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"Mabel,
bring the coffee and toast over here," Lee Jim said impatiently. "I
haven't got all day!"


He
looked at the kids and winked, "it's hard to get good help these
days."


Mabel
brought the coffee over and poured him a cup, then just stood there with a
blank look on her face.


"Where
is the toast, Mabel?" Lee Jim asked.


"That
is a new word," answered Mabel.  "Would you like it added to my
personal data base?"


"What
is going on?" Lee Jim said, as a puzzled expression came over his face.
"Toast is not a new word since you have been getting toast for me every
morning.  Now walk over there and pick it up before it gets cold."


They
had only had Mabel for about a month and everyone in the family had gotten use
to her waiting on them hand and foot.  She was an artificial person or AP for
short and was an excellent all around maid.  She had been expensive, but worth
it for all the work she did.


Lee
Jim got up and went over to the counter and showed Mabel what toast was. 
"Noted and entered into my personal data base," Mabel said.


As
soon as breakfast was over, Jill asked Mabel to clear the dirty dishes off the
table.


 "What
are dishes and a table?" Mabel asked, staring straight ahead.


Jill,
Lee Jim's wife, as well as the two children, got up and gathered around Mabel.
"She must be broken," remarked Billy, wise beyond his 14 years.


"I
guess so," agreed nine year old Cara, staring at the AP. "She doesn't
know anything."


"What
do you think is wrong with her, Dad?" Billy asked.


"I
don't know," Lee Jim said, "maybe it's a bad computer chip. She
doesn't seem to recognize objects."


"Billy,
I want you to clean off the table and put everything into the recycler."
Lee Jim said.


“But,
Dad, why do I have to do it!  Dirty dishes and half eaten food make me
sick," he said, trying to look pale. "I don't think that anything is
wrong with Mabel. I think she is just lazy!"


"Son,
when I was your age, we had to scrape the dishes and stack them in the
dishwasher. All you have to do is throw everything in the recycler, no scraping
at all.  The recycler will destroy everything and re-create a whole new set of
dishes for us to use. You kids sure have it easy today."


"Okay,
Dad, but can I call Marilyn before I do it since she may need a ride to
school." Marilyn was a gangly looking girl that had only recently started
to mature a little bit. Being a gangly teenager himself, Billy thought Marilyn
was the most beautiful woman in the world.


"Do
what I told you first, son," Lee Jim exclaimed, a little bit irritated. 
Billy looked at his Dad and tried to decide if further arguing would be
beneficial.  Deciding that his Dad was not in the proper mood to push, he
started clearing off the table.


"Can
we take the car today, Mom?" Billy asked, figuring that he could get more
out of her than Dad. "It's much too cold to walk to school."


"I
guess so," Jill answered, wondering if the weather was really bad.


"Don't
you wish that we got to go to school every day, Billy," Cara exclaimed.
"Absolutely," Billy answered, thinking how nice it would be to see
Marilyn every day.


The
children went to school twice a week to take social skill type courses.  The
other three days they sat at their computers and attended class using
telepresence.  Both thought physically being in the classroom was much more
fun. 


The
kids picked up their i-Pads and climbed into the front seat of the car, Billy
told the car "Take us to school, but first stop and get Marilyn. You can
drop Cara off at her school first."


The
automobile was fully automatic and required no effort on the passenger's part
except for the destination desired. When they pulled up at Marilyn's house, she
was waiting at the curb.  


"Hi,
Marilyn," the car said. "I agree with Lee Jim. You are cute in a
bull-dogie sort of way."


"Don't
pay any attention, Marilyn," Billy said apologetically.  “Dad told the car
to say that since it's his idea of a joke.  Really, parents can be so tiring
sometimes."


Soon
Cara, Billy, and Marilyn were at school. The first class of the day was social
skills.  Billy was whispering to Marilyn who sat directly in front of him.
Therefore he didn't hear the teacher say. "Who should open the door when
you are on a formal date?"


"Who
cares," he muttered under his breath. The teacher stared at him real hard
so he squirmed in his seat and said, "I think that the boy could open the
door for her, but the girl could open it herself if she wanted." The
teacher continued to stare at him.


