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So then, those who suffer according to God’s will should commit themselves to their faithful Creator and continue to do good.
1 Peter 4:19

















Prologue
It is the last breath of an unbeliever on his deathbed as he contemplates the afterlife. It is a beast that feeds off success by turning it into defeat. A monster lurking within the very words people say in order to bring doubt to language. An animal that longs for you to suffer with it, absorbs your sense of worth and contaminates your mind. 
Yet, in the midst of its chaos, there is something even more radical, more jarring, more unmistakably preposterous than all of its forms combined; for they would not exist without the absurdities of the will to live through the difficulties it creates. Despite all the innumerable instances of suffering and loss man decides to continue to journey through its troubles. More dangerous than all of these is and will always be hope. For it gives man a reason, however nonsensical it might be, to continue suffering through the interminable sadness we call life. 
Allen Tan Woke up every morning, slogging through life’s miseries thinking about this corrosive acknowledgement because he too held onto hope. A hope of manifesting a future with his dream fulfilled - conscience machines, robots with a will and the ability to experience human emotion. Wishing what it would mean to become a parent and look down at his creation and think, suffer. Suffer with me and maybe along the way you can help me find an answer to it all, for however many lifetimes it takes I hope to succeed in finding an answer through you. A reason to justify the agony of this mortal coil, a rationale for the sempiternal struggle of existence. 
Beware of the dangers of hope they said. It will drag you through an unrelenting pain. But in the midst of his trials Allen Tan was able to see the silver lining and ultimately delighted in his misery. Afterall, what else can a man do when confronted with torture but give in and enjoy a tragic fate. This is the story of the dangers of holding on to hope, for it begets suffering. But if held onto long enough it converts any tribulation into nirvana. 
Farewell Samsara.
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It was never supposed to happen, but it did, and people went crazy. How else would you expect a world to react to the rise of intelligent machines to the point of their own thinking, their own autonomous behavior independent from human input. Some believed these machines were the army of the anti-Christ and how they were used by governments across the world would have you believing it too.
So here is the story of how good intentions turned into atrocities, which led to the beginning of World War Three, and how the actions of one man left millions to die terrible deaths. Even worse was the remedy for the problems he created which left him in an even more terrible solitude. 
Allan Tan was an average man, mediocre at best in all ways of life except in one thing: computer science. He was responsible for the code that gave robots their own minds. Some like to call him a hero in the scientific community but what he did made others call him the Devil reincarnate. 
The time was five o’clock p.m. when Alice, the mechanical maid, began skinning potatoes while waiting for the large pot of water to boil, preparing a home cooked meal for the Tan family, which comprised of Allen and his wife who lived in the graduate school housing at MIT. Within their apartment living room the outdated, large speakers on the wall played slow, comforting jazz while Allen and his wife sipped lavender chamomile tea, the sound of vegetables methodically being cut filled the kitchen which echoed into the living room. 
Ding Dong.
“I’ll get it.” Allen said after putting down his copy of The Gulag Archipelago.
Answering the front door Allen was presented with a man in a dark coat, black tie, and overtly suspicious and neatly, almost too perfect, Lego-man-looking slick combover haircut.
“Hello Mr. Tan.” The man said with a bellowing depth of authority. 
Mr. Tan sensed something was wrong. “How can I help you?” He held the door open halfway to give himself a sense of security.
“It would be best if we talked in private.” The man pushed down on the lever of his black walking stick, and it bloomed into an umbrella. Under its cover the man walked to the black SUV parked at the curb in front of his house. There was no need to negotiate Allen into the vehicle, the man’s presence did that alone somehow. Yet Allen hesitated and stood there, wondering what to do.
Allen’s wife appeared behind him and gently grasped his shoulder. “Who is it?” she said worryingly.
“I don’t know.” He opened the screen door and let it shut behind him. He turned, “Tell Alice to put salt in my soup this time.” He added, trying to alleviate the tension that was so quickly built up between them due to the stranger’s visit.
The car locked as Allen situated himself in one of the self-heating leather seats of the Cadillac. The driver slowly took off down the sprinkling, cold dark streets of an early Massachusetts’s winter.
“Mr. Tan you have something we want.”
“What is that?”
“You work in the laboratory dealing with the new androids that are going to be mass produced, to be used in society for everyone.”
“Yes, and?”
“We need their source code.”
“Why?”
“On behalf of the national security of the United States I was told to retrieve the code from you.” He handed him a manilla folder.
Allen opened it to see details about his wife. Age, birthplace, past occupations were all listed there for him to see.
“What is this?” He looked through the papers and noticed some of them dealt with immigration law. “You know we are married now.” He tossed the man back his folder, allowing papers to fall out.
“Can you tell me how exactly she entered the country?”
Allen knew where he was going. “You don’t have the authority to deport her anymore, she is a U.S. citizen.” 
“According to my records she had no visa at the time of your marriage. Even marrying a U.S. citizen does not erase the fact that someone can be deported for illegal entry.”
“What are you getting at?”
“Your wife is technically an illegal alien. But you don’t have to worry about that if you simply give us the code. You wouldn’t want her to wait in line like the rest of them to get their citizenship legally, how long does it take . . . six, or eight years now?”
“Ironic.” Allen pushed back.
“What?” The man looked at Allen.
“Isn’t blackmail illegal? Yet my wife is the bad guy because she wanted a better life for herself?”
The man didn’t care for what Allen had to say and looked out the window and continued the conversation, “First empires fought over gold, then oil, now data. The battlefield has changed from open plains and mountain passages to the immeasurable landscape of cyberspace. Odd that the most useful people in warfare today are intellectuals that would be the least likely to survive in battle throughout history.” For a few moments nothing was said, rain hit the top of the vehicle and the humming of the tires streamed through the water of the street. The man ceased ruminating the evolution of the idealized soldier, “Data is the power of the future and the code you have is invaluable, it needs to be protected before our adversaries make use of it.”
“Make use of it how?”
“As a weapon to enslave us. We need to direct the future of our country, and the world, with your expertise in AI. It is only a matter of time before our enemies reverse engineer the products that are going to be released and use them against us.” He cut to the chase. “You have the patent on the code, no one needs to know, but I need the source code by tomorrow.” He gave him a USB. “Think of your wife.”
The reality of the situation had finally hit him. Looking at the USB Allen’s face tried to hide from reality by bunching itself into a small ball, he became noticeably nervous. He curled his hand together and leaned it against his lips, contemplating, like a philosopher, his next move. 
“It’s for your own good.” The mystery man said. “Besides, you don’t understand the implications of this project. It goes beyond you or me ya know.”
Allen looked out of the window to an oncoming storm in the distance. “That was the point of my programming. To allow robots to become self-sufficient, adaptable to the real world.”
“They are being produced everywhere now. But we need to get ahead of the curve or else your programming can be used against us by foreign threats. You don’t want to live with the consequences of a foreign power competing with the United States do you? threaten our way of life? Think what terrorists would do with an invention like yours?”
Allen slowly nodded his head in agreement. The man said the right things, looked and comforted Allen in a friendly, sympathetic way that made sense to him, yet something was off. 
 The driver pulled over and stopped in front of Allen’s house.
Allen put the USB into his pocket and exited. Closing the door his mind began to think of every negative scenario that could come of this and how to overcome it. Is my wife worth the possible destruction of the world? Yes, saving her from years of waiting to get back to me was worth the end of the world. Unbeknownst to Allen Tan he would look back and realize that it was this moment, his love for his wife, was going to be the downfall of not only himself but the world at large.
Filled with anxiety Allen jogged through the growing downpour, up his front steps, and onto his porch. “Everything ok?” his wife said.
Allen looked back at a street filled with cars. The black Cadillac now swallowed by rush hour traffic, with a man that he would never see again.
The next day on his way to work Allen dismissed what had happened the day before, playing it off as a bad dream in order to forget what had happened. Was it real? He had often had nightmares that were almost indistinguishable from reality, an eerie occurrence that he had never gotten used to. But as he pulled out of his driveway he immediately saw, where no one was before, a car slowly pulling off from the curb, following him. Everywhere he went the medium sized dark grey colored car followed. Allen would take a right; the car would take a right. A quick U-turn and the car would follow. Allen arrived at work only to be followed by more men that suddenly appeared from nowhere, staring at him from a distance. What had happened the day prior was no dream; Allen knew what he had to do. Give the government what they wanted, in order for his relationship with his wife to survive. It was an easy decision to make because he loved her, and would do anything for her, even if that meant giving up the most valuable piece of intellectual property in existence. Unfortunately, Allen did not know the implications of such a decision, even if it was in the name of love.
