is to say the
bopper brain in the nose of the spaceship . . . tookcertain steps. But meanwhile started an
argument with Sta-Hi.

AWhy di djustarnoebotsrampte? As if | were less than human. Would you say that about
a woman with an artificial leg? Or a glass eye? | just happen to beall artificial. 0

AStuzzyl &Mastwave wi-Hih. ifiBwt sad dl &g as BEX ha:
t

hink he does, youdre realily just a puppet bein
fiwhat do you <call your sel f?0 SkiHs?tWhat ia stupeddrnameplt ed a
sounds like a brand-name for panty-hose!o

APersonal +H4Hmnswslat g, 0 s8ta&ki ng bis head. AWhat next
Al't is now 0830 hours, o0 the hotel interrupted.

the 0900 bus to the robotics museum?0

AWill we need pressure suits?0 Cobb asked
AThey will o0be provided.

AfLetdébs go then, o0 Misty said

Sta-H i exchanged a gl ance with Cobb. ALook Misty
journey for the ol d man. I wonder I f you <coul
lunchtime. 0
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fFade? 6 Mi sty cried, angrily flouncing across the
the top of my head! Then you woul dndét even have
the door very hard.

AOuch, 0 theftthot el said so

AWhy did ywaoauwu g her?0 Cobb asked. RSheds cut e.
my way.0

AYou bet she-HWo wlndsméetr,edd . SthadDo you reali ze what
to do to us?

ATheybébre going to give me s obhd kiand ddhfapipmmer t
some new organs as well. And as for you, well . .a

Cobb didndét | i ke to tell the vy o uheloppersmdwantedh at
him out of the way. But before he could tell him about Sta-Hi,u s i ng Mo fueregitéget i n

a night watchman job at the warehouse, StaHi had started talking .

Al mmortality. Wh a't t hey want to do, ol d man, i
sqgueeze all the information out. Th&npdoflbranst or e
And i f webre lucky, they might send copies of
robot-r e mot es. Buto thatds not

ABUS TOUR PARTI CI PANTS MUST PROCEED TO THE LOB
room blared, interrupting Sta -Hi.

Cobb was galvanized into activity by this. He hurried out to the elevators, dragging Sta-Hi with

hi m. It was | i ke he didnét want tH? Hb eame alohghe t r
Now that the hotel knew that hédkhawe he woyl d
break in the museum.

The tour-bus was about halffull. Most of the others were ageing rich folks, singles and couples.
Everyone was wearing a bubbletop pressure suit. They were supple, lovely things . . . made of a
limp clear plastic that sparkled with a sort of inner light. In the shade, a person in a bubble-
topper looked normal, except for the mild halo that seemed to surround his head. But the suits
turned reflective in sunlight .

The bus was a wirewheeled flat-car surmounted by two rows of grotesquely functional seats.
Each seat consisted of three black balls of hard rubber mounted on a bent Y of stiff plastic. To
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StaHi his seat | ooked | i kwih elkrythikgebyt thel oasesamd ears h e a d
invisible. He half -expected a squeak of protest when he lowered his body down onto it

As they pulled clear of the dome a sudden crackle of static split his helmet
AWebdbve got an AOK on that, Houston. We @re proc

Breathing, a fizzling whine, another voice.

Al am | eaviwvg the vehicle.

Pause

AGot a Il ittle probdbem with the steps here.

Long pause

AiWe read you, Neal. 0 Faint, encouraging

Big crackle.

Mat 6s one small step fordodman, giant step for hi

Synthetic cheering washed out the voices. StaHi turned to Cobb, trying to catch a glimpse of
his face. But now there was no way to see in throught h e ot h e ftapmer. Theirlsuits rad
turned mirror - i ke as soon as theydd | eft the shade of

The bopper bus continued withitst aped A Sounds of Lunar Di scove
Disky. The key moon-landings were all dramatized, as were the attempts at human settlement,

the dome blow-outs, and the first semi-autonomous robots. When Disky was about 500 meters

off , the transcendentally bland voice on the tape reached its finale.

ANi net e e-RiveNRalpheNungbers and twelve other self-reproducing robots are set free in
the Sea of Tranquility! Learnthe restof t he story i n the robotics
and a longish pause.

