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Today was the day. The message had arrived last
night promising delivery sometime today, and it was already a
little after three o'clock. This was pretty heady stuff for a
26-year-old single guy who seemed to have terrible luck with
women.

Great Aunt Kate—usually just Aunt Kate to me—was a
legend—both in our family, as well as well beyond its borders. At
age 92 she had had more energy than women half her age. She'd
outlived three husbands, and a lifetime of travel had given her an
education no university could match. There seemed to be no cause
worth doing, no people worth knowing, no place worth visiting,
where she wasn't involved somehow. Along the way she'd accumulated
a substantial estate, and seemingly friends in every corner of the
world. News of her death had been quite a shock. She'd seemed the
sort who would outlast everyone who knew her.

Among the members of our family, she and I had had a
special bond. It had started when I'd spent the summer with her
during my twelfth year when my parents were having some difficult
times. She'd refused to intervene in their affairs, saying that
what happened inside a marriage should remain inside that marriage.
She'd only insisted that I be sent to stay with her while it was
all worked out—it wasn't a request.

Every morning had been a new adventure because I had
never known where we would be going, what we would be doing, or
whom we would be seeing. We remained close after that—she said I
had more sense than the rest of my generation in the family put
together—until I became eighteen and started to deal with my own
adventure of becoming an adult.

I hadn't seen her in the last six years, although
hardly a week went by without us exchanging at least one vid-mail.
When I often bemoaned how hard it was being a man in his early
twenties, she'd shoot back how she'd made it through her own
twenties in much less enlightened times, and how later on I'd look
back at these times in my life and either long for them once again,
or laugh out loud. I was pretty certain she'd outlive me.

* * * *

The notice of her death arrived from the lawyers and
was short on tact. I'd never expected to inherit anything from my
Aunt beyond her priceless advice, since I was somewhat removed in
the family line—especially after my parent's divorce—and Aunt Kate
had more charities she cared deeply about than I had people I knew
on a first name basis. But the short, tactless letter said she'd
made provision for me to the amount of $150,000, two first class
airline tickets anywhere in the world—and a robot to be delivered
in three days.

Now I hadn't even known Aunt Kate had a robot.
Though private citizens had been able to own robots for nearly a
score of years now, they were so rare and expensive that I might as
well have wished for my own private sub-orbital jet—and the airport
to keep it on. How she'd gotten a robot, and why she was giving it
to me, was a complete mystery.

Normally Aunt Kate was thoroughly organized. In
fact, had I seen her appointment book I would have expected to have
seen that she had scheduled her own death, rather than have it just
happen. She had never even once in her vid-mails mentioned a
robot—or any other inheritance. In fact she was renowned for
stating that if you didn't make it on your own it really wasn't
worth having at all. But the lawyer's letter lay there, and after
twenty readings it still said the same things. I got a hundred and
fifty grand with all taxes paid, a pair of first class plane
tickets that must be used within the next year, and one robot with
no other details about it.

* * * *
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