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- Your first time, sir? 

He undressed slowly. 

- Yes, he answered and took good time to fold up his clothes and put 

them in the basket.

He felt embarrassed standing there naked among the technicians. 

- I shouldn't worry, sir, said the teleporter, traveling with the cruncher is 

safer now than flyin' to the moon.

The teleporter smiled assertively. Somehow the remark didn't sooth him. 

He had been to the Moon. He hated flying but this was something completely 

different. The idea of being scattered all over the universe had haunted him 

since the first presentation of the teleporter.

He hesitated before climbing into the chamber. The teleporter smiled 

again. 

- Relax, he said, it'll be just like taking a cold shower.

The doors slid close. There were a peculiar smell in the chamber. He 

closed his eyes. A voice in the monitor told him that the transportation would 

commence once the green light were lit. He opened his eyes to see. A red light. 

A tone that slowly altered its pitch. He held his breath. The green light was 

switched on. 

It felt like falling backwards into cold water.

He shivered uncontrollably. They had given him a thick thermo robe and a cup 

with something that smelled like tea but tasted like mud water. He sat on a 



plastic bench being rubbed by an andy with exceptionally large and soft hands. 

The cold seemed to radiate from the very marrow of his bones. It took 

him several minutes before he felt certain that his body would not decay if he 

moved it. He did not dare to close his eyes, afraid that his body would float out 

if he did. One or two other medic-andys were present at all times, seeing to it 

that he was OK and did not go into shock. 

They lent him a suit and gave him a navimap. From the T-port station he 

came out into what was modeled like an old European plaza, flanked by small 

brick houses and little cafe’s. He was immediately stuck by how fresh the air 

was. Mars had a reputation of being a dirty and stuffed place because of the 

mining and metal industry, but inside the dome the air had a clean freshness he 

had never felt anywhere on Terra. 

He moved slowly around, still not feeling to certain he would not 

disintegrate if he made a sudden jarring movement.

The large dome was dark, covered by sand and dirt by the winds outside. 

It was like a dark heaven over an otherwise bright day. There were several 

domes, he knew, each time they built a new one it was far bigger than the 

others. He would like to see one of the first they built that were still standing, 

one built by the Pioneers, but knew he wouldn't have the time. He wanted to see 

the community of the Predecessors, who took over from the Pioneers. They 

lived there still, reclusive and elitistical like a religious sect, practicing the old 

customs and never allowing the andys entry.

It was something he would never understand.

He thought of the irony that the people who first came to Mars and who 

started building the andys now didn’t want anything to do with them and 

refused to let them enter their domes. 

But they lived of the patents and rent of the domes and could afford to be 

eccentric.

They lived of the andys but refused to have anything to do with them.



He had his own thoughts about it but the company refused it's employes 

to voice personal opinions.

Since he had to fast before the teleportation he was hungry, but he was 

still nauseated and didn't think he would be able to keep down any food. He sat 

down at a table outside a small cafe. There were no other guests there. 

Immediately a waiter came to his table. He ordered a cup of coffee, even 

though he didn't want any. He just needed to sit down for a minute. Most of the 

city community was located under ground, only public spaces and leisure zones 

were over. He had read that most people never came to the surface domes but 

preferred to stay in the underground levels. Seeing the black heaven over him 

he could understand why.

In the middle of the plaza stood an old oak, the branches at the top 

seemed almost to scrape the ceiling of the dome. This was one of the older 

domes but not one of the oldest. Under the oak there was a well. If he wanted he 

could just walk right over and drink fresh Martian water straight from it. On 

earth that water was costlier than non-organic Champagne.

The waiter came with the coffee. He tasted it. It was awful. Preset 

automate coffee.

There must have been hundreds of people on the plaza, every one going 

to some place or another, no one talking to each other, every one by them 

selves. He could not help noticing that no one was looking at him. No one was 

looking at anything, it seemed, they just moved determinedly from one place to 

another.

It was easy telling the serving andys apart from the working andys. The 

service andys were taller and as they didn't work in the mines, they were clean 

and well dressed and had an superior attitude that comes from spending too 

much time with people who have nothing to do all day but idle chat and 

luncheons. 

The working andys, however, were not cared for, and looked exactly like 



what they were. They're were small and edgy, they're faces blank and ugly. 

Thorn felt a sting of shock when he saw an andy with half its organic 

facemask torn of, the cold metal and a few raw facial muscles clearly visible 

underneath. He noticed that he was the only one reacting to it, and suddenly he 

felt very lonely. 

