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for

automation

by Kate
Wilhelm

They calied the brain
“Sarak”, and it did almost
seem lo have a personalily.
Nothing could go wrong; no
human hands need touch the
product that Sarah made.
But Old Mike knew that
Sarah had to be walched —
and knew why!

B. LED the admiring

G group of men down

® the ramp that wound

to the main floor, and gestured

expansively, “And here they

come out boxed and stacked on

the outgoing belt ready for the
boxcar,”

“A marvel of engineering,
Mr. McKeldridge. A marvel.”
Senator Williams beamed at the
young president of McKel-
dridge, Inc. The plant was in
his state, and he bhad the pro-
prietary air of a new father.

“To think, not a human
hand touched those toys.” Mr,
Schultz of the chamber of com-
merce was staring in fascina-
tion at the conveyor belt with
the precisely-spaced toys being
deftly boxed and stacked. At
that moment, the whole stac
of the boxes began to move in
a slow, smooth movement to-
ward the immense dgors at
other end of the plant. The
door opened upward; the box
were carried outside the build:
ing and neatly deposited in
waiting freight boxcar.

“That finished the carload,
G. B. explained. “They w
automatically counted
weighed so that they came
exactly right. There will be
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more carloads before the order
< filled. Great seller, I under-
stand.”

One of the men started to
remove a toy from the belt, and
G.B. hurriedly said, “You
mustn’t do that, Mr. Hammler.
It will throw things out of
kilter, Mr, Stacey, here, will
tell you all about that later—
but I should warn vou that if
even one of the objects on the
belt were removed, the brain
would stop the whole operation
and make adjustments that
would consume hours, It is
geared to produce so many of
the things in a given time, and
has its own warning system if
anything goes wrong along the
way. We couldn’t start it again
manually, no matter what,”

The under secretary of de-
fense quickly placed his hands
in his pockets and looking
abashed, asked, “But how can
you people afford to retool and
still underbid everyone else for
this government contract?”

“Ah, but we don’t retool.”
G. B. smiled benignly at Mr.
Stacey. “Gentlemen, here is one
of the greatest authorities on
automation living today. And
he designed the brain that con-
trols this plant in such a way

75

that she—that is—it,” he
glanced about guiltily at the
slip, “does all the necessary
work about changing over for
a different product.”

He gave a passing glance at
his watch and suggested a re-
cess of the tour, “This after-
noon, after lunch, Mr. Stacey
will explain how that part of it
works. Suffice it to say right
now that this order for these
toy robots is the third order we
have manufactured without
adding a piece of machinery or
taking out a piece. All that is
in excess is stored at the high-
est level up there until it will
be needed again. It was ex-
pensive—but in time saved and
ease of operation, it has already
paid for itself, And with this
government contract assured
us, the monetary value of it is
finally paving off.”

HE OFFICIAL photogra-

pher took some pictures
then and the others waited un-
til he was finished. There were
fifteen of them in all, and they
all had questions to ask about
the operation, the comparative
cost’ of the machinery and
brain as against human pay for
the same work,
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“That’s the beauty of the
thing,” G. B. said. “Once the
machinery is paid for, there are
no further expenses connected
with it other than a few tech-
nicians who feed it additional
data for each new order. And,
‘of course, the checker, who
happens to be either Mr.
Stacey or myself at the pres-
ent.” He smiled deprecatorily,
“At first, there was some hesi-
tation at accepting merchandise
that hadn’t ar least been looked
at by humans—but that has
gone, now that the thing has
proven itself. We do a spot
check. Every hundredth toy
has been channelled away from
the rest and into our office ior
inspection. From there it goes
back into the line to be boxed
with the others.”

“And to think that no man
or woman actually works in
here.” Senator Morrison sighed
pompously, “What will they do
when all the plants are auto-
mated this way? I can see trou-
ble ahead, if we don’t begin
planning now for it.”

Quickly his colleagues in
Congress said, “We'll have to
bring it up with the President,
Senator—perhaps write a bill
or two to handle the situation,”

They dropped back to discuss
it fully.

G. B, WAS pointing out the
most interesting angles to
the photographer when Mr.
Stacey said, “But there is one
person here. Remember Old
Mike, G, B.?”
The group turned as a per-
son to G. B.

“So a human #s needed after
all?”

“I didn’t think it was com-
pletely automatic. That day
hasn’t come yet, although it
will. Tt will”

“All machinery needs a hu-
man brain to direct it, no mat-
ter how well it functions,”

“Who is Old Mike?”

