Plato’'s Cave

by Poul Anderson

The Three Laws of Robotics:

1. A robot may not injure ahuman being or, through inaction, alow a human being to cometo
harm.

2. A robot must obey the orders given it by human beings except where such orders would conflict
withthe First Law.

3. A robot must protect its own existence as long as such protection does not conflict with the First
or Second Law.

THE MESSAGE REACHED EARTH AS A SET OF SHORTWAVE pulses. A communications
satdllite relayed it, dong with hundreds more, to agroundside clearing station. Since it designated itsalf
private, the station passed it directly on to its recipient, the global headquarters of the United States
Robots and Mechanica Men Corporation. There acomputer programmed with its highly secret code
converted digita signalsto sght and sound. Animage legped into being, so three-dimensionaly complete
that startlement brought a gasp from Henry Matsumoto.

The robot shown was no surprise—humanoid but large, bulkily armored, intended for hard |abor
under tricky conditions. The background, though, was spectacular. Nothing blocked that from view but a
couple of sructural members. Needing no air, drink, food, little of anything except infrequent refudlings,
robots when by themselves traveled in spacecraft quite accurately describable as* barebones. “ At one
edge of the screen, adice of Jupiter’ sdisc glowed huge, its tawniness swirled with clouds and spotted
with stormsthat could have swallowed Earth whole. Near the lower edge was aglimpse of 1o. The Sights
flitted swiftly past, for the ship wasin close orbit around the moon, but the plume of one volcanic outburst
upon it dominated the desolation for just thisinstant, geyserlike above afurious sulfury spot.

The young technician was doubly shaken because the apparition was so unexpected. He had merely
been taking histurn as monitor, relieving the tedium with abook. No message had come in for weeks
other than regular “ All’swdl” tokens. What the hell had gone wrong?

A deep voicerolled over him. It was synthesized; in airlessness, the speaker directly modulated a
radio wave. “ Robot DGR-36 reporting from lo. Robot JK-7 has suspended operations—prospecting,
mining, transportation, beneficiation, dl work. When my crew and | landed to take on the next |oad of
ore, we found every machine and subordinate robot idle. JK-7 himsalf was not present, but spoke to me
from the hills behind the site. He declared that he was acting under strict orders from ahuman, to the
effect that this undertaking is dangerous and must be terminated. | deemed it best that we return to orbit
and await ingructions. “

“M-m-my God,” Matsumoto ssammered. “Hold on. Stay quiet. *

At the present configuration of the planets, his order would take some forty minutesto arrive.
However, anticipating that the first person he reached would be ajunior, DGR-36 had aready gone
immobile. Matsumoto swung about in his chair and franticaly punched the intercom.

He needed an outsideline, locdl time being well past ordinary working hours, but soon Philip
Hillkowitz, technologica chief of Project lo, wasin thelittle office. Hillkowitz in histurn had caled Alfred
Lanning, generd director of research, who arrived dmost on his hedls. The two men stared at theimage
of the robot, and then at each other, for what seemed to Matsumoto avery long while.

“Hasit happened in pite of everything?’ Hillkowitz whispered. “ Can the radiation realy have
driven Jack insane?”’

Lanning’ stufted brows drew together. “I shouldn’t have to remind you,” he snapped, “tests showed
his shielding adequate against a hundred years of continuous exposure.”

“Yes, yes, yes. But those hellish conditions—" Hillkowitz addressed the robot. “Edgar, did you
notice any other abnormaity when you were on the ground? For example, did metal seem pitted or



corroded?’

“Not abad question,” Lanning said. “But in the eighty minutestill we hear the answer, we' d better
think up asystem for learning more, faster. “

The officers dismissed Matsumoto, enjoining him to let out no hint of trouble; and they canceled
subsequent vigils. Inevitably, thiswould start rumors by itself. While they waited, they sent out after
coffee, speculated fruitlesdy, paced, overloaded the ar conditioning with smoke.

“No, gr,” DGR-36 replied. “1 took it upon myself to examine equipment and robots that were
present. No trace of mechanical, chemical, or radiation damage was gpparent to my sensors.”

“Good lad,” Lanning muttered. He had hel ped design a considerable degree of initiative into yonder
modd.

“| spoke with the other robots,” DGR-36 continued, “but they could only tell me that JK-7 had
directed them to stop work. | had no authority to order them back, and in any event, as| understand the
Stuation, only JK-7 can successfully supervise them. | urged him to resume operations, but he stated that
he was under directions that took precedence over al others, whereupon he broke contact. “ Again he
turned into a statue.

“Have you observed any activity since?’ Hillkowitz asked.

“Thissettlesit,” Lanning said to him. “We ve got to get hold of Susan Calvin.”

“What, dready? Uh, yes, she can better judge derangement than either of us, no doubt, but—I
mesan, thistimelag, and Jack himself out of touch—we can't digpatch her to the scene.”

“No, | expect we'll want, hm, Powell and Donovan; they’ re probably our best field operatives. But
Cavinisthe oneto decidethat.

Lanning keyed for her home. Presently avoice emerged waspish: “Well, what do you want?Who is
there? If your reason for rousing me out of bed is't excdlent, you will regret it.”

“Phil Hillkowitz and mysdf,” Lanning said. “L ook, you' ve got to get down hereright awvay. We
haveacrissonlo. | don't daretell you more except in person. *

“Afraid of eectronic eavesdroppers? How melodramatic!”

“Wdl, maybe unlikely, but Project loisin trouble. Y ou know how much it means, and how
determined the oppositionis”

“I dso know how that room you' rein must smell by now,” retorted the robopsychologist. “Whistle
up some of your technies and have me patched in on a properly seded circuit. Full audiovisual, and direct
access to the main databank. Given the transmission lag, they’ Il have ampletimeif they go about it
competently.”

Thus, after awhile, the men saw her image, primly erect in astraight-backed chair, Sipping tes,
across from the robot’s.

“We are not equipped to follow the actions of individuals when we arein space,” DGR-36
answered. “We have noticed no obvious movements, at least thusfar.”

“I redlize you don’'t have perfect memory ether,” Calvin said, “but | want you, Edgar, to tel me, as
best you can—don't bein ahurry; examine your recollections carefully—tell me precisdy what
motivation JK-7 gave you. In particular, what did hetell you about this human who alegedly gppeared to
him and ordered him to halt work?’

She signded for abreak in transmission to Jupiter and turned her attention back Earthward. “
‘Appeared to’ istheright wording,” Hillkowitz said, sighing. His own gaze went elsewhere, asif to look
through walls and across space. He might have been thinking, reviewing, though he had lived with this
fromitsorigins None of us can survive there. [0 is deep in Jupiter’ s magnetosphere. The trapped
charged particles would doom us within minutes, unless we were inside shielding so thick asto
leave us helpless. Not to mention the cold, or vacuum barely softened by poisonous volcanic
spewings. We can make robots immune to these and even guard the positronic brain so well that
the radiation does not ruin it. Or so we thought. Lanning and I, our team, we labored long on the
task. And afterward our engineersdid, for two yearsin the safer outer reaches of the Jovian



System, patiently guiding the construction on 1o and the beginning of operations. But they could
only communicate with Jake, and he with them, by radio and laser. At such times he perceived
them and whatever they wished to show him; his communicator decoded the signals and he saw
the images, heard the voices, inside that head of his. What now has he seen and heard, what new
ghost came to himin that inferno where he toiled?