He took out the navimap and told it the name of the cafe and where he 

was going. Immediately the easiest route were line out on the map. A pleasant 

woman’s voice told him to let her know when he was ready to leave the cafe for 

his destination. 

He left the cafe and waked to the nearest elevator station. Threes and 

shrubbery’s everywhere. Old and low houses, their windows all black. It was 

like walking in one of the history parks down on Terra, except up here 

everything seemed to look genuinely old, not manufactured.

Eleven floors under ground were the AndroCorps Mars head quarters. The 

height under the ceiling was very spacious, the air even cleaner down here and 

the soothing light seemed to steam out of the very material of the walls and 

ceiling. He came to the entrance, the door opened and he entered. 

Her physical presence was close to perfect. She was sitting in a leather 

chair, her fingers lightly tapping slightly above her thigh; she didn’t seem to 

notice he had entered.

The reception room was high under the ceiling, completely rounded, with 

some chairs and a sofa, all in leather, which seemed to be genuine. The no use 

of animal act had never been accepted by Martian authority. They liked their 

little luxuries up here. Thorn could understand why.

There were no tables, and besides the door he had entered, only two 

doors, none of them stately. 

- Welcome to AndroCorp, she said suddenly. What can we do to help 

you? 



There was a flatness to her voice, it could be boredom or just the 

professional tone of voice of a corporate secretary.

At first he had taken her for an andy because of here complete stillness, 

but there was a softness to here skin and an inquisitive look in here eyes that 

made him change his mind. 

- I'm here to see Mr. Jacobs.

- And what is your name? she asked. 

- Thorn, he answered. David Thorn. From Terra. 

She stared right at him but beyond and he knew she was looking at the 

monitor image screened on the inside of her glasses. 

She suddenly made a sweeping movement with her hand, turned and 

looked at him.

- You don't have an appointment, she stated dryly. 

- He's expecting me, it's ... private, he said. 

- Private? she asked. In what way private? 

- Henry is an old friend of mine, he said. He knows I'm coming today. 

This isn't a business call. 

She looked at him expressionless, then touched her ear. 

- Excuse med for interrupting, Mr. Jacobs, but there is a Mr. Thorn here. 

She still looked at him but talked to Jacobs.

- He says your expecting him, she said while looking at him. 

A slight pause, then she nodded and suddenly smiled to him. 

- Of cause, she said. She took the finger from her ear. 

- I'm very sorry, she said and smiled. I haven't been notified. There are 

some things that Mr. Jacobs simply forgets to tell me. He will see you in a few 

minutes. He's finishing up a meeting right now. Do you want some coffee? I 

make an exceptionally good espresso.

She stood up.

- No, thank you, I'm fine, he said, puzzled by the sudden change in her 



character. 

- Nothing else? she asked and moved over to a door on the wall behind 

her chair. - A drink perhaps? 

- Perhaps an espresso after all, he said, not knowing why he suddenly 

changed his mind.

- Good choice, she said and smiled to him. 

He had expected her to have an automate with some specially 

programmed preset behind the door, but instead there was a small kitchen utility 

set with an old espresso machine. 

- A relic from the time of the Pioneers, she explained as she prepared the 

coffee. It was broken, but we've had it fixed and slightly altered. It works 

perfectly well now. People even come here just to taste my coffee. I should say 

this, but – 

She lowered her voice and put on a mock serious face 

- I'm quite certain that my coffee has secured quite a few of the contracts 

we've gotten over the past periods. 

She giggled.

- Mr. Jacobs would of cause not agree, but I'm certain of it. 

He had to laugh at her girlish joy.

The machine hissed as the coffee dripped out of the tubes black and thick. 

- You may find it slightly more bitter than what you're used to, she said. I 

get the beans directly from the farm and grind them my self. Of course I have 

all types of sweetener and also natural sugar. Do you take anything in your 

coffee, Mr. Thorn?

- I like my coffee black, he answered.

The coffee was creamy and filled his mouth with a strong but rounded 

taste of natural coffee. 

- It's delicious, he said, somewhat surprised. This is the best coffee I've 

ever tasted. 



- I know, she said and smiled triumphantly. 

- From where do you get the beans? 

- Oh, I'm not going to tell you that, she said and suddenly looked sternly 

at him. It's a secret. 

She smiled again. - I have my connections, she said. 

- I bet you do, he said and now it was she that laughed. 

He had known Henry for several years but this was actually the first time he met 

him in person. He was a lot taller that the holo-conferance projections had made 

him out to be. 

- I don't really know how to – 

Thorn stopped and looked over to the aquarium, where strange shapes 

glided through the muddled water. Jacobs waited patiently for him to continue. 