“Gentlemen, gentlemen.” G.
B.’s smile was a trifle forced as
he put both hands before his
face. “Really, I almost hate to
tell you after all that. But 1
shall, anyway. Old Mike is as
necessary as the lights. Which
aren’t, The brain doesn’t need
the light to see by, any more
than McKeldridge, Inc. needs
Old Mike. But for sentimental
reasons we keep him on. And
will continue to keep him on as
long as he wants to continue
with us.”
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G. B. turned, as if to leave
it at that, but they pressed him
for a reason. He said, reluctant-
ly, “My father stipulated in his
will that Old Mike was to stay
on as long as there was a plant,
and he wanted to work in it.
So you see, there’s nothing that
can be done about Old Mike. I
believe he calls himself the
watchman. As you have seen,
the place is burglar-proof, and
there’s absolutely nothing that
can burn up—and there are sig-
nals to cover any contingency
that could conceivably  arise.
Therefore, no watchman is nec-
essary. But the old man doesn’t
want to retire, so we permit
him to stay on. I believe he
saved Father’s life some fiity
years ago when a press got
away drom the operator, or
something like that, Anyway,
Mike was injured in the acci-
dent, and Father was deter-
mined to make it up to him
some way. This is what the old
fellow wanted.”

He did turn and lead them
away then; and high in the
building, Old Mike turned off
the television screens that had
let him follow the tour from
one section to another.

“Fools! Everyone of them,

fools] Marvelous place! Hah!
Place could blow up and them
not even here to know it,” he
muttered to himself angrily.
“Gadgets! Nothing buf gadg-
ets.,” He spat expressively, Old
Mike was seventy one, and
walked with a limp that be-
came progressively worse each
winter; but otherwise, his
health was excellent. A con-
stant source of irritation to
G. B., who wanted him retired
and out of the plant, the old
man refused the armchair and
pension that awaited him.,

He had laughed at the doc-
tor at his last examination.
“Tell that young smart aleck
that my pappy lived to be a
hundred,” he said, and cackled
all the way back to his tiny
office.

HE KEPT up his running

line of disconnected con-
versation to himself most of the
time when he was alone, ever
since the night that he had
found himself speaking to the
brain as if it were a person.
Calling it Sarah, the way those
cocksure engineers did. That
had frightened him, and follow-
ing the scare had come hatred
of the machine.
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“No-good thing. Wanting to
be a person. Think you're get-
ting smart don’t you? Making
things without nobody telling
you how or pushing buttons
even. But you're just a huak
of metal. That’s all you are. A
hunk of metal with some wire
running around inside you.” So
he talked to the machine on the
occasions he forced himself to
visit the brain. Every Monday
he stood before it as if to re-
assure himself that it was, af-
ter all, just a machine. He al-
ways backed out of the room
that housed Sarah.

Mostly he stayed in his of-
fice with the screens turned on,
and he read or dozed and
talked to himself. And lived
with his memories of the past.
“Them was the days, boy. This
place was alive then when old
Mr. McKeldridge was running
things, He sure could make the
place hum when he stepped out
and looked around. And we
knew who was boss them days.
No sashaying about and get-
ting machines to do man’s work
for him, no siree bob. He knew
what men was supposed to do,
and he saw to it that they done
it.” He added darkly, “If God
had a'wanted the world run by

machines, He'd a put them here
instead of decent men.”

His alarm tinkled softly on
the hour, and meticulously he
scanned every screen to make
sure that the plant was$ in op-
eration as it should be. He
watched the overhead conveyor
belts in their perpetual motion
of supplying and storing parts
and surplus. He looked in on
the great wall, where the lights
flickered off and on continual-
ly, as Sarah guided the work
electronically. He watched the
metal being unloaded and
spray-painted; stamped out
and pressed into shape; and
finally, the interior works be-
ing riveted in, and the whole
robot come from the packing
belt ready for the boxcar. Sat-
isfied, he leaned back in his
rocker and took out his pipe.
Then with a puzzled look he
turned once more to the close-
up of the robots as they glided
down toward the boxcar.
There was something. ..

LIMPING badly, he hurried

down the ramp that trans-
versed the building, and came
to the belt he had just scanned.
With a frown, he hobbled to
the office used by G.B. and
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Mr. Stacey jointly in their in-
spection, There was the proto-
type of the robots made to the
specifications of the toy com-
pany that had ordered them
preparatory to their Christmas
rush.