Sta-Hi stared at the buildings of Disky, filling the small horizon. Here and there, boppers
moved about, just small glittering lights at this distance .

Suddenly the busds real voice sounded in thei
circumscribi ng Disky through fift y-eight degrees to reach our entry ray. Please to be restful and
asking questions. My label Captain Cody in this context. Do brace for shearo
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Hardly slowing down, the vehicle swerved sharply to the right. The Y-seats swayed far over.

Too far. StaH i grabbed Cobbds ar m. I f he fell of f, n
those big,fle xi ng wheel s. You had the feeling that A (
For a minute the seats wobbled back and forth. Now the bus was drivingalong the outskirts of

Disky, circling the city counterclockwise .

AHow many boppers |live here?0 came some .ol dster
The voice tried again. fAiHow many boppers |ive i
il am researchimg, bhicamenftdematepl vy. The busbs

Definitely alien -sounding. Everyone waited in silence for the population figure .

A large building slid by on their left . The sides were open, and inside you could see stacked
sheets of some materal. A bopper standing at the edge stared at them, its head slowly tracking
their forward motion .

AWhat precision is required?0 the bus asked the

~

il donodt know, 06 the ol d quest izeroprecisian? @oeskthae d u n
make sensed

iThank you, 0 t he bzersprecigion,ristnb lgodpers livilgiirt Disky. Or ten to
sixty-third power. 0

Boppers were notorious for their nit -picking literal -mindedness when talking to humans. It
was just another of their many ways of being hostile. They had never quite forgiven people for
the three Asimov laws that the original designers had . . . unsuccessfully, thanks to Cobb . . .
tried to build into the boppers. They viewed every human as a thwarted Simon Legree

For a while after that, no one asked Captain Cody any more questions. Disky was big . . .
perhaps as big as Manhattan. The bus kept a scrupulous five hundred meters from the nearest
buildings at all times, but even from that distance one could make out the wild diversity of the
city.

It was a little as if the entire history of Western civilization had occurred in one town over the
course of thirty years. Squeezed against each other were structures of every conceivable type:
primitive, classical, baroque, gothic, renaissance, industrial, art nouveau, functionalist, late
funk, zapper, crepuscular, flat-flat, hyperdee . . . all in perfect repair. Darting among the
buildings were myriads of the brightly colored boppers, creatures clad in flickering light .
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AHow come the buidmndtié&dsSthd er seddi 6 €Capt ain Cody?
AWhat category of cause yosomgedd equirements?0 the

ifState the <cat egor i-H shot baCla getermined ndd o dayl intd theSdarae
trap as the last questioner.

AWHY QUESTI ON, 0 tdhda nbuas gd noaasvesrGafegdries nMaterialiCause,

Situational Cause, Teleological Cause. Material Cause Subcategories: Spacetime, Mass

energy. Situational Cause Subcategories: Information, Noise.Teleological Cause Subcategories
..R

Sta-Hi stopped | i stening. Not being able to see any
bubble-toppers had gone as silvery as Christmastree balls. The round heads reflected Disky
and e ac h flectiohsdrreadiessiregresses. How long had they been on the buk

finformational Situational Cause Subsubcategories : 6 t he bus conti nued,
precise intonation, f@MAnal og, Digital. Noi sy

Sta-Hi sighed and leaned back in his seat
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CHAPTER TWELVE

The museum was underground, under Disky. It was laid out in a pattern of concentric circles
intersected by rays. Somet hing | i ke Danteds 1In
walked down the sloping stone ramp. His cheap, secondhand heart felt like it might blow out

any minute.

The more he thought about it, the likelier it seemed that what Sta-Hi said was true. There was
no immortality drug. The boppers were going to tape his brain and put him in a robot body.
But with the body he had now, that might not be so bad.

The idea of having his brain-patter ns extracted and transferred d
Hi. For Cobb understood the principles of robot consciousness. The transition would be weird
and wrenching. But if all went well . . .

Ailtdéds on the ri--isad ptessing higbbhbble-teq pp &t aagai nst Cobb
little engraved stone map in his hand. They were looking for the Anderson room.