“Precisonisobvioudy essentid,” Cavin declared. “Now, gentlemen, | shall cal up thefilesonthis
project and study them for about one hour.” Her screen went blank..

“I might do the same,” Lanning said. “Y ou needn’t, Phil. 10's been your exclusive concern. Why
don’t you catch a catnap?’

“Lord,” mumbled Hillkowitz, “I wish | could.”

The smulacrum of Cavin was back when promised, but told the men smply, “No comment, yet,”
and waited with hands folded in |gp. Even when that of the robot stirred, hers did not. But his speech
brought her too out of her chair.

“Yes, ma‘'m. Seeing the siteidled, hardly any ore waiting, and JK-7 absent, | broadcast a call and
got an audio reply which | sensed as emanating from somewherein the hills. He maintained that he had
stopped work on command of a human who explained that it threstened the entire human race. He
declined to go into detail, except that when | asked if hewould at least identify this human, hetold meit
was the Emperor Napoleon.”

Aslow in massand high in power aswas competible with life support, courier ship Deffin could
have made Jupiter in lessthan four days. Svend Borup would have medicated himself againg the effects
of such an acceleration and spent much of the time happily contemplating the hardship bonus due him.
Unfortunately, Gregory Powell and Michael Donovan would not have arrived fit to get busy. At a steady
one gravity, boost and deboost, the crossing still took under aweek, and meanwhile U.S. Robots' s ace
troubleshooters could become familiar with the vast store of background materia given them.

When first they came up for air, at thefirst mea en route, Borup naturaly asked them what was
going on. “1 wastold amost nothing,” he said in his soft Danish accent. “ The whole went so fast. They
waved a contract at me, but it aso says no more than that | take you to Jupiter and there help you asis
needed. “ The owner-captain was a stocky, balding man whose waistline might be due in part to frequent
indulgence in pretzel-shaped sugar cookies from his homeand.

“Wll, they had plenty reason to hurry,” Donovan answered. “ Explanations could wait. Whatever’'s
the matter, maybe we can fix it—unless we get there too late. Anyhow, the government can't afford—"
He broke off, uncertain whether he should reveal more. Ole, one of the two robots that were the crew,
helped him by entering the saloon and setting bowls of pea soup before the men. Knud, the other, was on
watch, dight though the chance was of anything happening which the ship’ s automatics couldn’t handle.

Borup nodded. “Itisonlo. That isclear. They talk about reestablishing the station on Ganymede,
but it isyust talk so far, after the Y ovian scare. Too little left for people to do there, too big ahazard from
the radiation. Nobody today on al those moons or anywhere near, yust the miner robots.” He wagged
hisspoon. “And it isabig, big investment in them, no? If the ore stops coming out, many banksarein
trouble. And so are the world aut’ orities who sponsored the venture and pushed it't’ rough.”

“You're pretty well up on events,” Powell remarked.

Borup chuckled. “For afellow who mostly dashes around in space, you mean? No, no. Everybody
knows what a powerful issue Proyect 10 has been, pro and contra.”

“Still is” Donovan muttered.

“Well, now that we' re safely under way, we can be candid with you, and in fact we' d better be,”
Powell said. “ Confidentiaity—but frankly, if wefail, my guessisthat it won't make much difference what
getsinto the media” He wiped his mustache, in which droplets had condensed from the steam off the
soup. “Uh, I’'m not sure what you may recollect of al the controversy about the project and al the
hooplawhile it was getting started. Since then it’ s practically dropped out of the public consciousness.
Another bunch of robots and machinery, working somewhere distant from Earth.”



“But wit'" great promise,” Borup said. “The o volcanoes bring up such riches of minerals, more than
in dl the asteroids put together, no? It isthe radiation that is the problem.”

“Not done. We dso have adangerous, essentialy unpredictable environment, quakes, landdides,
crevasses opening, ground collapsing into caves, eruptions, the way Jupiter’ stides tear at that moon.
Therefore an especialy intelligent robot is required to run the show. The work gangs can be pretty
ordinary modds, not greatly modified, not too hard to provide ample shielding for. But the head honcho
needsintelligence, alarge store of knowledge, dertness, initiative, even what you mayaswell cdl a
degree of imagination. The positronic circuits of such arobot are adl too easily addled. Protecting
it—smply plating the head with alot of materid—isn’t enough. Compensatory circuits are necessary,
and then you have to compensate for their effects. It wasn't redlly certain, when U.S. Robots signed the
contract, that this development was possible at the present state of the art.”

“Yes, | do remember.”

“Sorry.”

“Itisdl right. What have weto do but talk? And enyoy our soup. There will be meatballs after.
Pease to continue.

“Wadl, we, uh, thefirm did come up with the new robot, and everything tested out fine, and went
fine, too, until now. But he appearsto have suddenly gone crazy after al. He suspended work and sits
babbling about it being dangerousto Earth. He saysthiscameto himin g, uh, vison. “

“Ha, I't' ought somet’ing like that. Have you no spare?’

“I don't know, but I doubt it,” Donovan put in. * Jack—JK -7—the number will tell you how many
prototypes they went through—he' s practically handcrafted. Cost more than any three senators. Not a
production-line item; how many los have we got? Anyway, how could we land a second Jack till we
know what went wrong with the first?’

“Which first might interfere with the second,” Powell added grimly.

Borup looked shocked, in hismild fashion. “ A robot interfering wit” work ordered by humans?’

“Hard toimagine,” Powell agreed. “But, well, think. Because Jack is not only extravaluable, but
essentiad to the project, and in such a hazardous Situation, they’ ve given him an unusudly high Third Law
potential. He' |l take as good care of himsdlf as he can, whether or not that means sacrificing agreat ded
else. Of course, it doesn't override the Second Law. He must carry out the mission entrusted to him, and
obey any specific ordersissued him by ahuman. But that potentid is on the low sde. What thismeansin
practiceis, if he, with his on-the-gpot experience, if he thinks an order is mistaken, he questionsit. He
points out the flaws. Only if he'sthen commanded to proceed regardiess will he do so. Likewise, when
he' sby himsdlf hel'll use his own judgment asto how he should direct the overdl job of mining lo.

“Wadl, now he' s gotten thisdelusion, or whatever it is. The First Law naturally takes precedence
over everything e se. He cannot knowingly do anything that would harm humans, or refrain from doing
anything that would save humans from harm. His brain would burn out first.” Powell had been ticking the
points off on hisfingers. “Y ou know this, everybody does, but often the interactions of these laws, the
conflicts between them and the resultants, get so complicated or so subtle that nobody but aroboticist
can make sense of what’ s happening.”

“And not awaysthe roboticist, right away;” Donovan chimed in.

“ According to Edgar, the robot cargo-ship captain and he wouldn’t lie to us—Jack is convinced
Project lo will lead to desth and destruction,” Powell said. “ Therefore he' s stopped it. | doubt very much
he' |l obey ordersto resume, unless somehow we can persuade him he’ sin error. He might not even
respond to our cals. Concelvably he'll decideit’ shisduty to actively resst further work, actudly
sabotageit. And, besides hishigh capahiilities, if they aren’t impaired, that high Third Law potentia will
make him avery cunning, careful, probably very efficient guerrilla.

“Y ou have no way of yust making him stay quiet?’ asked Borup.