“I knew it!” he exclaimed
gleefully, and was startled at
‘the sound of his own cracked
voice above the ordered hum
of excellent machinery. “I knew
that dad-burned thing would
mess up somehow,” he said
more quietly. “ Just wait til Mr,
Smarty Pants sees this,” He
clutched the toy to his chest
and hurried back to the line,
where he snatched another
from the belt. Instantly, a
buzzing alarm sounded; abrupt-
ly, a sudden silence filled the
vast plant that was more alarm-
ing to the old man than would
have been a siren at that mo-
ment.

He ran in his awkward gait
to his office to collect his coat
and hat, and cast an appre-
hensive glance at Sarah, whose
whole face was filled with the
lights flashing their messages.
He hurried from the cavernous
quiet of the place to the down-
town office where G.B. con-
ducted his business, chortling

again once away from Sarah’s

“building,

“You just tell him it's Old
Mike, and he’ll see me,” he said
to the pert girl behind the desk.

“I’'m sorry, sir, but he is not
to be disturbed. I have his di-
rect orders to that efiect. If
you will be seated...” She mo-
tioned to the spacious reception
room, luxurious with over-
stuffed chairs and low tables
done in shades of brown from
a coppery red to a nearly black
mahogany. It was a room
meant to impress, and Old
Mike was suitably awed by it
as he hesitantly took a seat,
self-consciously aware of the
two robots he was holding. The
girl paid no further attention
to him however, and continued
her typing as if he weren’t
there. She answered the phone
from time to time, and each
call received the same treat-
ment that Old Mike had been
given: G. B. could not be dis-
turbed, G. B. was in confer-
ence.

UDDENLY, she was gal-
vanized into action by a
caller. A stunned look of fear
and excitement passed quickly
over her face and she said,
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“Hold on a minute, Mr. Law-
rence. I'll tell him. Yes, 1 know
it is serious. Hold on.” She bit
her lip and unconsciously
tugged at her girdle as she arose
and approached the door to the
mner office. Hesitantly she
stopped and returned to her
desk where she whipped out a
paper she had been typing; her
fingers flew as she tapped out
the message for G.B. Then,
clutching the paper purposeful-
ly, she opened the door and
entered the room.

Only moments later the door
opened again, and Mr. Stacey
came out on a run. He spoke
into the phone quietly but with
an urgency, nevertheless, He
listened a moment, and then
banged down the receiver after
telling the other one to stay
where he was. As he turned to
go back into the oifice, his eye
landed on Old Mike watching
curiously, He nodded curtly
and started to turn, but he
spun around instead and shout-
ed, “Where did you get that?”
He seized the robots Mike was
stil holding and demanded
again, “Where did you get it?
Did you stop the line?”

Mutely Old Mike nodded
and pointed to the toys, “See?

Look at them!”

Mr. Stacey stared at Mike
in wonder, “Old man,” he said,
“do you know what you did?
You stopped the line entirely!
Every engineer employed by
McKeldridge has been notified
automatically, and is on his way
down there to see what went
wrong. The government men
are here to sign a very impor-
tant contract and you stopped
the line! Are you crazy!” He
grabbed Mike by the sleeve .
and pulled him after him, “You
just come with me and tell them
what you did!”

NSIDE the office, the men

were talking excitedly in low
voices, obviously trying to
avoid directly staring at G. B.
and not succeeding. Only the
Secretary of Defense and G. B.
were silent, G, B.’s fingers were
drumming monotonously on the
conference table as he waited
for his lieutenant to come back
and let them all know what had
happened. There was fury be-
hind his quietude.

“Old Mike did it! He re-
moved a robot!” Mr, Stacey
held up the two toys to show
them., “Whew! What a frighs
for nothing. We should have
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trusted Sarah not to let us
down.” He laughed, and one or
two of the others followed his
example. The Secretary of De-
fense didn’t,

“Are you sure that’s all that
happened, Mr, McKeldridge?”

G.B. turned to Old Mike
and asked in a softly ominous
voice, “Did you remove one of

the robots from the belt,
Mike?”
“Yes, sir.” Mike looked

around the faces and saw the
smiles grow more and more nu-
merous as relief settled in on
the men. He didn’t volunteer
more in the presence of outsid-
ers; this was company business.

“And was the line moving
smoothly when you removed
the toy, Mike?” G.B. didn’
look up as he asked, but played
with his pencil instead.