- Through a forced change in the Workers Rights Law the Union has 

procured the right to organize the androids at our plant on the Moon, Thorn 

stated as a matter of fact. Jacobs stared at him with blank amazement in his 

eyes. 

- The andys are being organized? 

- Yes. 

- In a Labour union? 

- Yes. 

- But how the hell – 

There was a sharp silence. 

- I don' believe it. How come I haven't heard about this before? 

- It hasn’t been officially announced yet. It was clubbed thru just last 

evening. Came right out of the blue. 

Thorn looked down at a small creature that suddenly went into what 

looked like a seizure and then sank still into the muddled water. 

- Anyway, as all the lines are tapped, as you know, we didn't want to leak 



anything and felt it would be best if this was handled on a personal level.

 Jacobs didn’t seem to pay any notice of him any more.

- But that's the exact reason we're using the andys, 'cause they can't be 

organized, he muttered. That's why everybody's using them. 

- I know that. But some lawyer in the Union found a loophole in the law 

and through some wheeling and dealing they managed to get make the Council 

to accept it. 

Thorn cleared his voice. He didn’t have the explanation Jacobs was 

looking for.

- Apparently there is some ancient anti slave argument being used. The 

Council had no choice but to accept it.

He turned to look at Jacobs. Jacobs was staring straight into the wall.

- So far it’s just the andys at this one plant, but it’s only a matter of time –

- Before the Union takes them all.

- Exactly.

- When did this happen? 

Thorn repeated the information.

- The Councils decision is not in effect yet, he continued. It won't be 

announced until Thursday next week. The decision is, for obvious reasons, kept 

a secret. It's feared that the publication of the decision will cause another 

uprising. As a major producer of synthetic work power we were let to know 

from ....

He hesitated, looking for the right word.

- Let's just say we have our sources.

- Oh God, Jacobs exclaimed. First there's an uprising because the Union 

take over all labor handling, then because the andys steal everybody’s jobs. 

Who’s left to do an uprising? 

- The owners of the andys, Thorn said. 

Jacobs just looked at him. 



- Because the andys do not receive salaries and are therefore as of now 

not beneficiaries for social security and such, there are no other expenses 

connected to them other than service and maintenance. 

Jacobs nodded.

- But once they are organized, the Union will demand that each and every 

owner would have to pay a beneficiary fee, Thorn said. For most people there’s 

the principle, you don’t pay a machine for doing your laundry  –

- They wouldn’t dare! 

Jacobs suddenly cut him off. 

- No one will accept that! There’ll be another lock out, like the one that 

made the andys so popular.

- The union threatens to pull out all the andys in strike until the conflict is 

solved, Thorn said. We've already had a meeting with them, they left no doubt 

what so ever. They're going to run with this one all the way to the finishing line. 

- But they don't possess an inherent will of their own. 

- No, but now the Union possesses one for them. 

Jacobs suddenly laughed out loud. 

- Those bastards, he shouted. Those rotten, dirty bastards. 

He suddenly rose to his feet but didn´t move from behind the desk.

- The council is never going to accept that. They can´t.

- They already have. They had to. It's been clubbed.

Again he felt uncomfortable, being here not being able to explain why it 

all came to this. Why no one had foreseen this happening, how one underpaid 

lawyer in the service of the Union had understood what no one else had even 

thought the possibility of.

- They have to change the law, Jacobs said. They can’t let this pass.

- They will, said Thorn. But it will take time. The problem is that even 

with a new law the Union will move against it. 

Jacobs nodded.



- It will plague the law rooms for decades, he said. They will never let 

this one go.

- Exactly, said Thorn. And that's where it gets tricky for us. 

- What do you mean? 

- No one is going to buy a new andy before this is settled. 

Jacobs sat down in his chair.  

- That could be years, he said flatly. 

- Could be, Thorns said. The extra cost for the single owner will not be 

too high, but think about the factories, the service industry, even governmental 

institutions. The added cost will be astronomical. Besides, following the 

maintenance cost is insurance, social benefits –

- Social benefits? For the andys? Jacobs couldn’t contain a surprised 

laugh.

- They call it that, Thorn said. It's a kind of – 

Thorn hesitated. – It’s basically a pension plan. 

- What! Jacobs exploded and rose from his chair again. This time he 

came round and stood right in front of Thorn.

 - They're machines! They malfunction and that’s it. They don't grow old, 

what the hell do they need a pension plan for? 

- Some of them outlive their productions period expectancy with quite a 

good time. There are those that feel that they should be taken care of in their 

remaining time, Thorn said. And some of them can go on for quite some time 

when no longer able to do their programmed chore. 