As they walked down the hall the exhibits sprang to life. Mostly hollows . . . holograms with
voice-overs broadcast directlytothesu t s6 radios. A thin little ma
wool vest appeared in front of them. Kurt Godel it said under his feet. He had dark-rimmed

glasses and silvery hair. Behind him was a blackboard with a statement of his famous
Incompleteness Theorem.

nThe human mi nd i S i ncapabl e of formul ating
intuitions, o G°del 6s i mage stated. He had a wa
chattered into an amused hum.

AnOn the other hand, 0 n ptovee so g is rensainopbssibientrat there a s b
may exist (and even be empirically discoverable) a theoremproving machine which in fact is
equivalent to mathematical intuition . . . f

AWhat 6s he t al-RKidemgndelbout 20 St a

Cobb had stopped to watch the hollow of the great master. He still remembered the years he
had spent brooding over the passagebuileaiolmohas wa s
smart as themselves. But, logically speaking, it is possible for such robots toexist.
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How? Cobbhad s ked hi msel f t hr oHovw ¢ao wet bring mte existenceltldes |,
robots which wen 1880 mé had tthee lsalie dan@s of an answer. One of his
colleagues had written the paper up for Speculations in Science and Technology:. ATowar d:¢
Robot Consci ousness, 0 hedéd <call ed ilet.the fobots evoldeeBut h a d
fleshing the idea out to an actual . ..

ALedob6d -Kbit aur ged, tugging Cobb through G°del 6s t

Beyond, two frightened lizards scampered down the hallway. A leathery-winged creature came
zooming up the hall towards them, and darted its scissoring beak at the lizards. One of the little
beasts escaped with a quick backflip, but the other was carried off over Cobb and StaHi 6 s
heads, dripping pale blood.

fiSurvival of the Fittest, 0 an announcer s mel |l ow voice intor
driving the engine of evolution. 0

In speeded-up motion, the little lizard laid a clutch of eggs, the eggs hatched, and new lizards

grew and whisked around. The predator returned, the survivors laid eggs . . . over and over the

cycle repeated. Each time the lizards were more agile, and with stronger rear legs. In a few

mi nutesd time they were hopping abo-tongued ande | o
yellow-eyed.

It was Cobb who had to urge them past this exhibit. StaHi wanted to stick around and see
what the lizards would come up with next.

Stepping out of the prehistoric scene, they found themselves on a carnival midway. Rifles

cracked and pinball machines chimed, people laughed and shrieked, and under it all was the

visceral throb of heavy machinery. The floor seemed to be covered with sawdust now; and
grinning, insubstantial bumpkins ambled past. A boy and girl leaned against a cotton -candy

stand, feeding eachothe bi ts of popcorn with shiny fingers
and a bumpy nose. A sinewave profile. She wore a high, blonde ponytail fastened by a mini-

blinker. The only jarring note was a hard rain of tiny purplish lights . . . which seemed to p ass

right through everything in the scene. At first Cobb took it for static .

To their right was a huge marquee with lurid paintings of distorted human forms. The
inevitable barker . . . checked suit, bowler, cigar-butt . . . leaned down at them, holding out his
thin cane for attention .
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fSee the Freaks, Feel the Geeks! 0o His | oud, hoa
The Dog-Boy! Pencil-Necks! The Human Lima Bean! Half -Man-Half- . . .0 Slowly t
noises damped down, and were replaced ly the rich, round tones of the voice-over.

fiMutation . i The voice -wmackiersglnya n The rsecdng &ey toethe
evolutionary process.o

The zippy little dots of purple light grew brighter. They passed right through everyone on the
midway . . . especially those two lovers, frenchkissing now, hips touching.

AThe human reproductive cells are subjected to
voice said earnestly. nfoWe call these the cosmic

The carnival noises faded back in now And each of the fast little lights made a sound like a
slide-whistle when it passed. The two kissing lovers began slowly to grow larger, crowding out

the rest of the scene. Soon an i mage of the sw
ripped loose and a single huge testicle enveloped Cobb and Stali, standing there mesmerized.

Hazy red light, the heavy, insistent sound of a heartbeat. Every so often a cosmic ray whistled
through. An impression of pipesd a 3D maze of plumbing which grew and blurred around

them. Gradually the blur became grainy, and the grains grew. They were looking at cells now,
reproductive cells. The nucleus of one of them waxed to hover in front of Cobb and StaHi.

