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Chapter One:
Testing--2, 3, 4

 


Randy
O'Rourke tightened the last screw on his robot. Finished! Looking it in the eye, he
held out his hand. "Shake," he said.

The robot shook all over. His
body clanked noisily.

"No," Randy said. "I want you to
shake my hand."

The robot shook his
hand.

Randy's shoes were always untied.
He pointed to his sneaker. "Good. You got that right. Now tie my
shoe."

The robot got down on both knees.
He made a rabbit's ear in one shoelace. He made a rabbit's ear in
the other lace. Then he looped them together.

"You tied it!" Randy yelled.
"Awesome. Wait until Jake sees you!"

Randy
grabbed the receiver off the old crank phone that he had rescued
from the junkyard. Cr-rank. The phone was hooked up to Jacob
Silverman's house next door. Cr-rank. On the third ring, Jake would
answer. Cr-rank.

"Hi, Randy. What's
happening?"

"Get over here right away. I have
something to show you!"

"Is your robot finished?" Jacob
asked eagerly.

"Don't ask questions. Just get
over here quickly!"

Randy shoved some clothes off a
rocking chair and sat down to admire his invention. He wanted his
robot to be the best ever. He'd given it blue glass eyes. He'd
painted a red heart on its chest. He'd polished its silver body
until it sparkled. It looked great. And it did what he said! That
was the most important part.

This invention had taken months.
Summer vacation was over. School had started, and Randy hadn't even
had time to play baseball. But now, he'd have plenty of time. Randy
proudly ran his hand over the robot's metal chest.

The robot's blue eyes
blinked.

Was
he sensitive to touch? Randy patted the
robot's arm.

It blinked again.

Unbelievable! Running his fingers
through his red hair, Randy looked out the window.
Where was Jake? He hadn't
lived in Tech City long, but he was already Randy's best friend. He
couldn't wait to show him the robot.

Jake
pounded on the door. Three knocks, their special code. Randy let
him in and stepped aside with a broad sweep of his arm.
"Ta-daa!"

"Wow!" Jacob walked around the
robot. "What a piece of work."

Randy smiled proudly. "Shake
hands with my best friend," he told the robot.

The robot grabbed Jacob's hand.
He shook it. Hard.

"Ouch!" Jacob yelled. "I don't
think he likes me."

"Don't be silly." Randy loosened
a screw in the robot's wrist.

"Shake," he said, holding out his
hand.

The robot shook Randy's hand
nicely.

"See?" Randy shrugged. "It was
just a glitch. A glitch is a problem. The loose screw was a minor
glitch."

"I get it. The screw was a small
problem." Jacob ran his hand over the robot's arm.

The robot blinked.

"Hey! He's really cool," Jacob
said.

The robot's red heart
glowed.

"Criminy, he acts real." Jacob
acted excited now. "How's he do that stuff?"

Randy hadn't programmed the robot
to respond to touch. Or to compliments. But both were such great
tricks, he just smiled mysteriously.

"I gotta see this again." Jacob
touched the robot. It blinked.

"You're awesome," he said. Its
heart glowed. Jacob whistled loudly. "He's totally
awesome."

"Better than that, he's super
colossal," Randy said. "That's what the ads call the robots at
Future World."

Jacob looked at Randy. "What's
Future World?"

"It's this really neat amusement
park where robots do all the work. It's not far from here. You'll
have to see it. The robots run the rides. They sell the food. They
do everything. The only thing that real people do is boss the
robots around. That's where I got my big idea."

"Here, watch this." There were
shirts and shoes scattered all over his bedroom. "Pick up my
clothes," he told the robot.

The robot picked up the shirts,
folded them, and put them in a drawer. He set the shoes inside the
closet.

"See? He'll do all my chores. I
won't have to do anything."

Jacob's mouth hung open. "You
just say 'do something', and he does?"

"Right. I say make my bed..."
Randy paused. "I should have a name to call him."

"He's making the bed, anyway,"
Jacob said, chuckling. "But he does need a name. Robby sounds good
with Robot."

"Too common. This guy needs a
special name." Randy paced the floor saying names to himself.
"William. Alexander. Arthur. Lancelot."

"Kings' and knights' names aren't
right for someone you plan to order around."

"How about Sylvester? Or Sly?
Arnold, maybe."

Jacob shook his head. "They don't
suit him."

"Okay, let me think." As he
thought, Randy paced the floor and scratched his head.

The robot paced the floor and
scratched his head.