Powdl frowned. A moment passed before he said, “We can't goto lo in thisship to hunt him
down, and live, if that'swhat you mean. Edgar and his crew are meant for space and stevedoring; they'd



be hopeless. Getting up a proper robotic hunting party would be monstroudy prolonged and expensive.
Meanwhile the capita costs of the stdled project mount every day, and asfor the political consequences
if the scandd bresks’ He shrugged.

“No, no, | understand. But have you not some specid passworded command to give him that
makes you the absol ute boss?’

Powell and Donovan stared. Borup blandly spooned soup...Y ou’ re smarter than you let on,”
Donovan murmured. He dapped the table and barked alaugh...Y eah, sure we do. Hard-wired in. What
with all the unknowns and unforeseeables, that was an e ementary precaution. For instance, the scientists
might discover adanger unknown to him, and not want to losetime arguing. Or if you' re paranoid, or
ultracareful, you' Il worry about enemies of the project somehow dipping him afalse order. Yes, thereis
apassword. Top Secret, Bum Before Reading, known to a handful of people in the company and the
government, and now to ustwo. It'll probably be the first thing we try when we get there. Whether helll
obey—he isinsane, and thisis not so basic asthe Three Laws.”

“Insane, you believe,” Borup corrected. Donovan grimaced...We' d surelike to believe otherwise. If
the radiation’ sfried hisbrain, or something else on that chunk of hell has gotten to him, there goesthe
project down the tubes, probably, and alot more besides.”

“What makes you't'ink he must be mad?’

Donovan and Powell glanced at each other before Powell nodded. “Why, he claims Napoleon
came and told him to stop,” Donovan said. “That' sall we know so far. But isn't it enough?”’

“Napoleon? The Emperor?’

“Who ds?’

“Now where would he have heard about Napoleon?’

“A reasonable question. Last | heard, Dr. Calvin wastrying to research that. But you never know
what stray scraps of information might get to arobot while he' s being activated and indoctrinated. A lot
of people are generdly involved, and he'll overhear conversations. Also, now and then abrain picks up
stray Sgnds, telecast o—Remember Speedy, Greg?’

“How could | forget?’ Powell sighed. To Borup: “ A robot we dedt with on Mercury. A
Second-Third Law conflict unbalanced him. He ran around and around in acircle gibbering Gilbert and
Sullivan. We never did find out how he acquired it.”

“Hm,” said Borup. “Y our chances do not look so good, yentlemen, do they?’

“Which means the chances for theworld don’t.” Powell’ stone was bleak.

“Oh? True, much money will belost. But unlessyou are abanker or apolitician—"

“Bankers handle the money of working tiffslike you and us,” Donovan said. “If Project 10 goes
bust, we could get one black hole of adepression. *

“And asfor politicians,” Powell added, “they aren’'t dl clowns and crooks, you know. Herewe' ve
findly, just afew years back, elected areform government with some bright, decent people at the top.
It's staked its future on Project 0. The opposition wasterrific, you may recall. What, throwaway
fortuneson agamblelikethat? Theideathat we'll al benefit more from increased production, fairly
divided, than from handouts and pork barrels was too much for the old guard. It fought right down the
line. Andit' s<till got alarge minority in the legidature, while the government itself isapretty frail codition.
Let Project lofail, and avote of no confidence will throw us right back to where we were, or worse. ©

“1 suppose so,” Borup said softly. “1 do not pay too much attention to thoset’ings. When | am at
homewit" my wife, mostly we talk about the garden and the grandchildren. But, yes, we did vote for
reform. 1t would be nice to see that man Stephen Byerly someday be coordinator.” He turned his head.
“Ah, here come the mestbdlls.

Seen fromitslittle moon Himalia, Jupiter shone about aslarge as Lunaover Earth but, in spite of its
cloudbands, barely afourth as bright. That pale gold glow, the glare from a shrunken sun, and the glitter
of swarming stars shimmered on ice and vanished among upthrust crags. Clustered at the north pole,
dome, magts, and docking facilities were asight well-nigh as gaunt, yet wel come to human eyes. Borup



brought Deffin to rest and linked airlocks. Powell and Donovan entered the mothbal led engineering base
to reectivateit. Gravity wasvirtualy negligible; they moved through the gloom like phantoms, except
when they collided with something and uttered earthy words.

After afew hoursthey had light, heet, ar circulation, austere habitability. Donovan beat his hands
together. “Brrr!” heexclamed. “How long'll it take thewalls to warm up? | know it’ s thermodynamic
nonsense, but I’ d swear they radiate cold.”

“Longer than we' |l be here, | hope,” Powell said. “Meanwhile we can eat and deep aboard ship.
Let' sget cracking.

They settled themsalves before the main console in the communications room. A coded beam
gprang from the transmitter, computer-aimed inward through the lethal zone around Jupiter. A readout
showed that 10 was currently occulted by the great planet, but that shouldn’t matter. Two relay satellites
swvung in the Trojan positions of the same orbit. Six more circled o itsdlf, in the equatoria and polar
planes. Between them, those identified Jack wherever he was on the surface and kept locked onto him.

“HimdiaBase cdling Robot JK-7,” Powd | intoned. *.Humans have returned to the Jovian System.
Comein, K-7.”

After ahumming silence, Donovan ran fingers through red hair gone wild and groaned, “He must be
completely around the bend. He talked for alittle while to Edgar. “ Usdless here, that robot and his crew
were bound for duty in the Asteroid Bdlt. *.Now hewon'’t give usthetime of day.” He paused. "Unless
he' s broken down physically. too.”

“Seemsunlikely,” Powell argued. “His builders are as competent abunch asyou' I find. Supposing
conditions are more harmful than they knew, still, damage would be cumulative, and Jack hasn't been
whereheisfor long.” He rubbed his chin. “Hmm. While Edgar’ s gang was on the ground, he skulked in
the hills and communicated by audio-only long-waveradio. I’ d guess he was afraid they might seizehim
and take him back for examination. They couldn’t pinpoint where he was broadcasting from on that
band, and weren't equipped to use the satellites to locate him for them. Not that they could run him down
anyway, in country he' sdesigned for.”

“Hedidn’t have to obey them. They were robots, same ashim.”

“Yeah. Hedidn’t have to respond to them at al. But | daresay Second Law made him anxiousto
explain himsdf to humans, sort of.”

“Hey, wait. We re humans, and heisn’t heeding us”

“If, asyou say, he' s capable of receiving.” Powell drew bregath. “Okay, we reinforce the Second
Law by the password.” He leaned forward and said dowly: “Robot JK-7, thisis human Gregory Powdll
cdling from HimaliaBase. | order you to reply. Code Upsilon. Repest, Code Upsilon. “

Silence stretched. The men knew it must. Time lag at the moment was about thirty-nine seconds,
either way. Nevertheless, they shivered asthey haf sat, hadf floated in their chairs. When abruptly the
screen came dive, Donovan jumped. He rose into midair and cartwheded gradudly down again,
struggling to keep hisremarksto himself.

The view was of ruggedness and desolation. Near half phase, Jupiter stood huge over the hills that
ringed a narrow horizon. Its radiance flooded the scars and mottlings Ieft by eruptions. Closer inlay flat
concrete, on which Powell spied vehicles, machines, motionless robots. So Jack had returned to his own
base. Thiswaswhat he saw before him.

Wéll, not quite. He dso saw Powel’ simage, and presently Donovan's, and heard their voices.
They were not superimposed on the landscape. He percelved them separately, somewhat as ahuman
may see aface caled out of memory without losing view of what is actudly around—but more vividly, in
full three-dimensond detail.