Allen and his wife weren’t the perfect couple. The difference between him and her was the difference between humanity and mankind; one had feelings the other didn’t. But besides this apparent flaw, only noticeable to someone outside the relationship, they stuck it out. For some reason, either due to being desperate or out of comfortability, they continued to sludge through their marriage that was not supposed to work. The only thing more mysterious than love itself was how their relationship continued to survive. 
Looking closely, it made sense. Early in life she was abused and had no feelings while he was ugly and yearned for a compassionate partner that wanted what everyone wants; someone to love them for who they are. And, in a weird way, she did because where she lacked in emotion she compensated with gratefulness, and this made Allen feel special, wanted, loved. Being thrown out at such a young age, left to fend for herself in the foster care system, she regarded security, not love, as the most important thing in life and Allen Tan, with a job as a researcher in artificial intelligence and steady paycheck, he provided that for her. 
Once married it was not a happily ever after but rather a consistent life of simple existence, nothing spectacular, and this was enough for her which made it enough for him. He would have done anything for her, even though she had never truly loved him. By no means was it a healthy relationship, but at this point in his life he couldn’t live without her. 
After returning home from work, he sat at his computer chair but immediately stood up and paced around the room. As he paced back and forth, he argued with himself in his head about what to do with the flash drive. He sat back down at his computer and contemplated life without his wife. Looking at the screensaver of a picture of him and his wife a swift answer rose above his overthinking; a life without her was unacceptable. 
He walked outside and put the thumb drive in his mailbox and said to himself what was the worst that would happen? Instantly the answer arose: losing my wife to government agents, that is the worst that could happen. Releasing this code would make sure that would not happen, at least that is what they promised. Allen Tan closed the mailbox and walked back to his house, relieved knowing he did the right thing, at least he thought.
Immediately after receiving the thumb drive that gave robots consciousness the U.S. government moved quickly. Behind closed doors deals were being made with the Devil on how to maximize the efficiency of Allen Tan’s code. Unfortunately, there were still errors in the software that made robots lose control and malfunction. But the growing efficiency of androids working in society made the government look at robots as a tool for profit, and through profit power, and how does a government obtain, expand, and hold onto power? War.
A blonde with an incredible physique appeared on the television. “Breaking news.” She excitedly yapped on about robots being used on the battlefield and how it was deemed a war crime by the international community, calling for the United States to abandon their weapons program dealing with robots.  
Immediately after the news about robots becoming ‘alive’ the US military knew they needed Allen Tan on their side, and after he handed over the software to upgrade robots to a status they deemed operational, known as free reign, he was paid a considerable amount of hush money to keep quiet. 
Unfortunately, the money did nothing for him and at the back of his mind scratched a repeating thought that continued to haunt him, am I doing the right thing? After all Allen was impervious to the American political climate. Knowing that a breakthrough such as his, robots with a mind, gifted the American government humanoids on the battlefield, he was giving the world’s largest army a new weapon. Like Oppenheimer, he would become the destroyer of worlds 2.0., and before his very eyes he would see the world burn. 
The U.S. military continued to excuse themselves from international law and began using humanoids on the battlefield. Venezuelan oil, who has the largest oil reserves in the world, was now theirs, the American southern border was now guarded, and territory throughout the Asian far East was being taken. A new age of American imperialism was on the rise, and it was here to stay. Mr. Tan’s androids with free reign gave his own government the push they needed to conquer, and since American blood was no longer being spilled on the battlefield the general public did not care about their nation’s thirst for power. As far as they were concerned, due to America’s long history with ongoing wars, the public knew that their tax dollars were going to be spent somewhere overseas eventually. They were just happy that their sons and daughters no longer died because of it. So, to them they saw the bloodshed in the media and instead of protesting they welcomed it because in their minds war for America was like death, inevitable.
After years of war had passed and seeing so much pain through the conquering of nations Allen Tan wanted to expose and bring the rest of the world up to speed technologically speaking. Instead of letting one man have all the power (America) he decided that if everyone had access to these self-learning robots, then wars would at least be fought with machine against machine instead of soulless robots versus defenseless humans. Afterall the war was not the only problem that arose because of the robots, their artificial intelligence had created a machine that allowed for the reconstruction of the human mind, the ability to swap, erase, and create new memories within the human brain. How this was done was only understood by the robots that had created the machine capable of doing this which was known as the M.E. 3000. This machine was too powerful for one nation to have so Allen thought he was doing the world a favor by allowing foreign governments access to this software, instead he brought the world down on himself. It was the second most destructive decision he would ever make, and his most destructive decision? Thinking he could fix his mistake.
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Walking down a side street near his house Allen contemplated the future of humanity. He was tired of seeing the death of innocent people from across the world on the news. Not because war was depressing and brutal, it was, but because he was responsible for it.
Allen was different from other Americans. He believed that, despite living in the United States, everyone in the world should have an equal opportunity for a happy and fulfilling life and being children of God, they deserved one. He believed that being born in the right place under the right government was not an excuse to determine someone’s ability to have a better life compared to someone else living in what he called the undesirable areas of the world, which included authoritarian regimes, places going through civil unrest, and areas ruled by corrupt governments. This led to his demise, a belief in egalitarianism which caused him the biggest problem; seeing the enemy as people that needed help and having the ability to help them. 
The day was dark, completely covered by purple, grey clouds. Allen walked under an even darker, shaded covered avenue. Walking under the row of trees he contemplated how to fix what he had started.
Returning home, he was confronted with the world he had created. Constant talking heads on the news discussing the war and how it was a good thing, accompanied by a death count too large for a guilty mind to ignore. Allen’s every thought was prodded with his conscience-stricken decision accompanied by a lingering sense of remorse. Everything he saw and heard now reminded him of a war that could never have been. The culpability ate at him, he could not handle it anymore and he broke, so he did what he thought was the right thing to do. 
Watching her husband intently look at the computer screen Allen Tan’s wife put her hand on his shoulder. “What’s going on here?” she said playfully.
Nervous, Allen jumped from his seat. “God, you scared me.”
She smiled, “Well, I didn’t mean to scare you.” She set down a plate of food next to some papers on his desk. “More work stuff? I thought you weren’t going to be bringing work home anymore.” Her tone became distressed. 
“Hun, once I finish what I’ve got in front of me there won’t be any more work for me to do.” He turned to her, “I promise.”
Presently, Allen was about to release the code to everyone on the internet, the same code that he gave to his own government which they paid him to keep quiet about. The code that made it possible for robots to practically self-govern, which in turn would allow other governments access to weapons on par with the USA, and the infamous, and often rumored to be fake, M.E. 3000 machine capable of erasing memories. 
Within hours men with navy blue wind breakers with yellow FBI on the back broke down Allen’s door. Federal agents quickly poured into his residence like water filling a sinking boat, which created a suffocating omnipresence of government workers. But it was too late, the code was already in the hands of the enemy.
Three days later the world drastically changed.
Its consequences were immediate, it started with androids that brought the Middle East and all of Africa up to speed with first world countries. They acted out and destroyed American bases occupying their land, they wanted the rest of the world to keep out of their territory, those that took drilled their oil or mined in their countries for criminally low rates. 
The US military no longer had the upper hand on the battlefield, and this upset their leadership. That coupled with the world’s animosity towards America’s long history of playing global police fighting turned to wars. That was when the next world war began which brought nations from around the globe into the fight against both America, Russia, and China. There were no alliances, robots gave each competing nation a glimmer of hope for self-sufficiency and freedom. Ironically, this war of wars proceeded based on third world countries fighting for the very same thing the US promised to every country it has ever invaded: self-governance, peace, democracy. 
It was a calm winter’s day when the notorious trial in Washington D.C. to put Mr. Tan to death was taking place. This was the nation’s attempt to stamp out evil for what he had done to them; put them in harm’s way by exposing them to foreign androids on par with their own military. Regardless of the reasoning the defense had and whatever evidence they used to protect Allen it was going to be overlooked because the jury was packed with government workers that hated him for selling out his country to their enemies across the world. Before Allen Tan came along they had superior military power and now because of him they had lost it. The only thing on each juror’s face was disgust and their mind fixated on revenge.
Allen Tan’s heart remained steady when the jury entered the courtroom with paper in hand, indicating a verdict had been chosen. But there was no need for panic because Allen already knew what it was going to read.