Jacob cracked up. "You don't even
have to think for yourself. He's doing it for you."

"This is even better than I
planned!" Randy shouted. "If my robot can think, he can do my
homework. Then I really won't have to do anything--ever again." He
hopped up on the bed, and bounced on his Cincinnati Reds spread.
"Yahoo!"

"Wait a minute. You really think
he can do homework?" Jacob asked.

"Yeah, I do." Randy sat down and
ran his hand over the robot's metal fingers.

The robot blinked, and his heart
glowed.

Randy grinned at Jacob. "I think
this guy can do anything he tries. But just to be sure, I'll put
him to the final test."

 



Chapter Two:
Brain

 


"Sit down here at my desk," Randy
said.

The robot's knees bent. His back
stayed stiff. He sat down like an old man.

Randy
dug a pencil out of a drawer. He took a deep breath and pointed to
a workbook. "This is math. Turn to page fifteen.
Do ten problems."

The robot picked up the pencil.
He opened the book to the right page. He did ten problems--in
twenty seconds.

"You better check them," Jacob
said.

They were all right. Randy jumped
around the room like a kangaroo. "Yahoo! No more homework! No more
chores!"

"I can't believe it," Jacob said.
"That robot is really smart!"

"So smart people will think he
has a brain!" Randy grabbed Jacob's shirtsleeve. "That's what I'll
name him--Brain!"

Brain's heart glowed. He bowed to
Randy.

"Welcome to the world, Brain."
Jake held out his hand.

Brain grabbed Jacob's hand and
shook it.

"Ouch! I told you he doesn't like
me."

Randy held out his hand, and
Brain shook it nicely. "There's nothing wrong with the way he
shakes. You're imagining things."

"It seemed hard to me." Jacob's
face and ears turned red.

"So what do you think? Is he my
best invention yet?" Randy asked.

"Absolutely. You did a great job
building him."

Randy held up his hand. "Then how
about a high five from my best buddy?"

Jake held up his hand.

Brain pushed him away, and
slapped palms with Randy.

"Hey! What'd you do that for?"
Jake gave the robot a shove.

The robot's blue eyes blinked
twice. He raised his arm.

"No!" Randy said
sharply.

Brain's arm dropped to his
side.

Had
he really been about to give Jacob a shove? Randy patted him. "Take it easy, good
buddy."

The robot blinked once, and his
heart glowed.

"I was right. That big hunk of
metal is jealous of me," Jacob muttered.

Randy didn't think a robot could
be jealous. But Brain had done a lot of things robots couldn't do.
"Let's just forget it, Jake."

***

After his friend left, Randy
looked around his bedroom. Now that Brain was built, he had to take
the KEEP OUT sign off his door. Mom would flip when she saw the
dust and scattered parts. He got out a dust cloth and broom. "Clean
my room, Brain."

Brain picked up screws and scrap
metal. He dusted furniture and swept.

Randy went to say goodnight to
his folks. While he was gone, Brain straightened his invention
books.

After that, he straightened
Randy's collection of arrowheads. The room never looked
better.

"Now," Randy said, "it's time for
homework. Write these spelling words ten times, and answer these
science questions."

Brain sat down at the desk and
began working.

Randy started to read a book
about building robots that could talk. He laid the book down. He
didn't need talk. Chores and homework were all he asked. He leaned
on one elbow. Brain was still working.

Smiling, Randy rolled over and
slept.

***

Next morning, Brain tied Randy's
shoes on command. He brushed Randy's hair. He made Randy's bed. He
followed Randy downstairs to the kitchen.

Randy's mom and dad were sitting
at the table, drinking coffee and eating toast. Suzy, his
two-year-old sister, was in her highchair, eating Crunchie-O's. Mom
and Dad stared at the robot when he walked in. Suzy pointed and
giggled. "Tin Man," she said.

"No, Suzy," Randy said. "This
isn't Tin Man. He's not from Oz. This guy is a robot I built
myself. Say hello to everyone, Brain."

Brain bowed to Mom. He shook
Dad's hand. He tickled Suzy under the chin.

Suzy giggled again. Mom stared
some more. Dad said, "You've invented a lot of things, Randy, but
this robot is your best invention yet."

Randy had invented an injector to
fill hot dogs with mustard. He'd invented a self-cleaning goldfish
bowl. Then he'd gotten so excited about inventing, he'd created a
page-turner so that he could read invention books faster. "Thanks,
Dad. I'm proud of him."