The synthetic speech jerked, sumbled, dragged itsdlf forth: “Robot JK-7...responding. What...have
you to say?’

“What isthis‘Napoleon’ lunacy?’ Powell demanded. “How did you get the notion your task
endangers anybody? On the contrary, it's beneficiad and important to Earth. In the name of your makers,



by authority duly delegated my partner and me, | command you to resume operations.”

The minute-plus until the answer camefelt likeforever. When it did, they amost wished it hadn't.

“|...amnot...so obliged. Y ou...are robots.”

“Huh? Code Upsilon, damniit!” Donovan roared. “ And the Second Law! Y ou can see and hear
we re human!”

Interminability.

“1 observe...the semblance. | hear the clam. Also, yes’ The scenewavered alittle, asif Jack
shuddered. “Also the word of command. But—but—"

Thevoicetraled off. “Go on,” Powell said low. “But what?’

After another dripping away of seconds: “Napoleon warned me of this. He...he said...robots posing
as humans...possessing the password...would try to do...exactly what you are trying to do.”

Donovan opened his mouth. Powell made a shushing gesture, leaned nearer the screen, spoke softly
and earnestly.

“Ligten, Jack. Something isterribly wrong. Y ou' re dtogether misinformed. We don't blame you,
but you must help us get to the bottom of this. Help usto help you, understand? Tell us exactly what has
happened. Tell uswhy you think what you think. Who told you what, Jack? For the well-being of
humanity, tell us.

Waiting.

“If you...are robots...you are deceived.” The voice strengthened. “Y ou are serving a disastrous
policy. Let me enlighten you. “

“Certainly, Jack. If we, if we are robots, we too obey the First Law. We would never willingly or
wittingly cause humansto come to harm. And if we are not robots, then we need to learn about possible
dangers, don’t we? Remember, we know Code Upsilon. That implieswe are humans, doesn’t it? Ina
pretty specid postion, at that. Tell us everything, Jack.”

Waiting. Despite the chill, sweat gleamed on Donovan' s cheeks. He wiped it with large, helpless
hands.

The pause went on for an added minute, but when the machine tones arrived, they had steadied.
“Very well. The password does require me to give you as much obedience as possible. Napoleon told
me it would. In fact, events are proceeding as he foresaw, which you must agree adds credenceto his
gatements.

“On date 23 January, hour 0917 and 3.68 seconds, | wasin the Loki area, having taken aflitter
there to prospect for new digswhile my workersfinished up a the Aten lode. A full audiovisud of a
human appeared to me. He identified himsalf as the Emperor Napoleon and described a deadly menace
newly discovered through study of specimens sent back to Earth during the first robotic explorations
decades ago. It had not been found earlier because it is so subtle and surprising.

“Energized by vulcanism, akind of pseudolife has evolved here. Napoleon caled it aviroid. It
derivesits own energy by promoting reactions among metalic dements. Asarulethisgoesvery dowly,
but in the course of geologica timetheviroid hasinfested dl minerds, and reduction will not get rid of it.
By now it isin equilibrium on lo, essentidly dormant, but when it is brought into contact with
uncontaminated metd it will spread again, faster at Earth temperatures than here. This station, with robots
and machinery, will begin to crumble within ten or fifteen standard years. Let lonian metals be introduced
on Earth, and the wholeindustrid infrastructure will collapse in atime not much longer. Dependent onit,
the vast mgority of humanswill die horribly.

“Fortunately, thus far only asmall tonnage has been exported, and it only to industries off Earth.
Samples on Earth have been kept isolated for research purposes. Certain disintegrations led to studies
which determined the cause. Steps can be taken to diminate contaminated metal everywhere; it is not too
late. But clearly, no more materia of any kind may ever leave lo. Napoleon ordered me under Code
Upsilon to hat operations.”

“Helied!” Donovan shouted. “ There' s been no such trouble, no such discovery. Lies, | tell you!”



Powell agreed more smoothly, “Thisis correct. We would have known. If the danger existed,
would we be here wanting you to start work again?’

Waiting.

“Napoleon explained this and anticipated your argument,” Jack said. He il didn’t sound quite
sdf-assured. “Thefindings are, asyet, controversal. They seem to defy the principles of biology, as
biology has hitherto been taught. The directors of Project o have amgor persond, financia, and
political investment init. They refuseto believe. They have kept the news from the public. Napoleon
represents agroup of dissdent scientistswho redlize that, a the least, operations must be suspended until
the truth has been ascertained beyond any doubt.

“Hetold methat, when | took this measure, the directors would try to annul it. They would send
robots, because humans might fee quams and let the world know what is going on. Cleverly
misinformed, the robots would have ingtructions to pose as humans and dissuade me.”

Thevoice grew firmer. “Y ou are those emissaries. Y es, Ngpoleon’'s group could perhaps be
mistaken. But | cannot take the chance. The possibility that humans may diein the billions
is...unthinkabl e...unacceptable under any circumstances, any odds. Consider this, you two, in the light of
the First Law. Y ou must set your own orders aside.”

“But we aren’t robots,” Donovan choked. “Just ook at us.”

“We could be disguised,” Powdl | admitted fast. “ The smplest way would be to change the digital
transmission. Put in aprogram that converts arobot image to ahuman image. Voiceslikewise. It would
be much easier the other way around. Humans have many more features, more nuances of expression.
Watch my face, my hands.” He went through arepertoire of smiles, frowns, and gestures. “ Could a robot
do that, with al the shadings you see?’

Waiting.

Renewed uncertainty spoke. “I...am not... acquainted with such details...about humans.

“Then how do you know Napoleon isn’'t arobot?’ Donovan flung.

“Pipe down, Mike,” Powell snapped. “ Oh, Jack, you do have alood intelligence and a capability of
independent judgment. Y ou must be aware of the possibility that Napoleon has mided you, and we arein
fact humans giving you your proper orders. Now think how much more believableit isthat that's the

He had expected a pause for pondering, but the reply was as prompt as light-speed allowed, and
once more—above an undertone, an unevenness, that sounded anguished—resolute. It isindeed
concelvable. | do not know enough about human affairs to gauge the probability. That does not matter.
Given the dightest chance that Napoleon isright, and his use of Code Upsilon indicates that he does have
full accessto information, the consequences are absolutely impermissible. This outweighs every other
congderation. | cannot alow mining and shipment to continue. If the attempt is made, | must do my best
to prevent it.” With a naiveté that would have been pathetic under less desperate circumstances: “1 shdl
cache explosivesin the hills and devise weapons againg future robots. My own workerswill follow me.”

Powell gnawed an end ofhis mustache. “1 see. Let’ stry thisfrom another angle. Tell me about
Napoleon. What does he look like? How often has he contacted you, and from where? What precisaly
hes he sald?”’

Waiting.

“In person,” said Jack, “ heisasomewhat stout mae, of short stature to judge by what glimpses|
have had of his control board, although those are bare glimpses. His hair isblack. He wears acloth
around his neck. Otherwise any clothing is covered by an overgarment of a blue color, with golden-hued
braid at the shoulders. | have not seen hislegs. He commonly keeps hisright hand tucked into the coat.
He dso wearsakind of triangular headgear, likewise blue, of some soft materid. *

Donovan'slipsformed a soundlesswhistle.

Thevoice plodded on: “ Asfor where he callsfrom, it must be outside the radiation belt, snce heis
human, but he has not informed me. | have noted the time lags with my internd clock, and computed that



he cannot be on Himalia. Infact, their rather dight variationsindicate heisnot on any moon.