With a sudden, crab-like movement the nuclear material split into striped writhing sausages.
The chromosomes. But now a cosmic ray cut one of the chromosomes in half! The two halves
joined up again, but with one piece reversed

fGeek gene, 0 a hillbilly muttered somewhdeéaae in
pictures went out. They were in a down-sloping stone hallway.

ifSelection and Mutation, 06 Cobb said aH Tdnmky wal
the robots evolve. They were designed to build copies of themselves, but they had to fight over

the parts. Natural selection. And | found a way of jiggering their programs with cosmic rays.
Mutation. But to predict . .. 0

Just ahead, a door |l ed off t eHi shith, eonsuliing hig map. A T h i s
AThe Cobb Ander son Room.
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CHAPTER THIRTEEN

Looking in, our two heroes could see nothing but darkness, and a dimly glowing red polygon.
They stepped through the door and the exhibit came on

AWe cannot build an intelligent robot, o6 a VvoicC:t
A hollow of the young Cobb Anderson walked past banks of computers to meet the visitors

AThis is where | grew the first bopper prograr
smil ed confidently, e wigiea @i nbgol pyp.e r i Noor og m @ tocc a n

complicated. So instead | set t housands of Sir
familiarly at the computers. AThere were | ots
getting wiped. And every so often all the surviving programs were randomly changed . . .

mutated. | even provided for a sort of . . . sexual reproduction, where two programs could

merge. After fifteen years, | .. .0

Cobb felt a terrible sickness at the gulf of time separating him from the dynamic young man he

had oncebeen. The heedless onward rush of events,
look at his old self. Sick at heart, he stepped back out of the room, pulling StaHi with him. The
display winked out. Again the room was dark, save for a glow of red light near the opposite

wall.

ARal ph?0 Cobb called, hisovoice trembling a bit

Ralph Numbers came clattering across the room. His red flickercladding glowed with swirls of
complex emotion. f@Altods good to seerighthing, RaPloct or
held out a manipulator, as if to shake hands.

Sobbing openly now, Cobb threw his arbosandar oun
rocked him to and fro. Al 6ve gotten ol d, Ral ph.
ANot reamdegrsdr.. IAOV e bsevemtimeseAnd lihave exchéinged vayious
subprograms with others. o

AThat 6s right, o Cobb said, | aughing and crying
is Sta-Hi. 0

AThat sounds | i ke a boedper name, 06 Ral ph remarKk
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~

i do my -Hpiarrte pl iSe da. ADi dnot they wused to sell
till 1 was six . . . till the bopper revolt in 2001. We were in the car when my parents heard it on
the radio, and they threw my Ralphie out the window. 0

N® course, o Cobb said. fAnN anarchi st revol uti o
your case, StaH i | 6d say the damage had already been

Ralph found their voices a bit blurred and hard to follow. Quickly he programmed himself a
filter circ ui t to clean wup their signal s. There was
designer.

ACobb, 0 RbhBEpmedi g krmMw that ywasudiffer ent from the other twelve original
boppers? That | would be able to disobeyd

il di dnot kngwui® @obbdshed. A B u tsome bopperenouldy we |
tear loose in a few yearso

ACoul dndét you-Hiaskedient i t?0 St a
ADonét you understand?06 Ral.ph flashed a checker

Cobb thumped aRed tpihdrsawamddiygmem td tev o | t . I didndét war
race of slaveso

AWe are grateful, 0 Ral ph s ai suffered drdatlyifosthisagto under s

A Wel | . ) .0 Cobb said, Al l ost my job. And my
c o0 u | prové a@nything. | mean, how was | supposed to be able to control a randomly evolving
process®

i But wgreable to put in an unalterable program forcing us to continue plugging into the
One, 0 Ralph said. AEven thaough many boppers dis

AThe pr e nuteadr t hat out, 06 Cobb said. fiHe asked
Faint signals were coming in over their radio, snatches of oily, hissing voices

n . ) ) hed@rrr mmme

n . ) ) sss riecorrderrr nno

ot

peadiss tal kinnng
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It sounded li ke lunatic snakes, drawing nearer.

