HERBIE AND Dr CALVIN
ASIMOV'S THREE LAWS OF ROBOTICS
1. A ROBOT MAY NOT INJURE 8 HUMAN “It's your fiction that interests me. Your studies of the interplay of human motives

BEING OR: THROUGH INACTION: ALLOMW and emotions.” His mighty hand gestured vaguely as he sought the proper words.
A HUMAN BEING TO COME TO HARM.

2. A ROBOT MUST OBEY ORDERS GIVEN Dr. Ca.Ivm whlspered, | think | understand.. .
TO IT BY HUMAN BEINGS: EXCEPT ‘I see into minds, you see,” the robot continued, “and you have no idea how
WHERE SUCH ORDERS WOULD CONFLICT complicated they are. | can’t begin to understand everything because my own
WITH THE FIRST LAMW. . o . »
mind has so little in common with them - but | try, and your novels help.

3. A ROBOT MUST PROTECT ITS OMWN “Yes, but I'm afraid that after going through some of the harrowing emotional
EXISTENCE AS LONG AS SUCH : : » :

xperien f our present- ntimental novel” - there w. tin f
PROTECTION DOES NOT CONFLICT WITH experiences ot ourp es? dgy Se ental hove ere was a linge O”
THE FIRST OR SECOND LAM. bitterness in her voice - “you find real minds like ours dull and colorless.
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“Yes, but I'm afraid that after going through some of the harrowing emotional experiences of our present-day sentimental novel” - there was a
tinge of bitterness in her voice - “you find real minds like ours dull and colorless.”
“But | don’t!”

The sudden energy in the response brought the other to her feet. She felt herself reddening, and thought wildly, “He must know!”"Herbie
subsided suddenly, and muttered in a low voice from which the metallic timbre departed almost entirely. “But, of course, | know about it, Dr.
Calvin. You think of it always, so how can | help but know?”

Her face was hard. “Have you - told anyone?”

“Of course not!” This, with genuine surprise, “No one has asked me.”

“Well, then,” she flung out, “I suppose you think | am a fool.”

“No! It is a normal emotion.”

“Perhaps that is why it is so foolish.” The wistfulness in her voice drowned out everything else. Some of the woman peered through the layer
of doctorhood. “I am not what you would call - attractive.”

“If you are referring to mere physical attraction, | couldn’t judge. But | know, in any case, that there are other types of attraction.”

“Nor young.” Dr. Calvin had scarcely heard the robot.

“You are not yet forty.” An anxious insistence had crept into Herbie’s voice.

“Thirty-eight as you count the years; a shriveled sixty as far as my emotional outlook on life is concerned. Am | a psychologist for nothing?”
She drove on with bitter breathlessness, “And he’s barely thirty-five and looks and acts younger. Do you suppose he ever sees me as
anything but... but what | am?”

(« Robots », Isaac Asimov 1950)