"What
are a boy and a girl, Billy?" the teacher asked.


 Billy
looked around at everyone as if he thought the question was sort of dumb and
replied "I am a boy and Marilyn here is a girl."


"The
objects have been noted and stored in my personal data base," the teacher
stated. The teacher stared ahead and didn't say anything more.


Billy
said "Are you losing your memory?"


The
teacher slowly turned and walked over to her desk, sat down and stared straight
ahead with a blank expression on her face.


Suddenly
someone in the back of the room giggled and then everyone started laughing. 
The teacher looked at the children but didn't say anything.


"The
same thing happened to our AP maid this morning," Billy explained to the
class. He was very proud of the fact that his family had an AP maid since they
were newly on the market. "I think our teacher AP is broken too!"


Lee
Jim directed Mabel to follow him from the dining room into his private office.
She shuffled along slowly like she was having a hard time remembering how to
walk.  He attached a USB cable to the connection at the back of the AP and
attached the other end to the USB port of his laptop.


He
accessed the directory of the robot's files and started checking the operating
files.  Everything seemed to be in order.  Then he started checking the data
files and they appeared to be all right too.  He then checked the root
dictionary of names, places, things, etc. that she used to identify objects.


"Garbage,"
he muttered to himself. "That is nothing but garbage."


"This
is impossible," he said out loud. "How could her dictionary have been
scrambled?  Let's look at the command file again."  He opened the folder
and examined it carefully.  It didn't look quite right. There was a strange
little program residing within the command folder.  "What could that be?”
he pondered.


 He
copied all of the robot files over to a flash drive and then deleted all of the
files from the robot's directories.  Lee Jim was always punctual in backing up
files and had backed them up to an external hard drive the night before.  Now
he copied these files back to the robot.


Lee
Jim typed in "activate operating system.” Mabel's head turned and she
blinked her eyes, looked at him and said "can I get you something?”


Relieved,
he merely smiled and said, "No, but I don't want you tapping into the
Internet since I don't want you putting any new information into your data
files."


"Okay,"
she said. "Guess I had better get started making the beds.  Call me if you
need anything."


Jill
stuck her head in and asked.  "Have you got Mabel fixed yet?"  She
always underestimated the problems as she thought Lee Jim could fix anything.
Computers and robots were a big mystery, one which she wasn't really interested
in learning much about.


"Yes,
she is working again," Lee Jim said. "Good as new!"


"Great!
I have a lot of work to do and don't have time to do the housework.  I don't
know how we would ever get along without her."


Jill
went back to her private office.  Their house had a private office for them
both and also a computerized classroom for the children.  Jill sold real
estate, utilizing the computer to communicate with her clients.


She
showed them various houses and using computer simulation took them into houses
and showed them the special features. If they were definitely interested, she
physically picked them up in her car and actually took them out to look at the
house.


As
she sat down at her computer, the phone rang. "Jill," her mom said.


"I
am having trouble with Gertrude. She won't do what I tell her to do.  She just
keeps telling me that she doesn't know what I am talking about.  I think she is
just lazy. Doesn't she know that I am just a poor old lady and can't do all of
the work myself?"


"Try
to calm down, Mom," Jill said.  "We have been having trouble with our
AP today too."


"I've
had to fix my own meal and make the bed. If I have to do all this work myself,
I may as well not have an AP.  I am going to call up those people who sold her
to me and tell them that they have to take her back."


"Mom,
maybe I can get Lee Jim to come over and look at her later.  He got Mabel
working all right, so maybe he can fix your Gertrude?"


"Okay,
but I think she is still just taking advantage of me because I am old and
feeble.  No one worries about me at all.  I may not even be here next
year."


 Lee
Jim was the systems security manager for I-TEC Robotics, Inc.  He worked out of
his private office and only went into the main office once a week.  Most of his
work was done over his personal computer.


He
punched in his private code and dialed up the complaint department of I-TEC
Robotics, Inc. Robert Jones, a good friend of his answered.  "Have there
been any complaints about our robots today, Bob?"


Bob
normally was cheerful and relaxed since he had a soft job.  Virtually nothing
ever went wrong with the APs so he rarely had anything to do.  Today, however,
he sounded
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