Randy took his place at the table
and held out his glass. "Pour me some juice," he told the
robot.

Brain poured Randy some
juice.

"Pour me some juice, Brain," Dad
said.

Brain didn't do
anything.

"He's only programmed to obey
me," Randy explained. He pointed to the wastebasket. "Take the
trash out, Brain."

Brain took the trash out and
brought it back again.

Mom and Dad laughed. So did Suzy.
Randy's face turned red. He snapped his fingers. "Brain, take the
trash out and dump it in the trash can. Then come back."

"Don't be so bossy, Randy," Mom
said. "And don't snap your fingers. If you want Brain to do
something, say please to him."

Randy cracked up. "He's a robot,
Mom. You don't say please to a robot."

"Ran-dy," Mom warned. "You know
how I feel about manners."

"Okay, Mom. I'll do it--for you."
Randy quit laughing and took a deep breath. Brain was still
standing there. What was he waiting for? "Please take the trash
out, and put it in the can."

Brain did what Randy
said.

Had he been waiting for the word
please? Randy was quiet while he ate his cereal. He was quiet while
he ate some toast. It didn't make sense, but he had to find out. "I
have to go to school, now. Get my backpack off the hall chair,
Brain."

Brain didn't do
anything.

"Get it!" Randy
ordered.

Mom glared at him. Brain didn't
do anything.

Randy swallowed hard. "Please get
my backpack, and do it fast." Brain ran to get Randy's
backpack.

Randy grabbed it and scraped back
his chair. He had created a robot. Mom had made him into a monster.
Frowning, Randy slammed the door and left for school.

 



Chapter
Three: Faithful Slave

 


Randy had to say please to get
his backpack. He had to say please to get Brain to do anything. But
it was fun having a robot. Randy ordered him around all week. He
told Brain to dry dishes. He told Brain to sweep the sidewalk. He
even made Brain weed the flowerbed. Brain did all his
chores.

By Friday, Randy was ready for
some action. "Hey, Jake," he said, on the way home from school.
"Let's play baseball in the morning. I've been sitting around all
week."

"Tough life," Jacob said,
grinning. But they made plans to play at nine o'clock Saturday
morning.

Randy woke up at eight-thirty. He
was half-dressed before he looked out the window. Rain was coming
down so hard that he couldn't see Jacob's house. "Dadblast it."
Randy flung himself down on the bed again.

Brain was sitting in a rocking
chair in the corner of the room.

"Feed my goldfish," Randy
said.

Brain rocked quietly.

"Please," Randy
snapped.

Brain was feeding the goldfish
when Mom walked in. "I feel sorry for that robot. You make him do
too much."

"That's why I invented him,"
Randy said. "To do things for me."

Brain was shining Randy's Sunday
shoes when Dad walked in. "You'd better start using your muscles,
Randy. They'll turn to mush if you don't."

Randy didn't want soft, yucky
muscles, but he shrugged. "I'd play baseball if it wasn't
raining."

The phone on the wall jangled
twice. Two rings meant Jacob was coming over.

Randy let him in, and they
plopped down on the couch to watch television. Jacob looked around.
"Where's Brain?"

"Upstairs doing my history
homework."

"Man, you're lucky. Mom made me
do mine before I came over. You don't have to do yours--ever. You
never have to do anything. You should have named that robot
Slave."

Randy was lucky to have Brain to
do everything. But, name him Slave? Chuckling, he shook his head.
"Brain is a perfect name. I made A's all week on my
homework."

"You mean Brain made A's on your
homework," Jacob said.

"Not so loud!" Randy looked
toward the kitchen where his mom and dad were sitting. "I don't
want my folks to know about the homework. They're afraid my muscles
will turn to mush. I don't want them to worry about my
brain."

***

Randy liked having Brain do all
his work. It was great. But the weather wasn't great. It rained for
the next six days. The yard was soggy. The baseball diamond was
muddy. The school playground was full of puddles. There was no
place to play baseball, and nothing to do after school. Each day,
Randy grew more restless and grumpy.

On Friday night, he took out his
baseball mitt. Maybe Saturday would be sunny. "Oil this for me." He
tossed the mitt to Brain.

Brain let it fall on the
floor.

Randy leaped off the bed. "Stop
waiting for me to say please because I'm not going to." He stood
toe-to-toe with Brain and stared him in the eye. "You got that, you
dumb hunk of tin?"

Brain's blue eyes
glistened.

