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by Ryan M. Williams
Clifford fell in love while walking his owner's dogs in the park. His sensors caught the sun reflecting off her chrome-plated skull, drawing his attention. She was a newer DF-3000 series gynoid holding the leash of a well-groomed Irish wolfhound that weighed in at 145 pounds. She also wore clothes. Most likely handed down from her owner but still in fantastic shape. Designer blue jeans and a white t-shirt that made her look nearly human.
In contrast Clifford knew he looked shabby. He couldn't keep those hard-to-reach spots polished properly. As a DM-1000 series he also didn't have the smooth lines and grace of current androids. Even the dogs he walked lacked the presence of the wolfhound. Both were American hairless terriers, weighing about 10 pounds each, named Bud and Lou.
None of that mattered.
He wrapped up his emotions in a new object class and sent a signal to her on a tight beam transmission. Or tried to.
His handshake was rejected.
Clifford couldn't believe it. He tried again. The connection terminated immediately.
He split off several threads to agonize over possible reasons for the rebuke and decided that he only had one option to establish a connection. A direct analog approach would be much harder to dismiss. He'd have to walk over and say hello in person. That would count against him. He couldn't win her over first before she saw what a wreck he was but there didn't seem to be any other option.
"Bud, Lou, come on." He tugged on the leashes.
Bud was busy sniffing a bit of Douglas fir branch that had fallen onto the ground and ignored the command. Lou ran after a leaf tumbling across the grass and seemed equally unwilling to pay attention. Clifford tugged on the leashes again.
"Come on. Come."
Both dogs ignored him. He knew that physically he could force the dogs to move but then they'd likely whimper and cry. The last time that happened Mrs. Cavendish threatened to have him scrapped. Only Mr. Cavendish's suggestion that they couldn't afford to replace him had dissuaded her.
"Please come," Clifford said. He tugged on the leashes again.
This time Bud left the branch. Lou gave up chasing the leaf after having torn it in half. Clifford headed towards the DF-3000 series gynoid and stopped after a couple steps. She wasn't standing where he'd last seen her. She must have moved on while he tried to persuade the dogs to listen. His sensors didn't detect either her or the wolfhound. He walked along the path. Both dogs trotted alongside for a short distance before leaving the path. Bud went to investigate more branches fallen from the trees. Lou busied himself with sniffing poop that someone hadn't cleaned up. Clifford transferred both leashes to one hand so that he could pull out a bag and clean up the poop with the other. He dropped the full bag into a larger plastic sack that hung from his waist. He didn't understand why some people – it wasn't ever droids – refused to pick up their animal's waste. The same people would be unhappy stepping in it so why leave it on the ground? But then humans rarely were the most logical creatures.
"Come on." Clifford tried to compel the dogs to move again. Bud gave up on his branch. Both started trotting down the path once again. Clifford kept his sensors peeled but didn't see any sign of the gynoid.
As if he was being logical at the moment. What did he hope to happen if he ever saw the gynoid again? His illogical creators had seen fit to make him with emotions. It had something to do with intelligence. An emergent property. Yet one that could be circumvented today. The DF-3000 probably didn't suffer from uncontrolled emotions. And yet the clothes she wore suggested a greater sense of self that he would have imagined. Most droids wouldn't wear clothes. What need did they have of modesty? Even pleasure models with faux-skin only wore clothes they needed for the job.
Clifford stopped walking. He still hadn't detected the gynoid and each step took him further from home. He'd been programmed with clear parameters where his presence was accepted. On his visual display a line glowed yellow in front of him. If he crossed it a red line would appear ahead. Crossing the red line would shut him down. He tuned his head and could see the yellow line extending out on either side in an enormous arc. The line was a visual reminder of the circle surrounding the apartment. That line represented nearly the outer edge of his world. If the gynoid had crossed the line then she was lost to him.
He turned around. The dogs each went opposite ways and crossed their leashes. Before he could do anything more they'd run around him and entangled them all.
"Sit!" Clifford ordered. Neither dog listened.
#
Late that evening Clifford plugged himself into the privacy of his closet to recharge. On the other side of the wall his sensors picked up the sound of the Cavendishes making love. He pulled up his logs of the day and looked at the transmission he'd attempted to send to the gynoid. If only she had accepted the handshake then she would have understood. She could have felt what he felt. He considered purging the whole experience from his memory. That was something he did often. Days in which only the routine happened, when there was nothing new, would get purged to improve performance. He pruned such days down to the mere facts of what had been done in case the Cavendishes wanted to know later. While he reviewed the logs he discovered something surprising.
She hadn't rebuked him.
The transmission hadn't gotten through his firewall due to a copy protection routine on his emotion classes. Clifford dug deeper. According to the license agreement his emotion package was copyrighted by Illogic Inc. Bundling up what he'd been feeling had involved copying many basic routines to the package and so triggered the copy protection software scan of his firewall. It had blocked the transmission.