“Yes, sir, it was moving—
and then it stopped, and I come
over here.”

“That will be all, Mike. Wait
for me in my office, will you
please.” G. B. turned back to
the Secretary of Defense and
shrugged, “You see, Mr. Sec-
retary, foolproof. Even tells us
when something goes wrong, if
it does.” He waited until Mike
was nearly out the door, but

still within range, to add, “And
I can assure you that this won’t
happen again.” :

WAS TWO hours later
when Mr, Stacey and G. B,
remembered Old Mike. The old
man was staring out the win-
dow over the city when they
returned to G. B.’s private of-
fice with well-satisfied smiles
on their faces. Mike still
clutched both robots to his
chest defensively as he turned
to face them.

“Mike, why'd you do it? And
now of all times.” Mr. Stacey
spoke to him as he might to a
child, very patient, willing to
try to understand.

It was to him that Mike
thrust the toys, “Look at ’em,
Mr. Stacey. Sarah’s changed
them.” He waited, an expectant
smile about his withered lips.

“Of all the damn fool non-
sense! Mike, you're finished!
Get out and stay. Get yourself
a room somewhere and keep
out of my way!” G.B.’s face
was apopletic as he pushed
Mike toward the door.

“Wait a minute, G.B....
Look. There is a difference.”
Mr. Stacey stood the two
robots side by side on the
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gleaming desk. “Look—this one
is nearly two inches taller. And
more flexible.” He was speak-
ing absently as he compared
them,

Forgetting Mike for the mo-
ment, G. B. watched. Finally he
said, “It doesn’t alter the situa-
tion, Mike nearly cost us the
contract with his meddling. So
someone tampered with the
specifications. It still works,
doesn’t it?”

“Better. There’s a wrist ac-
tion we didn’t bave in it, and
it’s more powerful.” Mr. Stacey
didn't look up as he made
measurements and jotted down
his findings on a small pad.
“And I wouldn’t fire Mike now,
if 1 were you. He proved
Sarah’s infallibility better than
words could, This could be im-
portant—and he was the first
to catch it.” He added wryly,

“Bes des, it would mean bad .

publ’ dty.”

G. B. threw up his hands and
exclaimed, “OK, OK, so Mike
stays. But, old man, if you so
much as breathe on that belt
again, you're out. Do you un-
derstand?”

Mike nodded and shufiled
his feet awkwardly as he looked
apologetically toward Mr. Sta-

cey. “Is it something really
wrong, sir?”

“Hmm. Don’t know, Mike.
I'll run back with you now, 1
want to see for myself what
has been changed and who did
it.”

IKE WATCHED the en-
gineers as they examined
the various parts of Sarah. It
was well past midnight when
Mr. Stacey came to his office.
“Doesn’t seem to be any-
thing wrong, We're letting the
altered version go through, Did
you see who coded and gave
her the new data?”

“Nobody’s touched it since
you fixed her up for these
things.” Mike had both of the
robots standing at attention on
his small, littered desk. “Ain’t
been no one back there 'til to-
day.” He paused a moment and
added soberly, “She done it
herself. She's trying her wings,
s0's to speak.”

Mr. Stacey laughed good-na-
turedly and left, after saying
that Mike should let him know
if anyone went into Sarah’s
room. “Someone did it who
knows exactly how, and that
narrows it down—but no one
will admit it. .Probably afraid




of a chewing out.”

After he’d gone, and Sarah
was appeased and back at
work, Mike cautiously - stood
before the ever changing board
with its thousand eyes. “You
can fool them, Sarah, but you
can’t fool Old Mike. You done
it yourself, and I know it. But
no more shenanigans out of
you, cause I'll be a’watching.
You hear me, Sarah? I'll be
a'watching all the time.”

The change-over went
smoothly. Mr. Stacey, and sev-
eral other serious-locking young
men, worked in Sarah’s room
for two whole days giving her
the new information in her own
special code. They kept a con-
stant watch until the first few
of the new items to be manu-
factured were finished, and
then they departed jubilantly.

3 Watching on his television
it screen Old Mike grinned to
s, himself, “You old fool,” he told

himself genially, “See. She
a- can’t do a thing without getting
ng showed how. You just always
oW forget after awhile that they
h's got to show her, after all.” He
vho was happy at change-over time,
‘hat It served to remind him that
one Sarah was a tool, bigger and

more complex than any of her
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predecessors, to be sure, but a
tool, useful only so long as a
human hand and brain guided
her.