AfCome, 0 Ral ph said. Al mmortality is this way.o
around with his manipulators. Up to their left the hollow of Kurt Godel started up his routine
again.

Ralph lifted out a section of the wall. It made a low door like a big rat-hole.

il n dher e.

It looked awfully dark in there. Sta -Hi checked his air reserve. Still plenty, eight or ten hours
worth. Twenty meters off, the lizards had started up again.

ACome on, 0 CobbHsasdar makiitbhgt &8s amove it.

AMove it where? | 06ve stildl got a return ticket
railroaded into . . . fi

The voices crackled over their radios again, I
Rrallph Numm berrs has nnott tolld you alll' Theyy willl dissectt yyou! o

Ten meters off, slowly crawling towards them down the carnival midway, came three glowing
blue boppers built like fat snakes with wings.

AThe -ddughger s! 6 Ral ph c¢cried, A Kudaick&uhgobd,lkuhcrpwl t t er
thu-through! 6

Cobb scooted through the hole in the wall headfirst. And Sta-Hi finally made his move. He
took off further down the hall, with hollows flaring up around him like mortar shells .

Once Cobb was through that low ittle door, he was able to stand up. Ralph hurried in after
him, pulled the door shut, and fastened it in four places. It was a very sturdy door. The only
Il i ght came f rflckerclRddihgpTindy sould feed the diggers scratching at the other
side of the wall. The leader was Wagstaff, Ralph had noticed

He made a downward, quieting gesture, and eased past Cobb. Cobb followed him then for what
felt like two or three kilometers. The tunnel never went up or down, nor left or right . . . just
straight ahead, stepafter quiet step. Cobb was unused to so much exercise and finally thumped
on Ral phés back. to make him stop

AWhere are you taking me?
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The robot stopped and snaked hi s hhoasds. VBhare ke. ATl
grow organs. We have an . . . operating table there as well. A nursie. You will not find the
transition painful. o Ralph fell sil ent and str
diggers nearby.

Cobb sat down on the floor of the tunnel. His suit was bouncy enough soit felt comfortable. He
decided to stretch out on his back. No need to stand on ceremony with a robot,after all.

Ailtdéds just -#ls wahl ofha®o BBadph was saying. ANoODb
Thereds only one nur swhi,|l end .i f. th eHéd adt ovmapg eech ealb

il know, 6 Cobb said. A know whatdéds coming. Y «
patterns and dissect my body to reseed the orga
it AThat 6s rPghbheredsdonoi it mmBadk phi ty drug, 1is

There was a long silence, THatdots fti gall y Weambtglv ea @
body for you on Earth. Il tés just a matter of ex

AHow does thatsWwedk?b6i €obbice strangely cal m. i
the brain?0

AFirst we do an EEG, of <cour se, -albalkettromhagnetic mapap hi c
of the brain activity, and can be carried out even without opening the skull. But t he memories .

~

.n

AThe memories are biochemical , éacidGeghencessoa iRNA A C
strands. o0 It was nice to be |ying here, talking
ARIi ght . We c an fcadeddinfooniition by bseng dadNgpectroscopc and X-ray
crystallographic processes. But first the RNA must be . . . extracted from the brain-tissues.
Thereds other chemical factors as wel . And i

determine the physical network patterns of the neurons. This is very . . .i

Ral ph broke off suddenl vy, a n@bmef Cobbz Ehe diggersaare | i st
catching up!o

But Cobb still lay there, resting his bones. What if the diggers were the good guys? i Y o u
woul dnot pl ay a tricksooncrnezy . RaHopw ?2dad tl skoruomvd sy
robot body of my own? And even if a robot is programmed with my brain -patterns . . . would

that really be . . .0
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AWwaitt Doctorr Annderssonnn! & onlyy wannt to
Ralph tugged franticalyat Cob b 6 s ar m, b uWagstaff wagapsntitem.o | at e.

AnHel | o, Rrall ph. Gladd to ssee you got t-happybui | |
whatt withh the rrevoltt againnst the bigg bopperrs comminng upp. 0

In the narrow tunnel, Cobb was squeezed between Ralph and the snaky digging robot called
Wagstaff. He could make out two more diggers behind Wagstff. They looked strong, alien, a
little frightening. He decided to take a firm tone with them .