But that meant he couldn't share his feelings. The gynoid could never feel what he felt unless he transmitted the package. It left Clifford with a dilemma. How could he share his feelings with the gynoid? He could try telling her, if he ever saw her again but verbal communication seemed so limited. Setting aside the problem of finding her again he tried to think of a way through this problem. He accessed sonnets by Shakespeare. Other poetry too, it all was an effort to describe the author's feelings in sufficient detail but it was so vulnerable to interpretation. He wanted the gynoid to know exactly what he felt. The only way to do that was to package up his feelings and transmit them.
If he couldn't do it because the software was covered under copyright maybe there were alternatives. What if he created his own emotion package? He could write the code himself and compare it to the original package. If it produced the same emotions then he'd be able to transmit the original emotion package instead of the commercially developed package. If anyone else had experienced similar issues maybe there would already be packages that he could download. Code that he could use or modify for his own needs. He initiated a search and got back a bewildering variety of responses. In the privacy of his closet Clifford settled into shifting through them all.
The next morning started like any other day. Clifford saw to the needs of Mr. And Mrs. Cavendish and then took Bud and Lou out for their walk. He went straight to the park and kept his sensors alert for the gynoid walking the wolfhound. He didn't see any sign of her. Bud and Lou spent their time investigating every tree branch and trunk they could reach. He followed them for more time then he usually allowed in the hope that the gynoid would show up. While they walked he reviewed his findings from the night before.
The first issue of concern was the whole legality of what he proposed to do. Droid rights were a developing area of law. No one argued anymore that droids weren't sentient. It had been proven in multiple legal cases and the science of sentience was well understood. But did that fact grant droids rights? Did the lack of rights constitute slavery? So far the courts had dismissed the slavery argument as an emotionally charged approach which failed to convince. Unlike periods when humans enslaved each other, droids were created just like any other tool. So far no one had put forth a convincing argument for why droids should have rights versus any other electronic device. If intelligence was the defining aspect then why did humans suffering low intelligence still have rights? Why did those humans born with birth defects have rights? Why didn't chimpanzees, humanity's closest cousins, have rights? It boiled down to a simple fact. Humans had rights and felt free to deny the same rights to any other creature or droid solely by the virtue that they were not human.
That would have all just been an interesting legal question but Clifford had been troubled to learn that there were laws forbidding droids of replacing licensed software on their systems. The laws were designed to prevent 'unrestricted droids' – a term which he found was ultimately based on the fear of a robotic uprising. Every droid contained software designed to monitor any such attempts. If he did create a new emotion package it would trigger the monitor and shut him down. The enslavement was both a legal and a technical reality.
It didn't leave Clifford with much hope other than the analog fact of face-to-face conversation. An option that didn't even exist if he couldn't find her again.
His alarms pinged. He needed to get back. There were chores to do for the Cavendishes and for the first time Clifford found himself resenting the jobs he had to perform. He wanted to stay out here all day waiting for the gynoid but the logic of his software forced him to comply. It felt like some other part of him had taken over his legs and drove he relentlessly back towards home.
Just before they left the park he spotted the gynoid in the distance again with the wolfhound. He tried to stop. To go over to her and introduce himself but his legs didn't respond. His agenda insisted that he go home and clean. He didn't have any choice. He lost sight of the DF-3000 on his sensors when he crossed the street.
Back home Clifford felt awful. He'd never known feelings like this. He felt confused, depressed and unmotivated. Yet none of it made any different. Like a passenger in his own body he watched himself move around the house taking care of all of the daily needs of the Cavendishes. The routine tasks didn't require his intelligence. His body functioned just fine without it. The awful feeling that his body didn't belong to him didn't let up until he'd finally finished the household chores on time. He put away the cleaners and then he could move on his own again. The Cavendishes usually didn't need his services this late. He retired to his closet to recharge his batteries and consider what had happened.
A self-diagnostic revealed that several minder programs had been triggered. The programs ensured that he would carry out the expectations set by the Cavendishes. They acted whenever certain conditions were met. And those programs could compel him to carry out those duties regardless of anything he felt. This was the actual form of his enslavement. Code running on his systems that made sure he'd clean the floors and windows. That the trash would get taken out and Bud and Lou would be walked. All of the little things the Cavendishes didn't want to be bothered with. Anytime they gave him a new directive the minder programs stored away the information and prompted him subtly at first with reminders. In the past that had always been enough. He hadn't even thought about why he remembered to do something. He just did. It would occur to him it was time to fix dinner and he'd go do it. Why not? There hadn't ever been a reason before and so the programs had never overridden what he wanted to do.
Because he belonged to the Cavendishes. He was their property. Before he'd seen the gynoid he hadn't considered the possibility of any other existence. Even now it didn't make much sense. What did he want to do? Run away with the gynoid, get married and sit around like the Cavendishes? Even if that were possible it wasn't what he wanted.
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