NCE MORE, the belts
were waltzing their silent,
gliding fairy dance high above
the floor. And the conveyor
belts loaded their baskets with
screws and tubes and wires and
—carried them to the tool that
was designed to lift them and
place them in their proper po-
sition, The humming filled the
rooms in perfect harmony and
the lights blinked in tune as
information was brought forth
to be put to use, rejecting one
tool for another, keeping the
raw materials flowing smoothly
into place, punching out the
coded orders for additional
wire or plastic or whatever was
needed. The messages dropped
into a minor appendage of
Sarah where they were changed
to typed sheets, folded and
placed in stamped envelopes
and deposited in the chute that
a messenger constantly sorted
for delivery. :
Mike dozed and smoked his
pipe and made his timed in-
spections. He examined the
finished product carefully, but
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could make nothing of it; and
as no one had bothered to tell
him what was being produced
for the government, he
shrugged his thin shoulders
and went on his own way. “Fig-
ure I'm too old and useless to
know anything that's supposed
to be a secret. Might blab.
Why, 1 can remember way
back when the old man was
here and we did that order for
the Navy, back during the Big
War, He said to me, ‘Mike, see
them shells, Biggest ever cast.
We'll blow them ofi the map
_ with them shells, Mike. He
knew he could trust Mike, he
did.”

E GOVERNMENT men

inspected the hundredth
ones just as G. B. and Mr. Sta-
cey had done before, And al-
ways they came from the inner
office, where there wasn't a
television camera, with smiles
on their faces, Then after
awhile, since the hundredth
ones came during the night as
well as during the day, their
inspection became more hap-
hazard, and finally almost
ceased entirely. The orders
were being boxed and stacked
and readied for the boxcars as

before. No one entered any
more, unless it was with an es-
cort and a special pass. Now
when ‘the great door opened,
there were soldiers with guns
on their belts to oversee the
operation, Two of them climbed
into the freight car with the
order being shipped out, and
the third man sealed the car.
The mammoth door whispered
a goodby to them as it slid back
down and another crate was be-
ing slipped into place for the
second part of the order. ,

And Mike, who had in the
past gone to his lonesome room
each night, moved into the of-
fice entirely. He left long
enough each day to gulp down
his frugal meals, and make the
few purchases his barren life
required—such as tobacco and
the newspapers. There was an
inner tension that he couldn’t
dispel, nor could he understa
it. Nothing could go wrong.
Nothing. But he watched. He

i
knew this was big. Bigger even t:):
than the shells in the Big War. the |
They badn’t calied for sich g

secrecy.
“So that’s why they aske
me all them tom fool



figured that since T wouldn’t
leave the place, they had to be

again to the inspection room
and looked carefully at the
thing on the desk left there for
comparison with the others
that left the line for the in-
spection. Even as he walched,
the opening in the wall admit-
ted one oi the newly-finished
things. Old Mike knew, from
keeping his eyes and ears open,
that there were ten minutes in
which to loock over the dis-
placed object before the line
stopped as before. Gingerly he
grasped it and lifted it. There
was nothing to see. Just a box,
closed on all sides. He com-
pared it with the one on the
desk and as far as he could see
they were identical.

E REPLACED it on the

belt and presently it began
to glide back toward the main
line. With a frown, Mike sat
behind the desk and stared at
the thing before him,

“Got to be something more
important than a box. I seen
: wires and them new small tubes

zoing in somewheres. Must be
mts 81 special way to open them
things,” He tried to force each

sure of who I am.” He hobbled
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side of the box, with no better
luck than with the other one.
He rubbed his chin thoughtful-
ly and forgetting the strict or-
ders he had not to interfere
again, he began to go through
the desk looking for a clue.
There was none. Then he sur-
veyed the safe in the room. He
knew it was geared to alarm if
tampered with, but on the oth-
er hand, the government men
had seemed to get careless at
the last about making the re-
quired inspections; maybe they
had got careless about the safe.
Besides he only had a couple
of years left with McKeldridge
anyway. G.B. would see to
that as soon as he no longer
feared unfavorable publicity,
he argued with himself.
Hesitantly Old Mike ap-
proached the safe. It was one
that G. B.’s father had installed
only days before his death some
ten years ago. Very modern,
very burglarproof, very im-
penetrable. Mike grasped the
door handle and it swung open.
He ignored the papers and
blueprints and documents, and
instead fastened his eye on a
thin strip of insulated wire with
a bulge in the middle of it. He
remembered seeing small holes
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in the thing on the desk. Quick-
ly he had the ends of the wire
in the holes and the opposite
side of the box slid open. There
was Sarah in miniature.