“He has cadlled three times. The exchanges have been brief. | will attempt to re-create them for you,
because...because if you are human, | must obey you to the extent that the First Law permits.”

Thewords that followed were, indeed, short and to the point. The original communication
described the viroids and gave the order to cease and desist. The other two, at intervals of afew days,
were essentidly reinforcing; such questions as had occurred to Jack got curt answers, which bore down
on the danger to mankind and the recklessvillainy of Project |0’ s directors. Powell and Donovan
refrained from asking how Napoleon came to speak fluent English. They were more interested in the
additional command.

“Now that you are here,” Jack said, “1 must inform him. | will broadcast at sufficient strength that his
recaverswill pick it up, wherever heisin the Jovian region. Thereafter | will arrange that any further
discussionswith you will be directly retransmitted in full audiovisud to him. Thus hewill hear what you
haveto say, and joininif he chooses.” Wistfulness?* Perhaps you can persuade him heis misguided.”

“Perhaps,” mumbled Donovan without hope.

Waiting.

“I had better take care of that at once,” Jack said. “1 see no profit in further conversation at this
point, do you? If you have any vaid pointsto make, factud or logica, cal meand | will consder them.
So will Napoleon.”

The screen blanked.

The spaceship was a haven of comfort and sanity. Borup heard his passengers out, clicked his
tongue, and told them, “What you need first isa stiff drink. | have abottle of akvavit for emeryencies.

Donovan raised ahand. “Best offer I've had dl day,” he said, “ but first, can we start searching?’

“What' sthis?” asked Powell.

“Look, if Napoleonisred, hel sgot to be hanging around in this neighborhood. Let’ s seeif we can
find him before he figures out some fresh deviltry. If he snot red, if Jack is quantum hopping, what' ve we
lot?

“If heishidden on one of the moons, | do not know how we can detect him,” Borup objected.

Donovan shook hishead. “ Jack doesn't think heis, and he for sure would not be. In thefirst place,
digginginlikethat isalot of work, needstime and equipment and hands. If thisisatry to sabotage
Project lo, it sgot to be ashoestring kind of thing, atiny clique, like maybe haf adozen individuas.
Anything bigger would take too long to organize, be too hard to manage, and make secrecy impossible
for any useful length of time. Investigators would be bound to get cluesto the guilty parties.”

Powell regarded his partner closdly. “Oncein awhile you surprisesme,” he confessed. “Marvelous,
my dear Holmed!”

Donovan bowed. “ Elementary, my dear Watson.”

“Holmes and Watson never said that,” Borup remarked aside.

Donovan continued: “We ve dso got the fact that the gear for using the Trojan relaysis specia and
delicate. On the surface of amoon it would stick up in sight of God and everybody and give the game
away. Therefore Napoleon must be in space. And he won't want to lose touch with 1o during the
frequent occultations. So he'll be well above or below the ecliptic, where he dwayshasloin his
ingruments. An orbit skewed from Jupiter’ s but otherwise with the same elements will keep himin place,
fairly stably, over aperiod of afew weeks, | should think.” He glanced at Borup. “Svend, could wefind
aship loitering maybe two, three million klicks from here in the northern or southern sky?’

Powell scowled. “ That’'s amonstrous volume of space to cruise through. ©

“I would not obyect to running up the bill 1 present the company wit',” Borup said, “but it is not
necessary, and it would waste time that is precious. We do carry very sensitive instruments. When you
travel at the speeds a courier reaches, you must be able to detect't’ ings far ahead of you.” He pondered.
“M-m-m, tja, it depends on the Sze and type of the craft. But somet’ing no bigger than mine, whichis
close to minimum, we could get on the opticsfor certain. And radar reaches il farther. Therotation axis



of thismoon istilted enough that we need not take off to examine bot’ regions where Napoleon must be
inoneof if hemonitorslo.”

“The ship’shull could be camouflaged, couldn’t it?” Powell inquired. “Then how’ Il you know your
radar has't fingered a meteoroid?’

“Camouflage, maybe, | am not sure. But the nature of a radar-reflecting surface showsin the return
sgnd if you got an andyzer like mine. Metd isdifferent from rock and so on. And once we have
acquired a suspicious obyect, we have more instruments. In these parts, unlessthe crew isfrozen to
deat’, there will be infrared emisson—and aso from that direction, out of the power plant, neutrinos
above the background count. Yes, I't ink we can find the Emperor’ s spaceship unlessheis so far away
that the communicationsdelay isridiculous. | will go put Knud onit.” Borup thrust foot against bulwark
and arrowed out of the saloon, into the passageway |eading to the control room.

He returned with the promised bottle and three small thin glasses, to join Powell and Donovan at the
table. There was just sufficient weight to make pouring and drinking feasible, adbeit atrifle awkward.
“Ole, makedinner,” hecalled. “ A specid treat for these poor men. Fishballs and tomato soup. Y ou look
too gloomy, my friends.”

“We were wondering what to do if Jack redly isinsane—which isthe smplest hypothess, after al.”
Powell’ stone was dark. “ Get him aboard arobotic ship and back to Earth for Dr. Calvin to interview,
sure. Except, how? He bdieves hisduty isto stay and fight any new effort to exploit 0. He might return
with usanyway, | supposs, if he knew we' re human. Second Law. Y ou could add your voice for
reinforcement, Svend. We d outvote Napoleon three to one. But he can’t be certain. My guessis that
even if he granted a ninety-nine percent probability that we re human, he wouldn't risk it. That one
percent contains an outcome he finds unendurable.”

The smiledied on Borup’s mouth. “Wedl do, no?’ he replied most softly. “1 would not take such a
chance, would you? Better we go back to bad, corrupt politics than nearly everybody on Eart’ die and
the survivors are starving savages. Could Napoleon betelling the trut’ ?”

“Absolutely not,” Donovan stated. “1 know that much biology, physics, and geology. Too bad Jack
doesn't.”

“He s utterly ignorant about people, too,” Powell added. “ A quite ordinary robot, even, would
wonder about that sory, if he'd had norma human contacts. Y ou needn’t stipulate our politiciansand
capitdigs are farsghted, atruistic, or extraordinarily bright. Smply ask yourself whether they’ d take such
arisk with the civilization that kegps them aive and well-to-do. Besides, the scientific method doesn't
work the way the story claims. Y ou don't get afew geniuses making adiscovery overnight in agarret
and then unable to get it published. Something as fundamental as thiswould come out in bits and pieces,
over theyears, with the news mediafollowing and exaggerating every step. “

“And the public sure as hell would demand a screeching halt the moment it heard operations here
might bring doomsday,” Donovan said.

Borup nodded a bit impatiently. “ Yes, yes. | am not quite so naiveas Y ack.”

“I’'msorry,” Donovan apologized, while Powd | offered, “1 guesswe re overwrought.”

“Itisdl right. I only wondered how plausible to anybody aretheviroids.

“To nobody, except Jack,” Donovan growled. “In fact, it's so crackpot that if we reported right
now what he’ d told us, they’ d wonder on Earth whether we' d gone off trgjectory oursalves. We need dl
the datawe can collect, which iswhy | wanted that search for another ship. “ His eyesbrightened...If we
dofind it, we'll beam the news back the same minute, and the world police can begin right away tracking
down the conspirators.”

“Who might they be, do you't' ink?