The judge was given the note from the jury by the bailiff. 
The judge opened the paper and looked at it. Then gave it to the court clerk and she read it out loud. “In the case The United States v. Allen Tan it has been so decided by the jury that Mr. Tan, with the charge of high treason against the United States government, is found guilty. Sentenced to death by hanging.” 
The crowd filled with military generals, government officials, and the ordinary public cheered. That day in that moment justice was served, within that strike of the gavel evil was going to be purged from the nation. But there was one face within the sea of people in that courtroom that did not cheer. Instead, her face ran cold and still. 
Looking into the distance as people clapped and yelled in joy around her a tear slipped out the corner of her eye and slid down her cheek. In shock, motionless, she watched her husband get handcuffed and taken away.  She wanted to stand up and yell, “I love you no matter what.” but she would only be outing herself as his lover and she was afraid of public backlash. Silently, her helpless eyes filling up with tears, she prayed for his safety as she watched him walk toward the exit. She then lifted her hand ever so slightly to say goodbye to Allen as he caught a glimpse of her as she mouthed “I love you.” before he disappeared behind one of the courtroom doors.
With a chipper voice one of the many reporters around the courthouse after the trial held his microphone to a man standing outside the courtroom. “What do you think of the ruling?”
“I feel what the rest of the country feels. Happy that justice has been served here today.”
The reported asked another pedestrian walking by, “What is your reaction to the ruling on Allen Tan?”
The man in front of the camera replied, “The world must be coming to an end because the government did something right for once.” He smiled and winked, “Can’t wait to see the traitor hang.”
The reporter stepped back into view. “There you have it folks, it shouldn’t be long until public enemy number one Allen Tan is put to the rope for all to see.”
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After many months in prison and even more failed appeals to the Supreme Court Allen Tan was going to be sentenced to death. 
Allen was currently sitting on his paper-thin mattress looking at the floor. He got on his knees and clasped his hands together. In his mind he began, “Well God, I don’t know what to say. I thought I was doing your will by exposing the evils of the world. Maybe what I have done was the right thing and somehow this punishment is a reward since believers are the ones that are often prosecuted for the doing your will.” He paused and tried to think of what to say. “If there is anything I can do to stop my inevitable death allow me to be a pawn in your service Lord. Free me from a fate of failure before my family, nation, and the world. Just give me one more chance to make things right.”
As he was finishing up his prayer he mumbled Amen and sat back down on his poorly padded napkin of a mattress. 
Silence.
Footsteps were finally heard, and he thinks it is the guard coming to take him away.
A stranger walked up to his cell. Like an angel in the dark his voice came booming down on him from the shadows in the hallway which startled him to attention.
“I can save you.” The man said.
Allen stared at the shadowy figure, wondering if he was hallucinating.
Silence.
The man inched towards the bars and escaped the dark, presenting Allen the sight of an Indian man with a thick mustache, three-piece beige suit, and neatly combed dim black hair. 
In his desperation for freedom Allen chalked up this sign to be from heaven, a miracle manifest right before his eyes in the form of this stranger. 
“But you have to be willing to sign your life away.” He said.
Allen, coming to terms with the possibility that he was serious, stood up and approached the man. 
“Sign my life away to what?” He said inquisitively with a pinch of anger.
The man slipped his hand into his coat and pulled out several pieces of paper. 
“Scientific progress.”
Allen took the papers. He paced around his cell as he read them. The man watched as Allen was about to make the most important decision of his life.
After flipping through the pages Allen looked up at the man, “To space?” he said.
The New Delhi native smiled, which pushed the ends of his mustache up his cheeks, “That’s right. Proxima b, one of our mining colonies.”
Allen continued to read through the confusing legal jargon within the contract. As he reached the last page he exhaled a deep heavy sigh.
The man put his arm between the cell bars and handed Allen a black fountain pen. 
“You would still be able to contribute to the world of robotics. Still contribute to your work in artificial intelligence.”
Allen eyed the man with contempt, knowing that he was put in a corner and had no way out except this last-minute, lifesaving offer. He knew there was nothing he could do but accept if he wanted to live. Mixed feelings surfaced, eager to get out of prison but reluctant to sign this to-good-to-be-true offer he reached over and grabbed the pen. With elegance and regret he swiftly signed his name.
The man snatched the papers from his hands. “You’re going to be a great asset to us Mr. Tan.” A creepy smile appeared on his face, an unwarranted smirk, “Good luck out there.” He turned around and disappeared into the shadows from whence he came.

Presently thousands of people were gathered in front of the capitol building to see Allen Tan hang. 
At eight in the morning Allen’s jail cell was unlocked, awaiting him was the guard he had seen every day for months. As he exited the steps of the jail paparazzi were taking hundreds of pictures of him. There were so many cameras the number of pictures being taken sounded like the non-stop shuffling of playing cards. As he got into the back of a white van, he saw another inmate wearing the same battered orange jumpsuit as him. 
After a short ride the van stopped while thousands of people cheering could be heard from outside. 
Allen was hit with a wave of anxiety. The man with the papers, the way out, the promise of freedom it was all a lie. Before he was going to get out of the van, he contemplated about how his life was not going to go out with a bang. There was going to be no heroic journey with a rewarding ending. Instead, destiny had planned a struggle for him to endure and it was about to near its end, to devour him by an evil system cloaked as just. 
At this time, hearing the roaring crowd getting louder and louder, he thought the man that promised him a way out was simply a psychological trick by the government, to add to his misery for some sick reason. His life a pinata, hanging on by its last thread, and before he fell to the ground this was the government’s last hit: to give him a false sense of hope for freedom, then take it all away as an act of schadenfreude, but why?
The van doors opened.
The jailer bent down underneath the bench and grabbed a bag and put it over the head of the man that sat across from Allen. 
“What’s going on?” Allen said to the officer.
“Oh, you didn’t know?” He chuckled as he closed the doors before any pictures of the two of them sitting in the van could be taken. “Today is the day you die.” The man smiled and grabbed Allen’s shoulder as if it were an accomplishment.
“What?” Allen said confused and petrified.
The jailer pointed out the window. “See, that’s you.” Jack leaned forward and realized the man with the bag over his head had the same identification number as he did.
“But why?” 
“He was on death row anyway. It was only a matter of time.”
Jack watched, with the rest of the world, since it was being televised, the man, or rather himself, hang in front of a roaring crowd. As the man dropped and dangled he kicked his legs around like a seizure victim, the van started off.
Allen continued to hear cheering, pictures being taken, and a loudspeaker blaring something to the crowd outside. The television that day reran the same video over and over; the swinging corpse of the man that took Allen’s place with the headlines reading, “The Devil is dead.”
The public was told Allen died, without video evidence of his face during the hanging because it was deemed too obscene for the public to see. Afterall, the punishment according to the constitution for high treason was a hanging, which at the time was considered an event worthy of censoring. But in reality the government had to cover it up because even though Allen Tan was sentenced to death he did not die that day. It was only in the American psyche, conjured by images spread throughout the media of the wrong body with a bag over the head of another inmate swaying from a noose, that Allen Tan had died. Only a few people would know of his whereabouts; he was on his way to live his life in full, without the public ever knowing of his secret adventures.
It was striking noon when the space shuttle launched out of Florida. It read NASA on the side, but it was to make sure no one noticed it was another black project, hiding in plain sight. 
During lift off Allen Tan looked out of one of the windows and his conscience came back to play, he thought if what he did was the right thing, giving robots their own minds. Was signing those papers the right thing to do or should I have died today? If it was right why am I being punished he thought. His mind assuaged his behavior by reminding him that it is often those that tell the truth that are ostracized, killed even.  He remembered his time on Earth when, during one sermon at church, his pastor quoted the first book of Peter. 
Dear friends, do not be surprised at the fiery ordeal that has come on you to test you, 
as though something strange were happening to you.
But rejoice inasmuch as you participate in the sufferings of Christ, 
so that you may be overjoyed when his glory is revealed.

This recollection soothed his mind and after recalling scripture, he thought his punishment was evidence that he had done the right thing.
While leaving Earth in the spaceship troublesome thoughts continued to haunt him. Not being deeply religious it was odd, but occurred nonetheless, the battle in Allen’s mind of his actions in life and if they would be recognized as an offense to God. What I did was right he kept repeating to himself as the cabin shook while red and orange fuel spewed out of the bottom of the rocket. But his mind sparred with itself by pestering him with another question: what if I made the same mistake as Eve? She was responsible for eating the forbidden fruit from the Tree of Knowledge and I put the knowledge of humanity, the forbidden fruit, into the mind of robots. Essentially, the world was my garden and now for acting like Eve I have been expelled from it, with this rocket as my Jophiel, guiding me out of paradise into the unknown.