The same lights, only they
weren’t blinking at him, watch-
ing him, as she did. The same
type of feed slot with a very
small spool of ticker paper
wound ready to go into it.

“Well, I'll be damned!”
Mike said reverently, “Sarah’s
babies! Baby brains!”

HE LOOKED at the thing

he was holding fearfully,
and very gently—as if afraid
of awakening a sleeping child—
he placed it on the desk. Then
he wiped off his wrinkled fore-
head which had grown very
moist. “Baby brains,” he whis-
pered again and in his mind
visualized the next war with
things like it directing the
fighting and the maneuvering,
very much as Sarah directed
the plant itself.

“This must be the heart,” he
said as he looked again at the
lump in the middle of the wire
that made the connection some-
where in the center of the brain.
“Must stay asleep until the
heart thing is connected, and

then it’s ready to go to work.”
Cautiously he disconnected the
wires and the back of the box
locked itself shut again, Still
apprehensive of the tiny brain,
he replaced it-in its former po-
Sition on the desk and restored
the wire to the safe and shut

the door. Then he made his

way slowly back to his own of-
fice and waited.

“They shouldn’t of showed
her how to make brains. They
shouldn’t of done that. She’s
no good,” he muttered to him-
self. “Gotta stay wide awake
from now on and see to it that
she don’t cut no more capers,
They shouldn’t of done it.” He

repeated the words over and *
over in a worried voice. ¢
The movement of the wind- I
ing belts and overhead ' I
veyors was hypnotic in its ef<J D
fect on him; that was why th
had installed the clock in t pl
first place. The melodic al
roused him if he did succ A’
to the languor the place ~
duced in him. “It’s better notl the
to keep watching all the ime, S 4
he told himself, as he had d tool
countless times in the past £ Iy,
years. “That way, your h ther
begins swaying back and f belg”.
and you get to nodding seem
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netter to look at each screen
ior 2 minute or two and then go
on to the next one,” he remind-
ed himself, but he couldn’t tear
his eyes from the assembly line.

Here the tubes came down,
and intricate movements were
made, too fast for his eye to
follow. Next the shell was put
around them, and from that
point nothing could be seen of
what went in. The whole belt
rose and fell and went forever
forward. Up and down and on
and on. One basket of some-
thing or other was emptied and
another replaced it with a mo-
tion so precise that the interval
was too fast for the parts it
carried to be missed. The emp-
ty basket climbed higher and
higher, shuttled off the main
line once as something else by-
passed it on its way down, and
then resumed its way to be re-
plenished.

MIKE ALMOST missed the
extra movement, but in
the corner of his eye he caught
a glimpse. One of the larger
tools was being lowered. Slow-
ly, quietly it came down, and
there was no disruption of the
belt’s steady flow. A press
seemed to move fractionally out

of the way, and the newcomer
might have been there all the
time for the disturbance it cre-
ated. The next box to come
down the line stopped before
it, and a new action was added
to the others.

Hurriedly, Mike turned on
the screen that showed Sarah
herself, That one he usually
kept off, since it always made
him feel as though ke were be-
ing studied seeing the lights
blinking at him so insistently.
There was no one in the room.

“She did it again!” He
picked up the phone with a
trembling hand, and with fin-
gers that seemed to belong to
someone else he dialed the
number Mr. Stacey had given
him. “Mr. Stacey! You gotta
come over here right now. She's
changed something again.” His
voice was shrill and incoherent
as he shouted into the phone,
and it was minutes before he
made the engineer understand
what he was trying to say. “I'm
telling you, Mr. Stacey, I seen
that thing come dropping down
right before my own eyes. It
weren’t there up ’til now, and
now it’s in there doing some-
thing, too, just like it belonged
there.”
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He gloated over Sarah while
he waited for the engineer’s ar-
rival. “I told you to be careful,
Sarah. I told you I'd be watch-
ing you all the time, didn’t 1?”
He even went to her room and
stood before her in his relish.
“You know what will happen
now, Sarah? You know? Well,
T'll tell you. They’ll tear vou
down and see what went wrong.
And you won’t be able to do
any more for a long time, May-
be never, if they get to think-
ing that they can’t trust vou,
Then we’ll have men in here
again telling you how to make
things, like God intended. And
there’ll be men out there to see
to it that you do it right, like
God intended. And you’ll be a
tool again. Sarah! Who ever
heard of calling a tool by a
name?”