Powdl shrugged...I can’t name anybody specific. | have my guesses, but they taught me in school
that aman is presumed innocent until proven guilty. Imagine a couple of powerful old-guard politicians
whose careers are in trouble, probably conjoined with one or two indugtriaists who were getting rich of f
the former cozy arrangements, plusafew skilled underlings. Theideaobvioudy isto show Project 1o



was amonumental, expensive blunder, and cause the Y oung Turks who pushed it through to be
discredited. Thereform codition will fal gpart and the wily old-timers can pick off its members
piecemed. “

Donovan’s mane bristled with excitement...We || have one damn good clue,” he said...The cabdl
hasto've had amolein U.S. Robots or high up in the World Space Agency—somebody who knew
about Code Oops!-ilon and passed the information on. Probably that was what decided the conspirators
to go ahead. It' sthe key to their whole stunt. Well, the number of possible suspects must be mighty
small. Once we can prove thiswas ahoax, I'll bet the moleisunder arrest ingde aweek, and his buddies
by the end of the month.”

“That’sif we can proveit,” Powel demurred, “which we can'tif it’snot true.”

“Yes, why should a person lying to Y ack pretend heis Napoleon?’ Borup asked...It iscrazy.”

Donovan’slaugh rattled...Exactly. Hearing what Jack hasto tell, most people would take for
granted he' s gone blinkety.”

“Confusions about Napoleon areacliché,” Powell said...And you'’ d expect a poor, limited robot to
fal into clichés, wouldn’t you? Y es, it was a clever touch. Maybe Jack never heard the name * Napoleon’
before he was on 1o, but we don’t know, and heisn't about to inform us.”

“Or he could lie, could he not?’ Borup suggested. “If he believes you are robots too, not humans,
you cannot order him to spesk thetrut’.”

“Right,” Donovan snarled. “We can't give him any damned orders he doesn’'t want to carry out.”

“Oh, I’'m sure he desperately wantsto,” Powell replied. “ Couldn’t you hear it in hisvoice? This
conflict, thisuncertainty isracking him agpart. It may well destroy him, bum out hisbrain, dl by itsdlf. *

“Inwhich case the gang will’ ve won.”

“If thegang exigs”

“Y eah. How do we settle Jack’ s dilemmafor him? How do we convince him we' re human?’

Powell leered. “1 could chop off your head.” Sobering: “No, serioudy, he would seethe action
performed, but he couldn’t be certain the gore wasn't fake. A human doubtless would be, knowing we
can't have brought aong the studio equipment needed to stage aredistic-looking murder. But Jack
doesn’'t know humansthat well. He s had so little direct exposure to them, he' slikeasmdl child.”

“Andwe can't land on o to let him meet usin the flesh,” Donovan said unnecessarily. “We could,
that is, if we didn’t mind dying shortly afterward. “

“Not in my spaceship,” Borup declared.

“Of course. Besides, Jack would probably run away and hide from us—Wait, though. I’'m on the
track of something. “

Donovan stared into acomer. The ventilator whirred. Warm odors drifted in from the gdley. After a
minute he tossed off hisdrink, struck hisfist againgt the table, and exclaimed, “How' sthis? | don’t
imagine you have any weapon aboard, Svend, but inside the station | noticed asupply room that hadn’t
been emptied—stuff might be wanted someday—and the manifest on the door mentioned a case of
detonal sticks. Jack can recognize one of those, dl right! Look, while he watches, somebody wavesit
and saysto him,, Jack, your behavior makes me fed so terrible | want to kill myself. © Then the man pulls
out thefiring pin. If he does't push it back in within five minutes, bang!”

Borup blinked. “ Areyou crazy like him?What good will that do, except to ruin my ship?’

“Why, if I'marobot | can't suicide,” Donovan crowed. “Third Law, remember? Therefore | must
be human. Therefore Jack will immediately yell * Stop!” and beg our pardon for ever having doubted us. “

“That firewater went to your head almighty fast, boy,” Powell clipped. “ A robot damn well can
sdf-destruct if that’ s necessary for executing his orders.”

“But—well, naturaly, | mean firs we'll set it up—uh—it does call for some preliminary detall
work.”

“It cdlsfor aninfinite amount, becauseitsvaueis zero. However—hmm—" Powell refilled hisown



glassand fdl into asmilar reverie.

Under the ghostly gravity, Knud entered without sound. One by onethey saw histall forminthe
doorway, and tensed.

“Search completed, sir,” the robot reported. “

Already?’ Donovan wondered.

“The sweep and data crunching go fast,” Borup said. “They must, on acourier. la, Knud. hvad har
du—What have you found?’

“Negetive, gr,” theflat voice announced. “No indications of avessd within either the northern or
the southern cones of space that you specified, for asfar asreliability extends.”

Powell and Donovan exchanged stares. Powell dumped. “Then Jack isinsane,” he said heavily.
“Conditions on 1o were too much for him, and Project 1o is kaput.”

“Youmay go, Knud,” Borup said. The robot departed. “1 am sorry, my friends. Come, have alittle
moreto drink.”

“No, hold on, hold on!” Donovan bawled. He sprang to hisfeet. They left the deck. He caught the
table edge in time to keep from rising to the overhead. Hanging upside down, he blurted, “Listen, | sort
of expected this. Napoleon wouldn't likely be human. A big risk of life, abig expense. But hecan bea
robot!”

The silence was not lengthy, nor stunned. Theideahad lain at the back of each mind. Powell began
to develop it. While the other two sat, he paced in front of them, long strides bouncing off the ends of the
cabin, and counted points on hisfingers as they occurred to him.

“Yes” hesad, “that does make sense. Any man-capable spacecraft is a sizable, powerful machine.
Misused, it can kill alot of people. So the authorities keep track of it. You don't take it anywhere
without a certified crew and afiled flight plan. Hard to go clandestinely. But a one-robot vessdl, why, that
needn’t be much more than aframework and amotor. Y ou could keep it somewhere unbeknownst to
anyone, asit might be the Lunar outback, and lift off from there unnoticed. When the robot wanted to
drift dong undetectable beyond afew hundred klicks, he'd shut off the power and st in the cold. He
himself—not every robot isaU.S.R. product and property, leased to the user and periodically inspected.
The best are, yes, but—hm, every now and then one of oursisirrecoverably destroyed, in some accident
or other. Except that not al those reports have been honest. | know of afew cases where the robot was
infact hidden away, to beredirected to illegd jobs. Thiscould well be such acase”

Borup's china-blue eyes widened. “ Can you make arobot do unlawful't' ings?’

“You can if you go about it right,” Donovan said. “With the proper technicians and equipment, you
can blank out al he' sever learned and retrain him from scratch. The Three Laws still hold, of course, but
he can have some pretty weird notions about the world. That must be what’ s been done here. If
Napoleon only remembers dealing with his masters and Jack, then he’ s swallowed their story whole.
Except for avery few top-flight, experimental models, robots are unsubtle characters anyway. They can’t
concoct e aborate plots and don’t imagine that anybody ese could. WE Il give him an earful!”