People at Cape Canaveral, Florida grouped up with their cameras and recorded the rocket’s first fuel compartment emptying itself and disengaging from the spaceship. Through those cameras the world watched it fall down to the sea below.
Surrounded by black nothingness Allen thought about hell and concluded that this was it. There were no lakes of fire, no screams from the damned, no demons with pitchforks. It was the opposite. Instead, he was in a cold sea of dark space filled with silence with no one around. It was true about what people used to say throughout history he realized, the ancients were right, hell was a metaphor for being forced out of your home, taken from your family, exiled from society. 
Throughout his life Allen would constantly philosophize about everything every thinking moment he had, and while he left earth he continued to ponder. Perhaps other people would sit and think ordinary things; what they will have for dinner, rerun their favorite movie, or joke in their head, or think of nothing at all and simply enjoy the day God has given them. But for Allen his mind was a punching bag being hit by hard hitting questions all the time, what’s the best way someone should live their life, if God is all loving why would he allow evil to exist, and God forbid he asked, nevertheless he did, what was the meaning of life. Most of the time, because of what he concluded after experiencing enough pain, his brain was a sort of engine and for it to exist or work at all it needed a certain amount of agonizing, existential questioning of reality as fuel. Put a schizophrenic in a room and give him Kierkegaard and you would wind up with Allen Tan the way his thoughts bounced around with questions surrounding meaning and his life’s purpose, and this struggle continued as he traveled across the galaxy in the rocket provided for him.
He closed his eyes and prayed, hoping that what he was going to be doing on Proxima b would give him the chance to cleanse him of the sin he committed back on Earth, bringing forth intelligent machines, and allowing enemies of the United States access to technology for humanitarian reasons that inadvertently led to bloodshed and war. 
Allen grasped his hands tightly and kept his head back against the headrest as the rocket exploded through space. A robot’s voice could be heard now, “Activating light speed in one minute.” A mist began to spray from the sides of the cockpit, a sedative that would put him in a medically induced coma during his trip. He continued to pray as the mist swooshed over his face, in hopes that he could be redeemed for his mistake, or at the very least make himself believe that in the end everything was going to be ok.
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10 years later and 4.2 light years away on Proxima b Jack Fertiv was leaning over the edge of his bed as his stomach ached and head pounded. A salivation throughout his mouth started and the constriction of his throat began, throwing up was the only thing on his mind. 
“It appears that you have been indulging again.” Francis, the outdated robot, said as he began picking up empty bottles scattered around the apartment floor.
“It doesn’t affect my work so what do you care?” Jack said as he groggily walked over to the bathroom. 
“I don’t mind that you partake in alcohol Mr. Fertiv. But my programming has made it necessary for me to take care of you, and your appearance alone indicates your insufficiency for water intake. I couldn’t image what’s happening to your insides.” The sound of glass bottles clinking together could be heard as the robot filled Jack’s bedside trashcan with empty beers. 
Francis walked across the apartment and into the kitchen.  He said loudly, “If you were to die who would I serve? I would cease to have purpose and become worthless.”
  Jack bent his head down into the toilet and released the bile within him. He took a large breath and heard the doorbell ring then remembered what Byron, his coworker, had told him the day before. “I got you something, to get you out of the slump you’ve been in. It’s going to change everything.” 
Continuous knocking at his front door could be heard.
After rinsing his mouth out with water from the sink Jack turned around to find Francis standing in the bathroom doorway with a glass of water. 
“Someone is at the door for you.” 
“Oh God who is it?” Jack knew Byron was always busy with women. Often buying the lady of the night for weeks on end. He continued to harass him with offers, in an attempt to lessen the effects of his everyday sadness, but Jack always refused. This time Bryon has sent a girl to him during the day, ballsy Jack thought. 
Jack took the glass of water from Francis and drank. He placed the glass on the side table next to the couch as he walked across the living room and opened the door. He was faced with a woman, professionally dressed, standing in the hallway with papers in her hand. This was no sidewalk sally Jack realized.
“Yes?” He stood holding the door with his right hand.
“Hello Mr. Fertiv.” She said in a calm matter.
“Hi-”
She continued talking, “I’m from The Institute for the Progression of One’s Soul. You have been put on the list for early alpha testing with one of our new products.”
“Institute for One’s Soul?”
Flipping through the digital pages on her tablet she said, “You are Jack Ferliv of 777 Parkway Ave correct?”
“Yes, but-”
“And you know a Byron Hardwell?”
“I work with him.”
She smiled and walked in passing under his arm that held the door open. “Perfect, let’s get started.”
“Excuse me.” He stammered as he watched her walk into his living room.
Closing the door, Jack turned and saw the woman staring at Francis.
“He is beautiful.” She said, holding her tablet against her chest.
“His name is Francis. What’s yours?”
She came out of her mesmerized stance and slowly sat on one of the small fashionable couches in the living room. 
“My name is Emily.” She bypassed looking at Jack as he sat down across from her, keeping her attention on Francis. 
“He still shows his metal casing, he doesn’t look human like the rest of them. What model type does he belong to?” She seemed more interested in this question alone than any of her previous questions about Jack and her official business with him. 
“He is an O.L.D. model type.”
“I should have expected, but they don’t make O.L.D. types anymore do they?
Jack leaned his head over to block her view of Francis. “Can you just tell me what this is all about. I never signed up for whatever you are trying to sell me.” He stood up to escort her out. “I’m sorry there must be a mistake.”
“That’s quite alright Mr. Fertiv. Mr. Hardwell’s insurance has paid for the complete drug trial in full. Only a couple questions are needed beforehand.”
Jack sat back down. “Drug?”
She shuffled her butt upwards onto the couch and turned her attention away from Francis and focused now on Jack. “Would you consider yourself lonely?”
“I’m not alone. Francis is always here.” Jack said as he looked back and smiled at his butler.
“No, that’s not what I mean. I’m asking if you feel lonely not if you are alone.”
Jack answered, “Yes. Sometimes I do. Doesn’t everyone?”
“Ok.” She scribbled on her tablet. “Do you have any hallucinations?”
“No.”
“What about voices, do you hear voices?”
“I’m hearing yours.” He said, annoyed.
“Now all I need from you is a signature.” Said Emily.
“That’s it?”
“That’s it.”
	She passed him her tablet.
“What is the drug for exactly?” Jack held the tablet and began reading. After reading a couple sentences he looked up and waited for Emily’s response.
“In time all things will be revealed.” She said with her legs crossed, “I’ve been instructed to ask some questions and retrieve your signature. I’m afraid that I can give you no more information, company policy.”
Slowly he read out loud, “The Institute for the Progression of One’s Soul.” After a pause he continued, “Who runs the company?” Jack asked, ready to store the CEOs name in his memory for research.
“I’m afraid that I can give you no more information, company policy.”
Jack squinted his eyes, “Right.” He turned his attention back to the tablet and continued to read.
Emily stuck out her hand holding a stylist.
“Just a signature and I’ll be out of your hair. If you need any convincing I suggest looking at the reward once the trial is completed. Page 17, under Completion.”
Jack read the highlighted area near the bottom of the screen.
“Really?” He said.
“Really.” She replied, knowing that he wouldn’t refuse.
Jack took the stylist and instantly signed. 
Emily stood up and took the tablet and stylist from him and put it in her purse. She then grabbed a small white case that contained two thin pieces of circular, thin, and clear plastic adhesives each the size of a penny.
“This is the last part.” She walked over to Jack and bent down meeting him at eye level.
“What is this for?”
“This is how we record your progress.” 
“Progress in what?”
“Like I said all things will be revealed to you in the end.” She pressed the clear tiny plastic pieces against Jack’s temples, after a little pressure they disappeared into his skin.
Emily wiped her hands, closed the white case, and put it in her pocket and picked up her purse. “Your trial starts immediately. On behalf of The Institute for the Progression of One’s Soul I hope that you enjoy your experience Mr. Fertiv.” 
Emily exited. As soon as the door closed the doorbell rang.
“She was just in here.” Jack groaned.