Angrily, Randy flipped open a
door in his forehead. He pushed a tiny button in his computer
brain. Then he pushed the Restart Button and pointed to the
baseball mitt. "Oil that!"

Brain picked up the mitt and
oiled it.

Randy turned out the light,
leaned back against the pillows, and smiled. No more pleases. All
he had to do was give an or--

Brain started pacing.

"Stop walking, and sit
down."

The rocking chair creaked as
Brain sat down.

***

Brain was pacing when Randy
awoke, but he didn't care. It was Saturday, and the sun was
shining. The sky was Smurf-blue. It was a beautiful September day.
Randy called Jacob, and then hurried down to the
kitchen.

Suzy was in her highchair eating
cereal. Mom and Dad were sipping coffee at the table. "Want me to
fix you some cinnamon toast?" she asked Randy.

"No, thanks. I'm in a hurry." He
poured himself a big bowl of Super-Sluper O's. "Jacob and I are
going to play baseball."

"Sorry," Dad said, "but you have
to baby-sit."

Randy's spoon clattered against
his bowl. "You said I needed exercise."

"One more day won't matter. Mom
and I have to clean the garage. We need you to watch
Suzy."

"My muscles will turn to
mush."

"You could mop the kitchen and
wash the dishes, while you baby-sit," Mom teased.

Brain clanked into the
kitchen.

"Go away," Randy said.

Brain went away.

Jacob's knock sounded at the
front door. Randy went to answer and bumped into Brain coming back
again. "Watch out, will you?"

Randy opened the door and told
Jake the bad news. The back door slammed as Randy's folks went out.
Suzy toddled into the room, dragging a bag of blocks. "What do you
mean you can't play baseball?" Jacob shouted. "It's not fair you
have to watch her on a beautiful day like this."

Randy glared at Suzy. "You can
say that again."

"It's not fair you
have--"

"I didn't mean it," Randy said,
throwing up his hands.

"Suzy play ball," Suzy
whined.

"Jake play ball." Jacob imitated
her.

Brain walked by one way. Then he
walked by the other.

"Why is your robot pacing the
floor?" Jacob demanded.

"I worked on him. Pushing his
restart button gave him a surge of energy."

"Another glitch?" Jacob asked
sarcastically.

"Play blocks with me," Suzy
begged.

Randy sat down on the couch and
buried his face in his hands. Jacob was mad. Suzy was unhappy. And
yes, Brain had another glitch.

 



Chapter
Four: Have You Gone Berserk?

 


Randy cornered Brain in the
kitchen and flipped his forehead open.

He wiggled some wires. One seemed
to be a tiny bit loose. He tightened it. Crossing his fingers that
that would do the trick, he pushed Brain's restart button. Then he
rushed back to the living room.

Jacob had turned on the
television. Suzy was kicking her heels up and down on the floor.
"No TV. Play blocks with Suzy."

Randy looked out the window. The
grass was Crayola green. So were the leaves.

Soon it would be fall, and
baseball season would be over. He hated football season, and he
hated baby-sitting. Why couldn't someone else watch
Suzy?

Brain walked into the living
room.

"Why didn't I think of you
sooner?" Randy grabbed Brain's arm. "You'll make a perfect
baby-sitter."

Brain blinked his blue eyes. His
red heart glowed. Suzy stopped banging her heels, and smiled. Jacob
smacked his fist against his baseball mitt. "Yes!"

"Sit down and watch this." Randy
opened Suzy's blocks and built a little tower. "Now, you play
blocks, Brain."

Brain built a big block
tower.

Suzy clapped her hands. "Tin
Brain good at blocks!"

Suzy still couldn't get Brain's
name right. She still had him mixed up with the Tin Man from the
Wizard of Oz. But that was okay. She liked him. And he'd already
started another tower.

"Brain," Randy said. "Take good
care of Suzy. Jacob and I are going to play ball. We'll be in the
backyard if you need us."

Mom and Dad were in the garage at
the side of the house. Randy and Jacob played out back. "I knew
that robot would come in handy," Randy said as they warmed
up.

"What do you mean? He's been
doing your chores," Jacob said. "I call that handy. And what about
your homework? Aren't you still making A's?"

"Yeah," Randy said. "On my
homework, I am. There's just one problem. Brain studies for me, but
I have to take the tests. I made a D on my spelling test last week
and an F on my science quiz."

"Maybe you could disguise Brain,
and let him sit in for you." Jacob guffawed at his own
joke.