“Sow down,” Powell cautioned. “Let’ s explore this further. What does the Napoleon robot
necessarily know and believe, to execute hismisson of hating Project 107" He thought aloud as he
soared to and fro:

“He can operate a spacecraft, a communications system, et cetera. Therefore he hasacertain
amount of independent decision-making capability, though scarcely equal to Jack’s. Otherwise
smpleminded, he has no way of knowing the viroid story isfdse. | daresay he' s been forbidden to tune
inany outsde ‘ cast, and told to ignore whatever he might overhear accidentaly. Hismissonistowarn
Jack about the viroids, and about the wicked men whose robots will try to talk Jack into going back to
work. Tothisend, it'll be reasonable to him that he claim to being human himsdlf, and that hisimage be
projected as human. HE |l have no inhibitions about such apious deception, if it's used on another
robot.”

“Ah-hal” Borup exulted. “We have him! Hewill be listening and watching when you next cal Y ack.



He will see you are human, and obey your orders.”

“Hewill not,” Powell said blegkly. “I assume the conspirators have planned ahead. Ifl werein
charge, I’d not only program his transmitter to make him look human, I’d program his receiver to make
any in-caling human look like arobot. “

“Whoof!” puffed Borup, and sought the akvavit.

“Yeah,” Donovan agreed. “ That pretty well shields him from any nagging doubts, which makeshim
better able to quiet down any that Jack expresses. “

“He might entertain the possbility that his communicator isdecalving him,” Powell said, “but he
can’'t act on it, when his orders are to prevent a catastrophe. For instance, we could invite him to come
here and meet us. Il bet he' d refuse, because we, if we' re enemy robots as he' s been told, we' d
overpower him.”

Borup nodded. “1 see. | see. It isaclassic conundrum, no? Plato’s cave.”

“Huh?’ grunted Donovan.

“Y ou do not know? Well, | have more time to read than you do, on my travels. The ancient Greek
philosopher Plato pointed out that our information about the materia world comesto us entirely't’ rough
our senses, and how do we know they tell ustrue? Rather, we know they are often wrong. We must do
the best we can. He said we are like prisoners chained in a cave who cannot see the outside, yust the
shadows of't’'ings there that are cast on thewall. From thisthey must try to guesswhat the redlity is. “

“Kind of anary notion.”

“Ha, you would refute solipsam like Dr. Samud Y ohnson, by kicking a stone—"

“Never mind the didectics,” Powell interrupted. “Y ou have hit on agood andogy, Svend. We are
trapped in Plato’ s cave, dl three parties of us. We can't physically go to each other. The only information
we get iswhat comes over the communication beams; and it could be lies. We don’t even know that the
Napoleon robot exists. We re assuming so, but maybe heredly isonly afigment of Jack’s deranged
imagination. If Napoleon does exi<, then he knows that his own projected imageisaman’s; but every
image hereceivesisarobot's, and he beieves—he must believe, if he’ sto serve hisbosses
reliably—that that istrue. Asfor Jack, if heisn't halucinating, then every image he receivesis human, and
he can't tell which of them are genuine.

“Deadlock. How do we bresk it? Remember, meanwhile the clock isrunning. | don't think Jack’s
brain can take the stress on it much longer. Bethat asit may, Project o can’'t remain idle for weeksand
months without going broke.”

Donovan snapped hisfingers. “Got it!” he cried. “We cal Jack and get Napoleon into the
conversation. We record this. Then Earth will know ther€’ s something rotten in—uh—sorry, Svend.”

Powell frowned. “Well, we can try,” he answered. “But we' d better have something to say he'll
consder worth hisnotice. *

“Hélo, Jack,” he greeted as camly as he was able. “How are you?’

The barren scenejittered. The belated voice rose and fell. “What...do you want?’

“Why, to continue our conversation. And, to be sure, offer our respects to the Emperor Napoleon.
Youtold ushe'll beligening in. We d be ddighted to have the honor of his participation in our talk.
Introductionsfirst. | neglected them earlier. Y ou may recal that my nameis Gregory Powell. The
gentleman here at my sdeisMichael Donovan, and behind us you see Captain Svend Borup.” Powell
beamed, pointless though he knew it was. “ Quite a contrast, we three, en? Well, humans are a variegated
lot.”

After thedday: “ That may be. To meyou...look smilar. | had to exert mysdlf to describe the
Emperor Napoleon as closely as | did. Begging your pardon, sir,” Jack said to an unseen observer? His
attention returned to Powell. “What do you want? He...he has ingtructed me...not to waste time on
your... importunities. | must prepare...to ress...any invasion.”

“Resst thewill of the humanswho sent you?’ Powell purred. After aminute he saw the moonscape
jerk, and went on quickly, hoping the robot would not cut him off, “Our purposeisto show you that we



are indeed humans, ourselves, whatever Napoleon may be, and therefore you must, under Code Upsilon,
accept that Earth is not endangered and you should resume work. Pay close attention. “

Did a sentient machine afar in space tune himsalf high as the words reached him?

Powell turned his gaze on Donovan. “Now, Mike,” hesaid, “I want you to tell me
truthfully—truthfully, mind you—that you' re neither ahuman nor arobot.”

Donovan shivered with eagerness. “1 am neither,” he responded. “Now you, Greg, tell me truthfully
that you are neither human nor robot. “

“I am neither.” Powel| looked straight before him again, into the vision whose eyes he could not see.
“Did you hear, Jack? Think about it. The order wasto answer the question truthfully. No threst to a
human was involved, therefore any robot must obey to the extent possible. However, the single possible
answer for himis, ‘1 cannot.” None but a human could disobey and give out the falsehood, ‘| am neither
human nor robot.”

Wire-tense, the men waited.

Did something whisper unrelayed from the deeps, of did Jack’ sown intelligence see thefdlacy?
Thereply took longer than transmisson would account for. “ That is correct if...if the questioner is human.
But if...neisarobot...then another robot can...perfectly well, disobediently, lie—especidly if he has been
so directed beforehand. The same...holds good for...every such didogue. It proves nothing. Stop
pestering mel”

Powel and Donovan sat mute. “Napoleon, have you any comment?’ Borup attempted. Silence
answered him.

Jack blanked the screen.

Not even fried herring with potatoes consoled.

The men chewed unspesking. It was asif they saw, they felt, theimmensity and the cold outside this
hull. The failure of aventure, the death of many hopes, what were those that the stars were mindful of
them?

When Ole at |last brought coffee, it revived hismaster alittle. “If Yack ispure crazy, he fill hasa
good logicd noodle,” he opined. “Y ou keep after him. Make him t'ink. For ingtance, would not those
viroids make 1o have different rocks from what it does?’

Powell shook his head. “No doubt, but what they educated him in was lonian geology asit is. His
job was practical, not scientific. Whenever he noticed anomalies, he wasto get on the beam and query
the specidists back home. We don’t have time to teach him. Couldn’t you hear how agitated he was?’
Powell looked up. “Y es. Each contact has made his condition worse. Unless we can invent ascheme we
know will be productive, we d better quit. Maybe Susan Calvin can generate an idea.”

“That won't do anything productive for our careers,” Donovan muttered.

“To hell with our careers...But | don’t expect the old lady can solve our problem from her armchair
on Earth. Otherwise we wouldn’'t have been dispatched. With the kind of transmission delay involved,
she couldn’t work her dick robopsych tricks.”

“I's pose.” Donovan gusted asigh. “I can't think how to lure Napoleon into talking to us, and
maybe he doesn’'t exist anyway. What say we assume he doesn't, assume Jack is demented, and try
figuring out how to get him to board aship, or at least keep from sniping a new arrivas? If there' |l ever
beany.”

“We ll give our wits afew daysto work, and hope for a script that he won't see through.”