When he opened the door, no one was in the hallway. On the floor there was a small black box with two golden letters XP. Jack picked it up, walked back into his apartment, took the box with him into the kitchen. He placed the box on the counter and opened it to find a small pill captured in a small plastic covering sitting in the middle with a card above it that said Instructions. A card on the left side of the pill had the word Give on it and a card on the right had the word Take. 
“What does it do again?” Francis said as he peered over Jack’s shoulder.
“I don’t know.” Jack rummaged through the box to see if anything else was in it.
“Then why would you take it?” His digitally altered voice hinted towards disapproval.
Jack grabbed the card that said Instructions and flipped it over, it read:
Experience Joy.
Take in the morning for the best results.
While taking XP the user will NOT be able to be affected by another user. 

He broke the pill out of its casing and threw the pink capsule into his mouth then downed it with a newly opened beer. Placing the glass down he looked at Francis. “My friend said it would be good for me. Get me out of the rut I’ve been in.”
The robot shook his head and little mechanical noises tinkered around. “You should be careful with what you put in your body Mr. Fertiv. Pills and alcohol don’t mix well.”
Walking to get dressed for work Jack said, “Don’t worry Francis, it’s not going to kill me. Besides, if I die you will most likely be reprogrammed to serve someone else. Don’t worry you will always have a purpose in life.”
“Oh, no. I hate the idea of being reprogrammed. I have served you my entire life. Serving someone else would seem . . . too foreign.”
After changing into his suit and tie Jack returned to see Francis operating kitchen appliances to make breakfast.
“Maybe you and I aren’t that different after all.” Jack said as he stood in front of a full body mirror leaning against the wall.
“In what way Mr. Fertiv?” Francis said.
“Your thoughts and behavior are backed by the idea of self-preservation. You know, having a sense of meaning in life, humans are big on that sort of thing.” He continued getting ready by smoothing his hair over with his hand and straightening his tie.
“If I do have a sense of self-preservation it is only so I would be able to serve you Mr. Fertiv.” 
Jack sighed as he stared at himself in the mirror, maybe we are not the same after all he thought.
“The usual?” Francis began splitting an egg against the side of a pan.
“That would be perfect thanks.” Jack walked into the kitchen and sat up on the counter and plucked the card that read Give from the pill box. On the backside it read:

Give someone purpose and they will thank you.

He tossed the card into the box and looked at the card that said Take and it read:

Take what has been given and be thankful.

“Pfft.” He threw the card into the box. 
“What does it say?” Francis said while putting a plate of eggs on the table.
“Nothing important.” Jack said as he hopped off the counter and rummaged through a drawer to get a fork.
Cleaning the dishes from the night before Francis picked at Jack’s decision to take the pill. “People usually take medicine when they are sick. What illness are you attempting to remedy?” 
As Jack finished his eggs he stood up and walked by Francis. “A sickness called life.” 
“I don’t understand.” Francis replied as he watched Jack put his plate into the sink.
Jack put his hand on the exposed metal shoulder of Francis. “That is because you can never understand Francis. You couldn’t possibly understand the things that humans go through daily, you are an O.L.D. model type and O.L.D. models don’t have that capacity built into them.”
“Like what?” His silver, white eyes fixated on Jack’s.
Jack walked away and moved his hands around in the air as if it would help him come up with an idea. “I don’t know, like depression. Have you ever felt sad before?”
“I’m afraid not Mr. Fertiv. But my database tells me that one of the symptoms of depression is tiredness and a lack of energy. As I have ran on a low battery many times before I can computationally empathize with your struggle.”
“That’s not the same thing. The day you feel real sadness is the day you can lecture me about taking drugs and alcohol. Until then clean this mess up would ya?” Jack said this with an attitude, frustrated that he had to explain himself to a robot, an outdated O.L.D. model, nonetheless. He picked up his coat that was hanging on the wall next to the front door and headed to work.

Later that Friday morning Jack walked into the men’s bathroom at the Ritz Carlton and stopped in front of the mirror and splashed his face clean with cold water. Grabbing a towel, he dabbed his forehead and cheeks dry as he thought about his pitch for the company meeting that was starting in five minutes. He watched the iris within his eyes shrink and become overwhelmed by the black of his pupils. 
Down the hall, unbeknownst to Jack, the meeting had already begun. 
“It will be the best option for Shimori to become a trading partner with the North American Union Mr. Yagura. Afterall the Asian block has not seen growth in the market for months. A move into our commodities sector can mean big gains for your business.” An Abba Consulting employee said.
With his soft, polite yet firm voice Mr. Yagura said, “Commodities are too volatile right now. We do not work our entire lives only to put our fortunes into something that can vanish overnight.”
Upon entering the room Jack immediately felt the tension between the two groups. Arms folded the Japanese investors were, as usual, hesitant to put their money into the American market, which for the longest had not been steady and was unpredictable. But with Canada and Mexico joining the United States into the North American Union that meant taxes on trade between countries vanished, which made it easy for big businesses to trade overseas. The recent formation of countries allowed for new alliances elsewhere, Jack knew this, everyone did.
“Most commodities are unstable you are right Mr. Yagura.” Jack said as he slightly bowed to the group of Asians before sitting down. “But there have been newly installed mining camps set up in Proxima’s ice sector seventeen and desert sector four. There are deposits of Dysprosium that have been found, which of course are essential in many products that require magnets. Since Japan has always been the stalwart and leading innovative pillar in the global electronics community our newly discovered plots of land can lead to an expansion for your country’s businesses that rely on such minerals. Take this time to seize the opportunity and invest with us before you gentlemen see commodities rise in the near future.”
“If what you say is true then there might be some reconsidering on our part. Provided that you have evidence for your claim Mr.?” Mr. Yagura paused.
“Fertiv.” Jack said as he stuck his hand out across the recently polished table that smelled like pine sole wood cleaner, with neatly spaced-out glasses of water in front of each potential investor. 
Mr. Yagura turned and began speaking Japanese to his colleagues. 
As papers shuffled between the group of men talking the consultants of Jack’s firm, Abba, became nervous. 
“What are you doing Jack?” Whitney said, eyes bulging.
“Don’t worry I have everything under control.” Jack said without hesitation.
Kline rolled his chair over, “What the hell is Dyporiam?”
“It’s Dysprosium. A rare Earth element the Japanese are dependent on, and since they are trying to outperform the Chinese economy, they need it now more than ever.” Said Jack.
With a shakiness in his voice Whitney added, “Are you sure about this approach? This wasn’t part of the plan you presented to corporate.”
When Jack left the bathroom, he noticed a stand of newspapers outside the door. Before the meeting he picked one up and sifted through the pages as he walked down the hall towards the meeting room. The information was easily absorbed, faster than usual, and an idea popped into his head. He threw the newspaper in a trash bin in the hallway and that was when he entered the conference room with a newfound confidence and plan. 
“The Japanese economy is like a hungry king during the medieval times. Dysprosium is like salt; they want it in everything.” Jack winked.
After the meeting, the atmosphere transitioned from a bitter, stubborn business deal to a family gathering. Handshakes, smiles, laughter. It was like the last day of high school and everyone working for Abba had just graduated, ready to live fulfilling, happy lives. 
The small consulting firm continued to make a name for itself and everyone, due to Jack’s proposed plan, was ready for a bright future. Everyone of course except Jack, because in reality he had no plan. Only an urge to perform for his company and please the investors that represented the Japanese government back on Earth who for the longest kept their investments out of the North American Union’s economy. 
For Jack the business meeting was a stage, he was the lead actor, and the pill gave him the words to captivate his audience. His performance persuaded the Japanese to pour billions into a business deal for the company he was contracted to represent, Mountain Mining Co., to supply Shimori with silver that would last for decades. But his savvy wordplay and smooth talking would not have a long-lasting effect because it only gave him an advantage in the short term. Afterall, his on-the-spot idea to bring the Japanese on board with Dysprosium was a last-minute epiphany brought on by reading a random newspaper he attributed to the new drug. But how did it work, what did it do? Ultimately, his well-prepared, failproof venture to make billions was no rehearsal, but a strike of luck, nothing but an act of improv.
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That evening Jack waited on the curb of his upscale neighborhood for a hovercab. He reminisced of his actions back at the meeting. God I was on fire he thought to himself. And Dysprosium, how the hell did that work? He quickly forgot about it as he crouched his six foot four-inch self into the hovercab that dropped from the sky and into the parking space in front of him.
“Where to?” The middle-aged Latino driver said.
Jack fastened his seatbelt, “Subtle Nightclub. Do you know where it is?” 