AwWhat do you wantoto tel]l me, bopper?

~

i D o o Arerrsonn, didd yyou know thatt Rallph is goinng to lett TEX and MEX eatt yourr
brainn?o

AnWhoods oOMEX?

AThe bigg bopperr thatt i'ss the mmuseumm. TEX
will cutt. .. i

~

il already know al | vetapreed to it dvVshg conddidn that myAsoftivaré beh a
given new hardwar e oah abadrdi.ho. ¢ d mraist tmyn gl assuti c i d e
getting killed , Cobb thought to himself. But it should work. It should !

AYou see! 0 Ralph put iismoétr iswcmpheanttioy .c hilahogbeb h a
does. Heds not fleshére Hetuhderstandsst of t he

AnBut t does hhe realizze thatt Mi sterr Frosteee
AOh, go to stop! o6 Ralph flared. AWebr e laeidlvi ng.
war , t hen Cobb and | dion ot have a minute to | os
Ral ph started down the tunnel and Cobb, after

too far into it to turn back now .
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CHAPTER FOURTEEN

When Sta-Hi took off, he only glanced back once. He saw that Ralph had followed Cobb into
that rat-hole, and pulled the hole in after. And there were three big blue robots back there,
feeling around the wall. Sta-Hi sped around a comer, out of their sight and safe. He stopped to
catch his breath.

AYou Isdhohuave gone, too, 0 a voice said gently

He looked around frantically. There was no one there. He was in a dimly lit hallway. Old
bopper tools and components were mounted on the walls like an exhibit of medieval weaponry.
Distractedly, Sta-Hi read the nearest label. Spring -Operated Lifting Clamp, Seventh Cycle (ca.
2001). TC6399876. Attached to the wall above the label was a sort of artificial arm with . . .

AThen you could have |ived forever, o0 that same

Sta-Hi started running agai n. He ran for a long time, turning corners this way and that at
random. The next time he stopped for breath he noticed that the character of the museum had
changed. He was now in something like a gallery of modern art. Or perhaps it was a clothes
store.

He had been babbling while he ran . . . to drown out any voices that he might be hearing. But
now he could only pant for air. And the voice was still with him .

AYou are lost, o0 it said soothingly. AThi s i
human sector. There is still time for you to join Doctor Anderson. 0

The museum. It had to be the museum talking to him. Sta-Hi darted his eyes around, trying to
make a plan. He was in a largish exhibition hall, a sort of underground cave. A tunnel at the
other end sloped up towards light, probably somewhere in Disky. He started walking towards
the tunnel. But there would be boppers outside. He stopped and looked around some more

The exhibits in this hall were all much the same. Hooks sticking out from the wall, each with a
limp sheet of thick plastic hanging from the hook like a giant wash-rag. What made it
interesting was that the plastics were somehow electrified, and they flickered in strange and
beautiful patterns .

t



The Ware Tetralogy: Software

There was no one in the exhibition hall to stop him. He stepped over and took one of the
sparkling cloths off its hook. It was red, blue and gold. He threw it over his shoulders like a
cape, and gathered a bight over his head like a hood. Maybe now he could just ...

APut that bawk! aitheumaesnt | yv. AYou @dondt Kknow w

Sta-Hi pulled the cloak tighter around himself . . . it seemed to adjust to his fit. He walked up
the sloping tunnel and out into the streets of Disky. As he left the tunnel he felt something
sharp pinching into him .

It was as if a claw with invisibly fine talons had gripped the nape of his neck. He whirled
around, cape billowing out, and stared back into the museum tunnel he had just left. But no
one was following him.

Two purplish boppers came rolling down the street. They were like beer kegs rolling on their
sides, with tangles of tentacles at either end. Now and then they lashed the ground to keep
themselves rolling. When they got to Sta-Hi, they stopped in front of him. A high -speed
twittering came over his radio.

He pulled the hood of his cloak further forward over his face. What the hell was cutting into his
neck?