HE MET Mr. Stacey by the

small door that led to the
street. There were guards out
there who looked at him curi-
ously as he limped toward Mr.
Stacey, nearly choking in his
excitement over the error. “I
told you, she can do things!
She did it again! And I seen
her! I told you there weren’t
no one in there before, She just
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done it herself.”

“Ok, Mike. Take it easy now
and tell me what happened.
You know, if there’s any real
trouble we'll have to shut down
and clear it up, don’t you?”
He eyed Old Mike doubtfully
—but remembering the altered
robots, he could take no
chances. “Come on to the office
and tell me what you saw.”

Mike told him and together
they inspected the line. The ma-
chine was gone.

“It was bere, Mr. Stacey. It
was! Right here next to this
press. I tell you I seen it with
my own eyes. I seen it on the
screen and I come down here
and seen it again, She’s moved

it back up there so’s no one rp(:
woulkin’t find her out.” fin

Fear and frustration began @ say
to replace the indignation on W ger,
Old Mike's face. “She knew Wl liey.

what I was telling her,” he 3 han,
whispered. “She must of kno Mik.
what I was saying.” He back ten ¢,
away from the line and on and |
the pressure of Mr. Stacey’
hand on his arm saved hin
from falling as they returned
the office.

Mr. Stacey looked at
kindly and asked, “How
are you, Miker”
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“Tt isn’t that, Mr, Stacey. So
help me God, it isn’t that!”
Mike screwed up his face to
keep back the humiliating
tears that dimmed his eyes mo-
mentarily. “I don’t blame you,
sir. You don’t know her like I
do. My pappy told me once
that vou never know a woman
until you live with her, and
I've lived with Sarah for four
years now, and I know she’s no
good.” He thirstily drank the
water he found in his hand and
wiped his mouth with the back
of his knurkles,

R. STACEY frowned help-

lessly at the old man. He
paced back and forth across the
room several times before he
finally said, “Mike, if what you
say is true, Sarah could be dan-
gerous. But who would ever be-
lieve you? No,” he held up his
hand to stop the words that
Mike was about to utter, “Lis-
ten to me first. I saw that robot,
and I"'m almost convinced that
none of us did it. Almeost, mind
you. Mostly because it was an
improvement, and no one
would hesitate to claim the
credit—but on the other hand,
to admit that Sarah did it, well,
that’s equally ridiculous.” He

spread his hands wide apart in
a gesture of defeat. “So you
see, I can’t accept your uncon-
firmed story that the machine
did come down, but T don’t
dare just forget about it. Now
what can I do?”

“Stop the line and make
sure!” Mike didn’t hesitate
over his reply.

“That would be fine if this
thing weren't so important. But
it’'s a rush order and it’s as
vital as hell to the government
right now. You follow the in-
ternational situation, don't
you?” He nodded at Mike’s
affirmation, ‘“Well, then you
should know how things stand
right now. We need these
things, and we need them right
now. Yesterday, even.”

He frowned some more and
said slowly, “No, Mike, I can't
stop the line, but we’ll post
such a guard that no movement
that’s made will be undetected.
And I'll seal off the line from
anyone other than myself and
one or two others who have top
clearance. That'll mean you’ll
be barred, too. No one will be
allowed in where he can tam-
per with anything. And we'll
see, Mike. There won't be any
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more machinery coming down
from up there.”

THE SERGEANT yawned

his boredom and began to
shuffle the cards. “More
pinochle, old man?” He had
been stationed in the small of-
fice for three nights, and he
was tired of pinochle. But he
didn’t have much choice, as it
was the only card game the old
man knew and Mike was cer-
tainly too old to begin learn-
Ing any new ones.

“Eh? What did you say,
son?” Old Mike didn’t take his
eye off the screen. Inwardly,
he was laughing at Sarah’s im-
potence in the face of continual
surveillance. There were men
stationed at the head of the
ramp, and more by each door,
and more on the outside, and
another right here in his room
checking the entire plant with
him each hour. She had her
hands tied good now, did Sarah,
He didn’t permit the laughter
to come to his lips, but he
thought that Sarah could prob-
ably hear it, anyway. He, Old
Mike, had fixed her good this
time, and he could sense her
anger.