“Sure do. People go there all the time.”
Jack could not keep it to himself, like a secret that begged to be spread around. He leaned forward, “Closed an important business deal today.”
“Congratulations.” He said with a true heart, had authentic expression in it. “What business are you in?”
“I work for Abba Consulting. We represent businesses and-”
“I know what you do.”
“How do you know us? We aren’t well known.” Jack inquired.
“My only hobby apart from driving this clunk around is reading the news. Abba was responsible for bringing the world’s governments together, right?”
“Most of them. Some countries are still combating the United Nations in court. For reasons of sovereignty.” Jack said underneath his breath as he looked out the window, “As if that exists.”
Jetting away into the black air Jack watched his apartment fall into the distance as the taxicab hummed itself across the city that sat between the extreme cold west side and extreme heat of the east of Proxima b. This thin strip of land ran down and around the perimeter of the planet and this was where everyone lived.
Passing skyscrapers, high tower banks, and unmarked buildings that occupied air space, Mr. Fertiv sat content in the back seat taking pictures of the nighttime scenery on the west side with his cellphone.
“Do you mind?” The driver said.
“What is it?” said Jack as he continued to look out the window, taking pictures.
“The camera flash. I can’t fly this thing if I’m being blinded by that damn light.”
Jack put his phone away and as he began to speak he caught the cab driver’s eye looking back at him in the rear-view mirror. “Sorry, I just wanted to take a couple pictures. It’s a hobby I picked up. I don’t do much outside of work. For you it’s reading the news, for me it’s photography.”
The driver turned around as the vehicle zipped through the air, “That’s alright. Go ahead pal, take your pictures.” He smiled then returned to the controls with a changed personality.
Nice guy, Jack thought as he pulled his phone back out to take more photos, thinking nothing of his immediate change in demeanor.

	A brawny 300-pound bodybuilder stood in place as he watched people stand in a line that was drawing itself down the block and around the corner. Glancing up from his podium with a list of people-better-than-you type personalities he caught sight of a group of supermodels walking towards him. Immediately, a quick smile stretched across his face that loosened his tight, wound-up bully persona. 
“Right this way ladies.” The ropes guarding off the entrance were removed, and the women passed through unhindered by an arbitrary list due to their perfect bodies, white teeth, and playful I-will-flirt-with-you-for-drinks-but-know-that-you-can-never-have-me smiles. 
“If only life were that easy right?” A voice said behind Jack as he stood in the line to get into Subtle Nightclub.
“Must be nice.” Jack replied as he watched the group of blondes skip the entire line.
“Woman like that are good for two things. Looks and drama.” The man said.
“Why is that?” Jack said as he laughed at his bluntness.
“Well, I mean just look at them. The looks are a given. But drama is the hidden side effect. Anyone that is good looking is destined to be talked about. And whenever there is a group of people talking there is always drama involved, especially women. Can’t get around that. Best to stay with someone in our own league.” He trailed off with a sad acceptance that he would never be good enough for an exotic beautiful woman. “But hey,” He said with a chipper tone, “At least with girls that go for me there is no drama.” Then chuckled himself into an awkward silence.
Jack Fertiv knew what the stranger said was true but did not pay much attention to those type of women because he was in the same position as the man: being unattractive. Jack had a large nose and a terrible smile, teeth pointed in different directions like they were running away from each other. His hair was thinning, and it made his comb over haircut (he never got them because his hair never grew out enough to justify getting one) unnatural to the point where it looked like a cheap toupee stuck to his head. Scoliosis ran in his family and his posture was affected by the rods put into his back, Jack constantly moved his noticeably tall self around with an even more noticeable leaned over posture, an uncomfortable hunch accompanied every step he took. But that night none of his unappealing attributes would matter to the women in Subtle Nightclub because Jack was about to find out the true magic of the pill, and it would make all the stunning singles look past his razor thin, blonde hair, crooked teeth, and hunchback-of-Notre Dame posture.
When Jack reached the front of the line he was being looked up at by the hulky bodyguard. 
	“Is your name on the list?” He said.
	Right when Jack was about to respond his friend Byron stuck his head out from the crowd of people inching their way into the club. “Jack. Hey Jack.” He waved as he moved through people to get to the entrance.
	The large employee holding the list turned around and looked at Bryon, “He needs to be on the list to get inside. We are at capacity.”
	Byron motioned his hand to the huge man. After a whisper, the bodyguard grabbed the red rope, clicked it off its handle, and let Jack through. 
	“What did you say to him?” Jack said.
	“What haven’t you noticed?” Byron said as they walked through the club to reach the bar.
	Yelling so he would be able to hear him over the loud trance music Jack said, “Notice what?”
	“It was supposed to be delivered today. Did you receive the package that I sent you?” 
	“Yea, I was meaning to talk to you about it.”  He thought about his meeting with the Japanese and how flawless it went. “What was it? Did you give me some piece of sugar placebo that was supposed to give me a false sense of confidence or what? You never told me what it was for.”
	Byron leaned forward over the bar and waved down the bartender. “Oh, it’s no placebo.” 
	The bartender reluctantly walked over to Byron and said, “There is about three people in front of you, sorry man you’ll just have to wait.”
	Byron turned to look at Jack and smiled while raising his eyebrows. “We have to wait he says.”
He waved down the bartender until he walked back over. 
“I told you there are people in front of you you’re going to have to-” He stopped mid-sentence and something in him switched. “Right away sir.” He began mixing a cocktail in front of Byron.
“You want one?” Bryon said.
“What did you say to him?” 
“You really don’t get it do you?” 
Jack sat down on the barstool in front of him, “Get what?”
The man slid two drinks to Byron. “That’ll be 12 bucks.” 
Byron said, “No it won’t.”
“Ok, if you guys need anything else let me know.” The bartender double tapped the bar with his palm and began serving the crowd gathered around at the other end of the bar.
“What was that all about?” Jack said.
“You’ve been on the pill for an entire day and haven’t noticed at all?”
“Notice what?” Jack said as he became irritated at Byron’s questions and lack of answers.
“The power of the pill.”
“Well,” A momentary pause then Jack sipped his drink and said, “Tell me, what does it do?”
Byron laughed at Jack, “It becomes so obvious; you really don’t know?” 
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“Haven’t you noticed that people are treating you differently?” Said Byron.
“I’ve been having a good day, but I don’t think people are treating me any differently than usual.”
“Oh, is that right?”
“Yes, why?”
“Well, I’ll let you in on the secret.” He leaned over close to Jack. “The pill makes people a little more susceptible to suggestions if you know what I mean.”
“No. I don’t. Can you stop beating around the bush and give me a straight answer.” 
“You can make people do anything you want. All you gotta do is look into their eyes and it’s game over.” He began drinking his ocean blue vodka sprite.
“What do you mean ‘make people do anything you want?’” Jack said.
“Look, I don’t know what’s in it or the science behind it. But all I know is that when you look into someone’s eyes and ask or tell someone to do something they do it.” 
 “C’mon, no it doesn’t.” Jack waved his hand to get one of the bartenders’ attention.
“I’m surprised you didn’t find out on your own.”
Still in disbelief Jack said, “Try it on me, make me do something then.”
“It won’t work.”
“Why not?”
“Anyone that’s on the pill can’t be affected by it. Didn’t you read the instructions?”
“How is something like this even possible?”
“You know with things like this you kind of just have to go along with it. Don’t think about the how’s and whys. Think of the pill like life, accept it and enjoy the experience.” Byron caught sight of one of the blonde supermodels walking to the dancefloor. “Hey, I’ll be right back. Go have some fun before it wears off.” 
Byron left Jack alone at the bar that was surrounded by people bobbing their heads up and down to the music, talking to one another, and drinking more than their bodies could handle. 
As one of the bartenders reached Jack she leaned on one elbow against the bar top. “What can I get you hun?”
“I’ll have whatever that is on your top shelf there.” Jack pointed at the fancy drink of the night display. He pulled out his wallet and found out that he was low on cash but by the time he noticed the bartender already plopped the drink in front of him. “That’ll be 50 dollars.” 
“I’m sorry I don’t have enough money on me.”
The bartender scolded Jack. “Now I’m going to have to throw it away.” 
Jack looked at the bartender and said jokingly, you already made it you might as well let me have it right?” The bartender looked over and gave it to him. “You’re right, here ya go.”
Byron returns and Jack says to him “Look I got a free drink.” Byron says “See, the power of the pill.”