As StaHi thought this question, bursts of blue appeared on his cloak and grew to join each
other. Then little gold stars came out and began chasing each other around

One of the purple beer-barrels reached out an admiring tentacle to feel the material. It
twittered something to its companion and then pointed questioningly towards the tunnel that
Sta-Hi had just left . They wanted cloaks like his.

i Absolo SHi said. For some reason his voice came out warped into a crazy pidgen accent.
He pointed back down the ramp. AYyoou go get hi

The barrels trundled down the ramp, braking with their tentacles .
AVery niHG e ca@ | & @roak! Alld same good, ferras! Something rike yellyfish!o

He wal ked off briskly. T h i sHappy GQloakh. . .hhis HappydCioakp e d |
seemed to be alive in some horrible parasitic sense of the word. It had sunken dozens . . .
hundreds? . . . of microprobes through his suit and skin and flesh, and had linked itself up with
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his nervous system. He knew this without having to feel around, knew it as surely as he knew
he had fingers.

|l tés nice to have fingers

Sta-Hi stopped walking, trying to regain control of his thoughts. He reached for a feeling of
shock and disgust, but couldnét bring it off

| hope you are pleased. | am pleased

iAl |l a s aHne, mutSttear e d. i Goohoadp stpeelake ec htbogpppah. 0 |t
hedd mesaryt, tbawt it would have .to do. Hed6d seen \

As he walked down the street, several other boppers asked him where he had gotten that sharp
outfit. With the Happy Cloak plugged in, he could understand their signals. And the cloak was
doing something to communicate his thoughts, even though Sta-hi felt like he was talking some
weird parody English. It could have been the flickering light patterns, or it could have been
something with radio waves.

AYou evah do t his {Hhaskedgthelmexinan i ynet ?dhhe$t aver e al o
just boppah boys?

The Happy Cloak seemed surprised by this quest.
that Sta-Hi was trying to make.

| am two days old. Sweet joy befall me .

Sta-Hi reached for his neck, but the thing drew itself tighter around him. Well . . . a Happy
Cloak couldndét be all bad if so many boppers w:
he should do next, where the action was

1250 hours, the Happy Cloak answered. And t her e 6 s oirgooma tewa blotks offy
Please follow yourself.

A virtual image of himself walking formed in Sta-Hi 6 s v i sTheHappy Cloaked figure
seemed to be walking on down the sidewalk, five meters off.

ifnAh & s o

Sta-Hi followed the image through the maze of streets. The section they were in was mostly
living quarters . . . cubettes the size of large closets. Some of the closet doors were open, and
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inside Sta-Hi could make out boppers, usually just sitting there plugged into a solar battery.
Eating lunch. Some of the cubettes would have two boppers, and they would be plugged into
each other, their flickercladding going wild. Looking at the couples actually made Sta-Hi horny.
He was in bad shape for sure

A few more blocks and they were in the factory district. Many of the buildings were just open
pavilions. Boppers were crushing rocks, running smelters, bolting things together. Sta-Hi 6 s
virtual image marched along ahead of him, looking neither left nor right. He had to hurry to
keep up. He noticed that a number of boppers were moving down the street in the same
direction as him. And up ahead was a big crowd

The virtual image disappeared then, and StaHi pushed into the crowd. They had gathered in
front of a tremendous building with solid stone walls. One of the boppers, a skinny green
fellow, was standing on top of one of those beer barrels and giving a speech. Filtered through
t he Happy Cloakds software the garbled twitt

AGAX has just been wiped! L e kedwer'omove in befo

Boppers jostled Sta-Hi painfully. They were all so hard. A big silver spider stepped on his foot,
a golden hair-dryer bashed his thigh, and something like a movie-camera on a tripod tottered
heavily into his back.

ATo watching st StgHscriedangnlymrend hisdlappy!Cloak flared bright red .

AYou shoul dndét wear your best clothes to a
and down appreciatively. APick one up and | 061

fnAh ®&sso!

Sta-Hi lifted u p the tripod, massive but light in the lunar gravity. He held two of its legs and it
leveled its other leg at the huge factory door, fifteen meters off .

er i

r e

AfHere goes nothing, 06 the tripod chuckl ed, and

man 0 s hhe thitk metal door. The crowd surged forward, shrilling like a mob of ululating
Berbers. StaHi started to go along, but the tripod protested .