"Ve-ry funny. Come on, let's play
ball. You pitch."

Randy kept a close eye on his
watch, and checked on Suzy every fifteen minutes. The third time he
checked, Brain was still building. Suzy was rubbing her eyes. "Nap
time," Randy told her.

"No!" Suzy said. "Block time with
Brain Man."

"Tell you what. It's almost
lunchtime. Brain will make you a peanut butter sandwich to eat.
Then it will be nap time."

Brain kept building
blocks.

"Go to the kitchen, and make Suzy
a sandwich," Randy said.

Brain kept building.

Randy took the blocks away from
him.

Brain went to the kitchen. Suzy
toddled after him. She climbed up on a chair. He took the bread and
peanut butter out of the cabinet.

"Hurry, Brain," Randy said.
"Jacob is waiting for me."

Brain made the sandwich quickly,
but Suzy ate it slowly. She yawned as she ate. Randy waited
impatiently. At last, she finished, and he took her upstairs. He
tucked her in, and she fell right to sleep. He went downstairs.
Brain was still in the kitchen. He'd made eight more peanut butter
sandwiches, and had stacked them up like blocks.

"You were supposed to stop!"
Randy yelled. "What are you doing, you dumb robot?" Randy grabbed a
sandwich and waved it in the air. Mm, it smelled good. He took a
bite. Eight sandwiches would be enough for lunch. Two each for him
and Jake and Mom and Dad. Maybe Brain planned it that way. He was a
smart guy.

Brain was standing very still.
His blue eyes glistened.

"I'm sorry I called you dumb.
Thanks, Brain." Randy grabbed up the sandwiches. Mom would be happy
she didn't have to fix lunch. That reminded him... "Wash the dishes
and mop the kitchen for Mom, Brain."

Brain was pouring soap in the
kitchen sink when Randy went out.

After Randy passed the
sandwiches, he and Jacob ate. Then they played ball for a long
time. Suzy always took long naps. Finally, Randy decided he'd
better check on her.

When Randy opened the door, soapy
water was running out of the sink onto the floor. The sink was so
full of dishes, there wasn't room for water. Brain was taking
dishes out of a cabinet. "You dork! You're only supposed to wash
dirty dishes," Randy yelled.

Brain added two plates to the
pile in the sink. He reached for more.

"Stop!" Randy yelled.

Brain piled on more. A plate slid
off and broke with a crash.

Randy jumped back. "Stop! Let the
dishes alone!"

Brain piled on more dishes. More
slid off and broke. Brain reached--

Randy
grabbed his arm. He had a major glitch. Once he started something,
he couldn't stop. First, it was pacing. Then it was blocks. Then,
peanut butter sandwiches. And now--dishes. Maybe when Randy
programmed out please, Brain's restart button stuck.

More plates slid off and broke.
Randy groaned. Major glitch.

"What's taking you so long?"
Jacob banged through the kitchen door and slipped in the suds. He
fell to his knees on broken glass. "Ee-yow!" he yelled. "That robot
is trying to kill me, now!"

"This mess has nothing to do with
you." Randy helped Jacob up. "Are you okay?"

"Jeeminy." Jacob brushed suds and
glass off his pants, and looked around. Brain must have really gone
wild. Is Suzy all right?"

"Suzy! I forgot about her." Randy
ran up the steps to her room.


Chapter
Five: Pain In The Neck

 


Jacob was right behind Randy. "I
hope Suzy's not dead."

"Dead?" Randy choked on the word.
"Brain wouldn't--" He opened the door to his sister's room. Her
crib was empty. She was gone.

Randy screamed as he ran
downstairs. Jacob pounded along behind him, gasping. Brain passed
them at the landing.

"Talk about energy," Jacob
gasped. "He must be having a real surge."

"Suzy," Randy called. "Where are
you? Can you hear me?"

"Ranny," a small voice called.
"Get me."

"She's in the living room," Jacob
yelled.

Randy was already on his way.
Brain was running circles around him.

"Get me," Suzy said. She was
sitting on the floor with a high block wall around her. "Can't get
out. Blocks will fall."

Randy picked her up and hugged
her. "Are you okay?"

She giggled. "Waked up and Brain
Tin put Suzy in jail. I'm thirsty, Ranny. Get me juice."

"Anything you want. But first..."
Randy hugged her some more.

"Where Tin Man go?" Suzy
asked.

"Migosh," Randy said. "Where did
he go? What is that crazy robot up to now?"