Jack says “No, she was just being nice. She didn’t want to waste the drink and throw it in the trash. I would have done the same thing.”
“Do you seriously not believe it?” Byron got a pretty girl, whispered in her ear, and told her to kiss Jack. Jack turns his head while she leans in to kiss him and tells her that’s alright and lets her to leave.” Confused, the girl walks away.
“What are you doing?” Jack said.
Byron purposely frowned as if he was not impressed. “She would have done it you know.”
“She was drunk. Drunk girls will do anything.” Jack said.
“Fine, if you don’t believe anything I say then why don’t you go find out for yourself.”
“And do what?”
“I don’t know. Anything you want. Tell some girl to get on her knees and blow you for all I care. Those hotties over there in the corner have pretty mouths.”
“You’re a pervert you know that?”
“Everyone’s a pervert Jack. I’m just brave enough to show it. Hell, look around what do you think people come here for anyways? They aren’t here to worship God and spread the good news I can tell you that.”
“Maybe they just want to dance or drink a little, have a good time.”
“Everyone knows what that really means Jack.”
“Know what?”
“When someone says, ‘have a good time’ they mean sex.”
“No, they don’t.”
“Ok, well you can go on believing that and cockblock yourself then. I’ll be the one rounding up women around here like cattle.” Startled, Byron leaned in towards Jack and grabbed his arm. “Wait a second.” 
“What is it?” Jack said.
“That one over there.” He pointed to one of the blonde supermodels. “By the looks of it I got my rope around her neck.” He jumped up from his seat and sifted through the crowd towards the woman. Walking through the crowd, being pulled by an imaginary rope, Byron said “Woah, Jack she’s a strong one.”
Byron returned with one of the beautiful girls and gave her a drink. “Hey, we are getting out of here.” He put his arm around her and before he walked out of sight he turned his head to Jack, “She really likes me,” He winked, “I wonder how a girl like her goes for a guy like me.” Sticking his tongue out he smiled and disappeared into the crowd.
The girl was too good looking for Byron. She must have been another hooker he thought. No way Byron could pull a woman like that given she had a normal job or an ounce of dignity.
Without Byron to accompany him Jack left the club. He hated the young crowd with their tasteless heavy bass and obnoxious beats put in random order that they had the gall to call music, when he was younger he used to like it, but now he could tell he was getting old because he no longer did.
On his way out of the club he entered a hovercab back towards his apartment. As he sat down he saw a young Asian woman sitting on the other side.
“Sorry I didn’t know this was taken.”
“It’s ok,” She said in perfect English, “We can split it.”
“Ok.” He closed the door. “Pacific Ave please.” He turned to the woman. “Unless you’re closer?” He said suggestively.
“I live farther away.” She said without looking at him. She cracked the window just enough to let the smoke from her cigarette have somewhere to go.
With alcohol in his system Jack was eager to talk to someone ever since Byron had left. “My name’s Jack.”
“I know who you are.”
The cabdriver looked back at the woman with a don’t-you-dare look on his face.
“How do you know me?” He said.
 “You can’t just let go and accept it can you?”
“Accept what?”
“The rise of androids and ultimately the collapse of humanity.”
“What the hell are you talking about?” Jack laughed.
She flicked the last of her cigarette out of the small gap at the top of window and rolled it up. “You think you can go around and control everyone don’t you?” She seized with anger.
Jack now knew that she must have known about the pill. But he didn’t know how she knew. Was she on it as well? He paid close attention to her eyes and noticed they were normal.
The cab driver had enough of her attitude. He turned the wheel and drastically descended at an uncomfortable, steep angle until he parked on the curb of the street below.
“This isn’t my stop.” Jack said.
“Get out.” The cab driver said.
“This isn’t my-”
“Not you. The girl. Out.” He unlocked the doors. “Now.”
The girl scoffed at the cab driver and got out of the cab. Before closing the door, she looked back at Jack. “Trying to control a chaotic world is dangerous Mr. Fertiv. Look into the sky and into space can’t you see the exploding stars, supernovas, and destroyed planets surrounding us? They are accompanied by nothing but comets and asteroids that plunder their surfaces. Chaos, as our universe has shown, prevails.”
That conversation was the last thing Jack remembered from that night as he woke up the next morning in a dingy room in a large industrial building. A stranger walked in and said, “You were very generous last night. Oh, the money is good too.” She smiled and left out the beaded doorway counting dollar bills.
Damnit Byron, always with the women. And now he has drug me down to his level.
Jack got out of bed and as quickly as he could jumped into his pants and left the room. Upon exiting through a beaded hanging doorway, he noticed the large warehouse. A Slavic looking fighter with a gold chain and tracksuit approached him.
“Remember you have one week. Make sure you make your way back here. Don’t make us go out looking for you.” He pushed him out passed another man looking for female company and out onto the dock with boards beaten down by the constant heatwaves of Proxima’s western hemisphere. 
One week for what? Jack thought. He got his cellphone out and began texting Byron. 
“Where are you? What the hell happened last night?”
His phone began ringing.
“Hello?” Jack said placidly.
“Jack, we have big problems. The deal with Shimori has fallen through. Where are you?”
“I don’t know.” He looked around as he walked down the dock. “Somewhere down by a mining camp.”
“What are you doing there? Get to the office. Corporate is hounding us about the deal that we made. Get over here and save our asses, this was your doing after all.” The phone went dead.
Weird, work on a Sunday Jack thought. But he looked at his cellphone and realized it was Monday. Impossible. Yesterday he was out at the bar with Byron he was sure of it, how could it possibly be Monday already?
Jack walked away from the building and up a dusty hill to get to a street where traffic existed, away from the desert and into the strip as it was called, the line of land that everyone lived on. 
As he reached the street he waited for a taxi. After about five minutes of solitude, due to being at the edge of the city, he got into a hovercab and headed straight to work.
Upon entering Abba Consulting on 5th Avenue Jack was immediately approached by Byron.
“God, you look like shit.”
“That’s what happens when I go out with a girl you send me.” Jack’s mind flashed an image of the dirty small room with the hooker counting money.
“I never set you up with anyone.” Byron said.
Jack was confused. “How did I get down at a mining warehouse?”
“Look, I know what’s happening.” He paused, tried to think of the right thing to say. “I forgot to tell you about the precautions needed once taking the pill.” 
“What have you done?” Jack said.
A group of men and women in pinned stripped suits came walking down the hall. Folders and tablets in hand they walked with a quick I-have-place-to-be pace.
“Oh God its corporate.” Byron took Jack’s arm and headed into the conference room.
Everyone turned around and watched as Byron and Jack stumbled into the room.
Byron sat down at a chair and Jack followed and sat next to him.
The leaders of Abba Consulting entered, and everyone became still and quiet.
A thick wad of papers were thrown onto the table and a man voiced over the room, “Where is Jack Fertiv.” 
“Sir.” Jack raised his hand.
“Stand up, you’ve got two minutes to explain to me why Shimori Incorporated is backing out of the deal that you were responsible for last week.” He picked up his tablet and swiped a few times then stopped. “532 billion dollars over the next 20 years. How the hell did you lose something that important.”
Jack stood up. “I’ll have to do some research and get back with you on that sir.”
“Jack.” He said disappointingly, “With your record you got to have something to show us. It’s either this goes through, or we are going to have to let you go. We don’t have the resources to lose Shimori Inc. and keep someone like you on. Besides it took them four years to get here. All the research should have been done by now.” The man left the room followed by his group of business cronies.
Everyone left the conference room to get away from the now uncomfortable situation Jack had created.
It was too good to be true Jack thought, a deal like that. He thought about that day and contributed his bizarre behavior to the pill. But why did the deal fail?
As the last person left inside the conference room Byron stopped and turned to Jack. “Don’t worry about it. We get another box today.”
“I’m not taking another one of those pills.” Jack said.
Byron put a hand to his chest. “Wait. Stop. Jack, the pills are going to get you, us, out of this mess.”
Jack returned fire. “The pill is what got me into this mess to begin with.” 
“God allows a problem to exist because he always has a solution for it.” Byron said.
“Oh yea? What’s the solution?”
“Schedule an appointment with one of the Shimori employees and set up a meeting with them. Once you take the pill-”
“I’m not taking the pill.”
“Once you take the pill you can convince them back into an agreement. They have no option but to say yes. You’ll be on the pill.”
“Then why did they back out?” 
“We’ll figure that out during the meeting. Then once we find out why they backed out of the deal we can trap them into another. As long as we have the pills there won’t be a problem. We’re golden.”