“Skip it. What’s so interest-

ing down there anyway?” The
sergeant moved aroupd the
desk and watched the flickering. *
lights for a few minutes, His
eyes shifted to the belt that
swayed and rose and fell
rhythmically., It was as quiet
as- the night itself; only the
motion of it indicated that the
plant was operating. The hum-
ming was so a part of him by
now that he was unaware of it,
His eyes followed the belt com-
ing down, a box with drawers
suspended from it by a hook
affair, The line came down and
paused infinitesmially, and
once more started to climb, the
box staying behind. It climbed
in a broad gentle curve and
was transcended by another box
coming down. The sergeant’s
eyes were drawn to the second
belt, and then again to one ris-
ing and then to another cirs
cling, His head began an un=
obstrusive swaying action in

|

time with the line as he con- I:
tinued to watch the undulatin A
movement: up and down, back he
and forth, up and down, 0
and forth, up and down. A ah
stayed down, sa
Sa;

OLD MIKE, not noticing I
other’s staring eyes n tha
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fixed glazedly on the floor, con-
tinued to watch the flickering
lights on the panel that was
Sarah’s face. “You see me,
girl?” He said the words to
himself, but he was sure that
she heard. “You see me in
here? DI'm laughing at you,
Sarah. You tried so hard, didn’t
you, but T told you I'd be a
watching you all the time. And
Old Mike caught you, didn’t
he?”

He found his eyes being
drawn back and forth across
the board as the lights changed
their pattern and he chuckled
out loud. “You do hear me,
don’t you, Sarah?” And his eyes
went back and forth across the
board trying to read a message
in the changing lights that re-
garded him for a second and
then blinked off. It was a game
that he had played ever since
the security people had decided
to guard the interior of the
plant as well as the outside,
Mr, Stacey had seen to it, as he
had promised. And each night
Old Mike goaded her mentally,
and tried to make out a mes-
sage in the board. A sign from
Sarah of her defeat.

He wasn't aware of the fact
that the pacing feet oudside the

door had stopped; that the sen-
tries on the head of the ramp
and patrolling the floor were
staring in evident fascination at
the intricately moving belts;
that the press had once more
moved aside and the other ma-
chine had once more come si-
lently down and was working;
that other machines had sheul-
dered in beside those already on
the floor and were also work-
ing; that the crate with the
miniature brains resting inside
it was maneuvered aside and
another, much larger one now
stood in its place and was be-
ing filled with larger boxes,
boxes grooved so that each one
on a casual glance appeared to
be four lesser boxes, Old Mike
was trying to read a message
from the pattern oi changing
lights.

E GUARDS were due to
change at six; and at five
thirty, the larger crate was
once more shuffled behind oth-
ers that minimized its size, The
extra machines silently began
their climb back to the ceiling
to circle endlessly until next
brought down by Sarah, The
guard at the head of the ramp
shook himself slightly and re-
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sumed his steady pacing, notic-
ing with satisfaction that his
tour was nearly over for anoth-
er night. He threw a wave of
greeting to his pal showing
briefly between the machinery
on the floo¥:™

The sergeant turned again
from the desk and asked peev-
ishly, “Are you going to sit
there all day and watch that
thing?”

Old Mike hid his disappoint-
ment well as he answered, “I'm
heading for bed, same as you
are, Sergeant.” He knew she
would try nothing in the day-
light when there were so many
wide awake people around. She
had almost spelled out some-
thing; he was sure of it. That
first time, he had thought his
eyes were playing tricks on
him, but tonight he was sure
that she was trying to get a
message to him. “Well” he
thought to himself, “let her
stew about it until tonight.”

— % — % =

He yawned and shook his
thermos to see if there were
any more cofiee, Great thing,
coffee, on an all night watch;
it certainly kept him awake. He .
shared the small amount re-
maining with the sergeant and
was rinsing out the cups when
the shift changed.

Later he made his usual call
to Mr. Stacey. Usual since first
he saw the machine lower it-
self. “Quiet night, Mr. Stacey.
She’s behaving herseli now
that she has people around to
make her be good.” He lis-
tened to the other man for a
second and laughed in a croak-
ing tone, “Well, I'll tell you,
sir, I was getting scared. First
you showed her how to make
the bodies, and then you
showed her how to make the

|

brain for them. I figured that :;
she was going into business for
herself.” He hung up still gz;
laughing and shaking his head -
over his foolishness, | in
hag
the
oth
thu.
that