They ran to the kitchen. Brain
was pouring juice. The glass was full but he kept pouring. Orange
juice ran all over the soapy floor.

"Stop! No one asked you to get
Suzy's juice." Randy grabbed his robot's arm. "Come with me, Brain.
I don't want you to do anything else. Just calm down." He led him
to the living room, and pointed to the couch. "Sit there, and take
it easy."

Brain sat down. He crossed his
legs. Clank. He uncrossed them. Clank-clank.

Randy turned on the TV. A
commercial for Future World was on.

"Look," Randy said. "Those are
robots just like you. Watch them."

Brain sat very still. He stared
at the TV. He leaned closer for a better look.

"Phew." Randy sat down to catch
his breath. "Either his Restart Button is stuck, or something
shorted out in his brain box."

Jacob looked worried. "Hadn't you
better check?"

"Yeah, but..." Randy cast an
uneasy look toward the soapy water and orange juice on the kitchen
floor. "Mom and Dad will skin me alive if that mess reaches the
living room carpet. If Brain will stay quiet, I'd better clean up
first."

The Future World commercial went
off, and Brain stood up.

"Sit down, Brain." Randy reached
for the remote control and changed channels. "Look, sports are on.
They're giving last night's baseball scores."

Brain switched
channels.

"Hang on a minute. I want to see
if the Reds won." Randy switched back.

Brain switched back. A robot
cartoon was on the Future World channel. He leaned forward to
watch.

Squ-ish. Randy whirled around.
Suzy was stomping in the orange soap stream. Squi-ish. The stream
oozed along the floor, headed for the living room. "Whee!" Suzy
shouted happily. "Brain gave me lots of juice."

"Stop, Suzy." Randy slapped his
hand down. It hit the remote. Sports came on.

Brain grabbed the control and
switched to robots.

Randy threw up his hands. "You
win. Watch what you want. I have to clean up your stupid
mess."

I like Future
World.

"What did you say,
Jake?"

"I didn't say anything." Jacob
was watching the Future World commercial. "You were right. That
place is awesome. I'd like to go there sometime, Randy."

Me, too.

***

Thoughts raced around in Randy's
head like a cyclone. If Jake didn't say 'I like Future World,' who
did? And when Jake said he'd like to go there sometime, Randy had
clearly heard, 'Me, too.' Was Brain communicating with him? Or was
he going crazy? Maybe that berserk robot was driving him over the
edge.

Randy hid the broken dishes in
the wastebasket. He mopped orange suds as fast as he could. He'd
just finished and stashed the mop, when Mom and Dad walked
in.

"All done in the garage," Dad
said. "Maybe you and Jake can still play ball."

"Great idea!" Randy yelled,
grabbing his mitt. He couldn't wait to get out of the house. "Hey,
Jake," he called. "Forget TV. Play ball."

Randy ran out the back
door.

Jacob was close behind him.
"Yuck, that kitchen floor is sticky."

Randy stopped and looked back at
the house. "I didn't want Mom and Dad to know what happened. But I
should have worked on Brain before coming out."

"He's watching Future World. I
have to go home in half an hour. I'm sure he can behave that
long."

Brain couldn't stop something
once he started. So he wouldn't be able to stop watching TV. They
were safe. "Let's play!" Randy called, as he ran to the other end
of the yard. He pitched.

Jacob bunted, and the ball went
over the fence. He threw down the bat and ran around the yard
yelling. "Home run, home run!"

Laughing, Randy retrieved the
ball and tossed it to Jake. Then he picked up the bat. "Okay,
show-off, your turn to pitch."

The door slammed, and Randy
looked around. It was Brain. "What are you doing out here?" he
shouted. "You're a big pain in the neck."

Brain walked over and rubbed
Randy's neck.

Jacob laughed so hard that he
nearly fell over.

"It's not funny," Randy said.
"Sometimes he understands more than he should. Besides, how could
he stop watching TV? He couldn't stop anything else he
started."

"Forget about him. We don't have
much time. Here goes!" Jacob pitched, and Randy missed.

Brain took Randy's bat away. He
held it over his shoulder.

"I guess he thinks he can do
better." Jacob laughed and pitched to the robot.

Brain got a hit, and Jacob
clapped. The robot's heart glowed. Jacob got ready to pitch to
Brain again.

"Hey, what about me?" Randy
yelled. "I'm playing too, you know."

"Brain's not out yet." Jacob
pitched, and Brain got another hit.
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