
Chapter 1 

 

 

Functioning robots are all alike; every malfunctioning robot malfunctions in 

its own way. 

 

Everything was in confusion in the Oblonskys' house. The wife 

had discovered that the husband was carrying on an intrigue with 

a French girl, who had been a mécanicienne in their family, charged with the 

maintenance of the household’s Class I and II robots. Stunned and horrified by such a 

discovery, the wife had announced to her husband that she could not go on living in 

the same house with him. This position of affairs had now lasted 

three days, and not only the husband and wife themselves, but all 

the robots in the household, were terribly affected by it. The Class IIIs were keenly 

aware of their respective masters’ discomfort, and the Class IIs sensed in their 

rudimentary fashion that there was 

no logic  in their being agglomerated together, and that any stray decoms, junkering in a 

shed at the Vladivostok R.P.F., had more in common with one 

another than they, the servomechanisms in the household of the 

Oblonskys.  

The wife did not leave her own room, the husband had 
not been at home for three days. The II/Governess/D145, its instruction circuits 
pitifully mistuned , for three days taught the Oblonsky in Armenian instead of 
French. The usually reliable II/Footman/C(c)43 loudly announced nonexistent 
visitors at all hours of the day and night.  
 The children ran wild all over the house. A II/Coachman/47-T drove a sledge directly 

through the heavy wood of the front doors, destroying a I/Hourprotector/14 that had been 

a prized possession of Oblonsky’s father. 

 

Three days after the quarrel, Prince Stepan Arkadyevitch 

Oblonsky--Stiva, as he was called in the fashionable world-- 

woke at eight o'clock in the morning, not in his wife's bedroom, but within the oxygen-

tempered Class I comfort unit in his study. He woke as usual to the clangorous 

thumpthumpthump of booted robot feet crunching through the snow, as a regiment of 

77s tromped in lockstep along the avenues outside. 

Our tireless protectors, he thought pleasantly, and uttered a blessing over the Ministry as 

he turned over his stout, well-cared-for 

person, as though he would sink into a long 

sleep again. He vigorously embraced the pillow on the other side 

and buried his face in it; but all at once he jumped up, banging his rotund forehead  

against the glass ceiling of the I/Comfort/6, and opened his eyes. 

 