- But it’s machines, Jacobs repeated. It’s not humans. 

- But they have memories, they have experiences, many owners grow 

more attached to their andy than to their own family members, Thorn said. Just 

here the other day I read about a rich old man who left everything he owned to 

his servant andy. 

- Madness, Jacobs just said flatly. There should be a law against that kind 



of things.

- Perhaps, Thorn said. But we'll be seeing more and more of things like 

this. We need to prepare. 

- We give them rights, we loose control, Jacobs said. He moved over to 

the aquarium. The next thing will be giving them the right to vote.

- There are those that –

Jacobs turned around so fast that Thorn though he would fall over.

- I know all about those maniacs, he said. I know what I mean about them 

–

Thorn raised his hand to signal that they shared the same opinion. He had 

been trough so many rounds of that discussion that he knew all the arguments 

by heart. 

Jacobs walked back to his chair.

- That’s the reason for this… private meeting, Thorn explained. Any 

electronical message would have been snapped up, the only solution was to 

come here personally. We can take no chances. The Union must not know how 

we plan to respond to this before we're ready to instigate it.

 - And what is the plan? 

Thorn said nothing. 

- There is a plan, isn't there? 

- The fact is, Thorns said, we haven't got a single clue as to how to handle 

this. It came right out of the blue. Therefore all division heads are to think up a 

strategy – privately – without consulting with anyone and attend a meeting at 

headquarters on Terra tree days from today. 

It seemed all the blood had left Jacobs body.

- We need to work quickly, Henry, Thorn said. The story is about to 

explode any day now, it's only a matter of time. It´s going to be hell. We need to 

be prepared. In the mean time all production must be stopped, until we know 

the full extent of this.



- This is the worst time possible, Jacobs muttered, with a new model just 

ready for shipment.

- You have to stall production, Thorn said.

- You don’t understand, Jacobs said. The units are ready for shipment 

now. We’ve worked our behinds of for this for the last six months, I thought 

you knew about this. 

- I work in the legal department, Thorn replied. I’m a lawyer. I don’t have 

the time to follow the production updates. I only know that with every new 

model new legal and ethical problems arises.

- I have 7500 units waiting to be shipped to Terra, Jacobs said quietly. 

What the hell am I going to do with 7500 new units that can’t be shipped?

There was a long silence. Thorn looked at the aquarium, where a little 

fish swallowed a large thing but did not changed it’s shape. 

- By the way, Jacobs said, what did you think about it?

- What?

Thorn was so caught up by the aquarium that Jacobs had to repeat the 

question.

- The andy, of cause, what did you think?

- What andy?

The smug look on Jacobs´ face irritated Thorn. 

- The new unit, what did you think about it?

- It haven’t seen it yet, Thorn said. He felt bored by it all. It was not why 

he was here.

Jacobs suddenly began to laugh out loud.

- It just served you coffee ten minutes ago.

He gasped for air and stared victorious at Thorn.

Thorn felt numb.

- It’s superior to any unit ever produced. This is our take for full marked 

control.



Jacobs´ laughter died out. Thorn looked at the door.

- She doesn't know, does she? he said. It was not a question. He knew the 

answer. His mouth felt dry.

 - Of course not, Jacobs said. She’s our best advertisement. I let our 

customers wait, let her make them coffee, when they get in here I tell them. 

They usually don’t believe me. I show them the production design. They sign 

everything I want them to.

He waived his hand in the air.

- She’s secured more deals than any other type manufactured. We could 

shut down production of all other models and still make a healthy profit. 

There was a long silence again.

- Blissful ignorance, Thorn finally muttered. 

- What? 

Thorn sighed.

- Ignorance must be bliss. 

He had left in the morning, right before nine o'clock. Three or four hours on 

Mars, a small lunch and some time to meditate and calm down so he would not 

be sick upon returning to Terra. He would be home in good time to put in the 

report and would kiss his wife again before dinnertime. 

Teleportation was not a comfortable way of traveling, but anything to get 

of Mars and back home as quickly as possible, Thorn thought. 

He removed his dress, listened to the safety instructions given by the 

teleporter and climbed into the chamber. Some involuntary shivers went 

through his body, as a reminder of the feeling he would have once he was back 

on Terra. 

He closed his eyes. He tried to remember the face of Jacobs secretary. He 

wondered how he would feel when he saw her again, when she was 

implemented as a standard secretary type in all of AndroCorps offices. He could 



never get used to them all looking alike.

 The red light switched to green and he tried to grab onto something as he 

fell backwards into the cold water.


