“Papa.” 

I felt my sleeves roughly pulled. I looked down at 1731 and found myself staring into a pair of amber eyes. It seemed that 1731 had something to say but was afraid to let me know. I knelt next to her and gave her an affectionate pat on her scalp. “What is it, 1731?” I tried to be as friendly as I could; I knew she would not be able to accept an input if she was intimidated in the process.

“Papa, what’s behind a name?” asked the android girl.

I chuckled at the question. “What’s a behind a name? That’s a good question, 1731. What do you want to know about it?”

“Papa, I want to know what a name really means,” 1731 said. “Tora means tiger, Mriya means dream and Laila means night. But does my name mean anything? I want to know.”

I smiled at her. For an android girl with a fairly high level curiosity, I was somehow touched by the exquisiteness of her innocence. Yet I got the feeling my answer would not satisfy her. “1731,” I spoke her serial number while patting her snow-covered head, “your name doesn’t mean anything to you and me. It was given to you because we had no names that would fit you.”

1731 frowned. Oh, dear. I was right after all; she was indeed not happy. “Does this mean I will never be remembered?” she asked. “The girl in the TV said if you don’t have a name, you will be forgotten. Papa, I don’t want to be forgotten.” Her voice became sadder, as she began to weep. “Please, papa; I need a name so that everybody can remember me.” 

At this time I saw tears flowing down her cheeks, dropping onto the ground and frozen in contact with the icy snow. Never before in my life as an AI scientist would I witness the miracle of her evolving emotion circuit.

A low-sounding growl caught 1731’s attention. She turned to the direction of the growl, which became louder and louder. Then finally, I saw a furry ball of orange and black popped out from beneath the snow.

Tigers!

I forgot that we were in tiger’s territory. Immediately I pulled 1731 toward me and backed her as I faced the predator. Before long, I found myself under the watchful eyes of a pair of Siberian tigers. Such a ferocious beast of prey it is, one Siberian tiger would be enough of a problem, but two spell disaster. I kept 1731 close to me and remained immobile; the rule here is that if one keeps himself motionless and doesn’t do anything, the tiger would give up and leave.

A tiger cub inadvertently jumped out from the snow. It stood between the two adult tigers and stared at us. Oh, great. Now we’re facing a family, and I think they’re on a hunting spree. I kept myself between 1731 and the tigers, getting ready for the worst.

1731 gasped in surprise when she saw the tiger cub. “Tora!” She fled and ran toward the tiger cub, struggling to wade through the two-foot thick snow. She caught up with the little tiger and gave it a big hug around its neck. The adult tigers did nothing about the android girl, as she rubbed her cheek against the cub’s face in affection. It has to be a dream, I thought, to see two different living beings befriending each other without the slightest of prejudice or doubt. I never thought I would be able to witness the remarkable transformation of 1731.

Transformation from a heartless humanoid machine to a young girl with emotion.

And to my very own surprise, “Yuki.”

1731 stopped her friendly cuddle on the tiger cub. She turned around and stared at me with a surprised look. “Papa? Did you just… call me?” she asked.

I burst out in laughter. Somehow, I had called 1731 with something I had not planned to say aloud. I had no ideas of what I had just spoken, or the fact that I had given 1731 an appropriate name.

A name that would perfectly fit her.

“Papa?”

I shook my head. I returned the gaze at 1731. Perhaps I should call her with that name from now on. “Yes, Yuki?”

“What does Yuki stand for?”

I smiled. I gazed up into the sky. Snow had come, and it fluttered in the icy sky of Siberia and fell to earth. “It means snow,” I told her. 

“Snow? Yuki?”

I nodded. “I think that name fits you very well.”

I looked back at her. Her eyes widened. I was pretty sure that she was extremely happy with the name of choice. I was certain she would be eternally thankful at me for finally having a name. “Does this mean… I will be remembered, Papa? Does this mean people will start calling me with my name?”

I chuckled. “Of course, because you are now Yuki. I’m so proud at you.”

She smiled. My heart was touched; it was the first smile I had seen in 27 years. A pure, unadulterated smile that came from the gentlest heart I could imagine. “Thank you, Papa,” she said, “and I love you so much.”