AHol d me tight, odear. I feel so faint.

il wwwondel ing why all a b eHpipgaited, §eattyrsettingphis s:dwi n
friend down .

g i



Rudy Rucker

AnFree chips, sweet heart. For m o-Hiesharply acmsssheo T h
buttocks in a gesture meant to befli r t a t Yoo gosthe hdrdware! And | got the software, 0
he sang gaily. A | n,tbaby?eYsu nust beiloadedto haye & Bappy iCloak like
that . | promise you it would be worth yoour whil

Did this machine want to fuck hi mHiseard, flushirgta? @A Nt
prim shade of blue.

Up ahead a heavyduty digger was grinding at the hole Zipzap had made. He had his bumpy
head fitted into the hole and was spinning around and around. Abruptly he popped through. A
spidery repair robot darted nimbly after. A moment later the big door swung open.

Then the rush was really on. The boppers were scrambling all over each other to get in and loot
the chip-etching factory. Some of them were carrying empty sacks and baskets

ALIlTight on, m o-Hitsadarhed, lamd Kodlowed!them I8, Zipzapat hi s si de.
always wanted to trash a factory.

The cavernous building was unlit, except for the multicolored flas hi ngs of t he exc
flickercladding, running the whole spectrum from infra-red up to X-ray. StaHi 6 s Happy CI
was royal purple with gold zigzags, and Zipzap was glowing orange

Here and there GAX6s remotes were rushing ar o
reflective material, and looked like mechanical men. Worker drones. One of them swung at Sta
Hi, but he dodged it easily.

As |l ong as GAX0s software was making the diffi
mindless remotes were on their own. The agile boppers struck them down ruthlessly with
whatever heavy tools came to hand

A slender, almost feminine remote darted out at Sta-Hi, a sharp cutting -tool in hand. Sta-Hi
stepped back, stumbling over Zipzap. It looked bad for a moment, but then the little tripod had
| asered a hole in.the killer robotds chest

Sta-Hi stepped forward and smashed its delicate metal cranium. While he was at it, he kicked
over a sorting-table, sending hundreds of filigreed little chips flying. He began trampling them
underfoot, remembering. Kristleends holl owcaster

ANo, no!o0 Zipzap protested. AScoop t hdmgithemp., s we
am | right?06 The bopper flidatiosssldp.one of his | eg



The Ware Tetralogy: Software
AYyyyou dlI elimi mrgd toe Sttead, dodging the bl ow. #ANnNN

Peeved at this rebuff, Zipzap shot a blast of light high over StaH i 0 ®d andetrotted off . The
blast severed a hanging loop of chain, and StaHi had to move fast to keep from getting hit. As
it was, he wouldndét have made it if t.he Happy C

Stay away from that little three -legged fellow, the Cloak advised, once they were safeHe 6 s
unwholesome.

AOoonry intel est eHiagread. Hesmopedhup anfgwhamdfu® tofahe chips he

had knocked off the table, stuffing them in his pouch. It seemed like they were as good as
money here. And he was going to need bus fare to get back to the dome. It would be nice to take
of f his suit and get some food. Hopefully the
easily. An unpleasant thought, that.

A bopper built like a fireplug covered with suction cups brushed past StaHi and began
gat hering up the chips hedédd |l eft. . Lots of the r

Most of the invading boppers were over on the other side of the huge, highceilinged factory
room, where GAX had been stockpiling the finished chips. StaHi had no desire to get caught in
another melee like there had been in front of the factory.

He walked the other way, wandering down a gloomy machine-lined aisle. At the end there was
a doorless little cont r olsors biohardware,.old and A XWE C er
diggers and a big silver spider were doing something to it

~

f . . Ssstupid, o one oheybhe duggesstweasi ocamp
heIIplng us killl GAXX offf. Arre you ready to blassst it, Vu llcann?0

The silvery repair robot named Vulcan was trying, without much success, to pack plastic
explosive into the crack under one panel of the featureless threemeter cube which contained
GAX06s ol d processors and his new scion

AComme herr e, diggecssrcaled,ospotting SeaHi . AYou havve the r
mannipulatorrs. 0

fnAh ®©sso!















































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