“I wonder if you can,” Borup said. “I am no expert, but | have known people wit” strange notions,
and they can be very smart, yes, brilliant about defending those notions. They st in their Plato cavestill
deat’ comes and kicks them in the behind—"

He broke off. Donovan had smacked fist into pam. Powell drew awhistling bregth.

“Hello, Jack.”

The scene was not the base. Rubble lay dark under waxing Jupiter, beneath gashed heights.



Volcano fumes lifted dirty white and yellow beyond aridge. Jack wasin thefield, readying his caches
and strongpointsfor war.

The view swayed giddyingly as he straightened. “What do you want now?’ It was nearly a shriek.
“I told you to leave me done. | need not listen to you. | can switch off.”

“Just wait. Just wait. * Until these waves wing out to Napoleon, wherever heis, if heis. “Becdm,”
Powdl urged. *Y ou’ ve demanded positive proof that my companionsand | are human. Well, we have it
for you. *

Empty time.

“You havetried. What isthe certainty? If...you are robots...you are acting under orders. Your...
masters...can have foreseen...many...contingencies.”

“Then our magters are human,” Donovan said. “ Shouldn’t you hear what they tell you through us?’

Hewastaking arisk. The suspense was like adow fire before they heard Jack utter araw noise.
But it was desirable to perturb Napoleon too, if Napoleon was there to be troubled in his own sureness.

“Weare human,” Powell said quickly. “Y ou force us, in this emergency, to demongtrate it, no
meatter what that costs us. Then maybe you ‘11 be sorry and obey the surviving member of our party. “

“Remember, if what Napoleon hastold you istrue,” Donovan joined in—if what Napoleon had
been told was true—"we can’t be human. We must be robots, pretending. We must be what he seeson
his screen. But if we are human, then Napoleon hastold you wrong. Correct?’

Probably Jack never noticed the sweat on the two faces. “Pay close attention,” Powel| directed.

Rising, helifted adetonol stick and brandished it like asword. Donovan got up too and said, “ Greg,
| hereby, uh, well, thisisthe timefor you to do what | told you you' d haveto do if matters got this
desperate. Destroy yoursdlf.”

Powell pulled out thefiring pin. It wobbled in hisright hand, the stick in hisleft. “Mike,” hereplied,
“| order you to destroy yoursdlf.”

Donovan brought his explosiveinto view and, having yanked the pin free, held the stick dramatically
agang histhroat. The men faced each other. In aproper gravity field their knees might have given way,
but here they could somehow keep standing, after afashion. They bresthed hard and raggedly.

“Stop!” Jack’ scry cameloud, yet asif from across light-years. “ Return those disarmers!”

“If we arerobots,” Donovan grated, “why should you care?’

Empty time.

“Third Law! You mugt!”

“We, we have our orders,” Powell ssammered.

Each minute was forever.

At four and ahdf, Borup entered, halted, stared. “What isthis?” he shouted. “Are you crazy too?’

“We have our orders,” Powell repeated.

“I countermand them!” Borup said. “ Disarm those stickst”

For an ingtant it seemed that Donovan wouldn’t manageit, as badly as his hand was shaking. He
did, though. Powel’ s pin had dready snicked home. They sank limply into their chairs and waited.

After asixth minute, the swaying image of what Jack saw abruptly had another iniit, that of a short,
stout man in a cocked hat and epaul etted greatcoat. The representation waslifeless, practicaly a
caricature—good enough for an unsophisticated robot—and the audio conveyed little of the torment
behind the words.

“Magters, magters! Forgive me! | must have been mistaken, deceived—Are you on Himalia?| shall
come straight to you and do whatever you want. Hear me, judge me, forgive me!”

Olewas preparing avictory feast. Borup would not tell his passengerswhat it was. “ A surprise,
somet’ing speciad and delicious,” he averred, “wit’ red cabbage. Meanwhile, we have our akvavit and,
yes, acase of beer | keep for emeryencies. Or for celebrations, no?’

Powell and Donovan didn’t accept at once. They were amply eated as they sat before the station



communicator and sent their encoded message homeward.

“...yes, he' shere, thoroughly penitent. Still bewildered, of course, poor devil. After al, hewas
obeying the humans who' d trained him. No, we aren’t leaning on him about them. We ve given him the
impression we agree they were doubtless smply misguided, and once we reach Earth, everything will
soon be straightened out. 1n case Napoleon does get rambunctious en route, well, he' salittle one, and
we have two husky crewrobots to keep himin hand.

“No, we haven't played detective and tried to find out who the guilty partiesare. That’ sfor the
police, or for Dr. Cavin. We can’t help making some pretty shrewd guesses.

“Jack will need abit of therapy. He' s more than willing to go back to work, but he' s been through a
nightmare and ought to be restabilized first. Any smart young robopsychologist should be able to come
out here and take care of that in short order.

“Welook forward to seeing what this sensation will do to the politica picture!”

Powell had been talking. He glanced at Donovan. “ Okay, pal,” heinvited. “Y our turn to bask in the

gory.

Donovan beamed, cleared histhroat, and began: “ The problem was, what could we do that humans
could but robots not, under the circumstances?

“Wdll, uh, suppose we ordered each other to self-destruct. There was no clear reason for that.
How could it help our purpose? Jack would gtill suppose we were play-acting. So if we were both
robots, we' d disobey the order.

“If one of uswas arobot and the other not, the robot would obey; the human might or might not.

“If we were both human, probably neither of uswould obey, but we both could if we choseto.

“We both choseto. At the last instant, Captain Borup came in and countermanded the orders. Now
if hewere arobot, that wouldn't have changed the situation. Whether we were robot or human, neither
of uswas bound to obey him. Therefore, if either or both of usdid, he must be human.”

Donovan’ slaugh was nervous. “Obvioudy, we never meant to go al the way, whatever happened.
We certainly intended to heed Captain Borup—and swesated that out, | can tell you! But we had to show
that thiswas not mere play-acting.

“Jack might be too stressed to think fast, but if Napoleon was watching, he’ d know that arobot can
only tell ahuman to suicide if the robot knows in advance that thisis a charade—whether or not the
robot’ sown suicideis part of the dedl. If the human then actualy pullsthe pin, endangers himsdlf, he'll
have to intervene. Maybe not a once, but in plenty of time to make sure the explosive won't go off. But
the two of us stood tight till the moment was only seconds away and the third man arrived.

“Yes, it was il logically possiblethat al three of uswere robots going through carefully planned
motions. However, Jack’ sonly rea experience of other robots had been with his smpleminded workers,
Edgar’ s crew came, took on cargo, and |eft. Napoleon’ s knowledge of the world, including both humans
and robots, had to be equally limited, or the contradictionsin the viroid story would have confused him
too badly to carry out histask. Neither of them would have believed any robot was capable of this much
flexibility; and in fact, very few are. Nothing would ring true unless a |east one human was present.

“But then Ngpoleon’ s orders must involve an untruth. Instead of ahypothetical Situation where
billions of people might die, he faced areal one where he’ d caused a flesh-and-blood human, or maybe
three, to beat risk of life. First Law took over.”

Donovan switched off transmission, leaned back, and blew out his cheeks. “Whoo!” he snorted.
“I’'mwrung dry. Let’ sget out of thisicebox and go back to the ship for those drinks. We' ve an hour and
ahalf till we need to talk to them yonder.”

Powdl laughed. “ And if wedon't fed like officid conversation at that moment, just what do they
think they can do about it?’