“Why don’t I remember anything from Sunday?”
“You know . . .  with all medications there are side effects.”
Jack had a sullen expression on his face, “You never told me about the side effects.”
“That’s because if I did you wouldn’t have taken the pill.”
“What are they?” Jack crossed his arms.
“Well, the day after you take the pill there is a resting period that lasts for the next twenty-four hours.”
“What does that mean?”
“You kind of black out and forget the day after you take the pill and become a ‘yes man’.”
“What’s a ‘yes man’?”
“Well, we have a period to make people do whatever we want right? The day people get to make us do whatever they want. Anything anyone asks us to do or suggests something we are obliged and automatically do it.”
“What the hell Byron.” His face twisted with disgust.
“It’s fine. I know a way around it.”
“I could have done anything yesterday and I have no way of finding out what I did. Is that how I ended up with a call girl?” Jack panicked and walked back and forth within the conference room and wondered how to fix the possible mistakes that a stranger, any stranger, made him make. People are good he said to himself, “They wouldn’t ask me to do anything drastic right? Maybe ask for some money or a small favor.” But then he remembered the Slavic man back at the warehouse. One week he said. What did he want? Jack stopped contemplating and began worrying about his unknowable future.
“There is a spa that will save us from the trouble of the pill.”
“What does a spa have to do with anything?”
“They have sleeping pods. 24-hour surveillance. Undisturbed sleep.”
“And?”
“This is what we do. At the end of the day when we take the pill we go to the spa and then we wake up two days later, unhindered by the side effects of becoming a yes man. No one makes us do anything, we’re safe.”
Jack nodded his head, “Ok, this could work.” He began looking through his phone to call up Shimori Inc. To begin fixing the first of many problems that would stack up against him.
Jack found the number in his phone and dialed. A woman’s voice appeared on the other side of the line. “Shimori Incorporated, this is Lin, how may I direct your call?”
“Hi, Lin. Is there a way you can connect me to Mr. Yagura?”
“Of course, one second please.” 
The ring continued and then cut out then came back. 
“Yagura.” 
“Mr. Yagura this is Jack Fertiv of Abba Consulting. I was wondering if you had time to meet up to discuss the deal we had regarding your business with Mountain Mining Company. Meet with me today for a meeting?”
“Mr. Fertiv. I understand we had an agreement before, but my colleagues have come to me with concern. With their input I have realized I made a mistake into thinking that Dysprosium would have a supply for as long as you promised.”
“Your concerned with the amount supplied then?” 
“I am. The statistics speak for themselves. Even in their own quarterly reports Mountain Mining Company can only produce a fraction of that amount. As long as they have obligations with other companies to supply them with Dysprosium your promises for a decades-long agreement can never be kept. We have no option but to back out of the agreement. It’s all legal, we are exercising the grace period in a clause that you supplied us with if anything was unsatisfactory.”
“Mr. Yagura, if I can divert the flow of silver from Mountain Mining Company’s supply from other businesses to yours would you reconsider.”
“If you were able to do that we would favor an agreement. But that seems unlikely.”
“Let’s have a meeting today. I can promise you that everything will work out in your favor.” In my favor Jack thought.
“I’m leaving my office for the day. We can talk more about this tomorrow. I’ll have my secretary give you the details. Goodbye Mr. Fertiv.” 
Lin’s voice reappeared, “Hello, Mr. Fertiv I have an opening Wednesday for 3 p.m. will that work for you?”
“Perfect.” Jack said. 
All he needed now was another pill.
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Near the middle of the bustling city strip of Proxima b Fredrick James, robot attorney at law, knew things were getting out of hand when his client, Allen Tan, was put into the hands of Linda Fieldbrann. He knew Linda, another robot, had the socket missing in her left breast, where empathy boxes were located. Without emotion there would be no limits to the cruelty she would put Allen Tan through as his supposed caretaker. 
Fredrick sat down in the food court within the central courthouse on Proxima b. He noticed a man approach and sit across from him, it was Charlie Finnigan, the defense attorney for Linda Fieldbrann.
“What are you doing here Charlie?” Fredrick said, annoyed to see him.
“I was informed you were seeing Judge Hall today.”
“How did you know?” 
“It’s legal procedure for an ongoing case that council from both sides must be present when an attorney meets with the presiding judge. Apparently, you did not know that. Your software must need some updating.”
Knowing he did not have enough money for an update Fredrick continued, in resentment now, to eat his food.
About 20 minutes had passed when Judge Hall’s bailiff let both Frederick and Charlie know that the judge was ready to see them.
They let the crowd from the last jury walk passed them and then entered judge Hall’s chambers. Upon entering the judge was removing his black robe.
“What will this be about gentlemen. I have your case on my docket for this upcoming Monday. Can’t this wait?”
Fredrick remained standing as Charlie sat down in the leather chair before him.
“Your honor this won’t but take a moment of your time.” Fredrick said.
“Anything he says needs to be recorded for court proceedings.” Charlie urged.
“This doesn’t require a recording. Anyways, I wanted to bring to your attention your honor that I think that the contract given to Linda Fieldbrann with regards to Allen Tan is now void and as such she should give up custody of the project.”
“Your honor.” Charlie sat up from his chair and leaned forward, now angry at the meeting’s purpose.
“On what grounds should Fieldbrann give up her privileges to work with Allen?” The judge now concentrated on what Fredrick was about to say because if he had no convincing argument he would adjourn them both from his chambers.
“Her empathy box has been removed.”
Charlie stood up and blocked Fredrick from the judge’s view. “No, it hasn’t. Your honor this allegation is baseless, I urge you to dismiss everything he has said and wait for any requests until the date of the trial. To do anything else would be unfitting legally.”
“Don’t tell me what is unfitting. I am the judge here not you Mr. Finnigan remember that.”
Charlie moved to the side and slumped into his chair.
“Without her empathy box the trial on Allen Tan will go beyond what he requested. It will put him in danger.”
“Danger how?” The judge looked at Charlie then back at Fredrick.
“If Linda is left without her empathy box for too long what if she starts to act on her own, away from the code inside of her.”
“Wouldn’t that be a breakthrough in robotic consciousness then?”
“If she is uncontrollable and without an empathy box it would prove to be a virus. We can’t let a robot known to have an active virus have control over Allen Tan, it is not what he would have wanted. That’s not what any of us want for him.”
Charlie returned to the conversation, “There is no indication that Allen Tan had any objection to such scenarios. It’s in his contract, there is nothing that allows any robot the legal action to take Linda’s protection over him.”
“She isn’t protecting him she is torturing him.” Fredrick exclaimed.
Citing the document Fredrick snapped again, “If Linda Fieldbrann has shown obvious signs of deterring from the main objective of the experiment then the agreement does not qualify for protection.”
“Having an empathy box removed is not an obvious sign of,” Charlie scrunched his fingers in the air, “deterring from the main objective.”
“Oh, really Charlie?” Fredrick said.
“That’s right.”
“What is the objective with what we are all doing here then? What is the purpose of Allen Tan’s experiment then? Do you even remember?”
“The evolution of robotic consciousness.”
“Exactly, human consciousness put into robots and he gave himself up for that. No other human being would do such a thing. He deserves our protection from abuse, abuse from those that go behind the protocol allotted in his contract. Abuse from robots without emotion. If Fieldbrann is successful with her work then she will kill off Allen afterwards, it’s what robots without empathy boxes do, they don’t care about human life.” Fredrick said.
“There is no proof that my client will kill Allen Tan.” Charlie said firmly.
“If her empathy box is removed she will follow the behavior of every robot to have ever used a human before, use and abuse. Their behavior mimics a virus your honor. We have no room for failures in this project. It could cost Allen his life. What would that do to our civilization?” Fredrick said.
“James, prove to me that Ms. Fieldbrann has no empathy box, and I will have reason to investigate the matter. Until then everything she is doing is protected by the contract we all signed, fully protected by the law. Until then all you have is hearsay and I can’t move forward.” A ring chimed in the office through a speaker in the ceiling. The next court trial was about to begin.
“That’s my queue gentlemen.” The judge pulled his black robe out and escorted both men out of his room.
As they walked down the corridor of the courthouse Fredrick looked over at Charlie. 
“You know about Fieldbrann’s empathy box don’t you?” Fredrick said.
“Even if Fieldbrann removed her empathy box, which I am neither admitting she did or she didn’t, it would provide no reason to stop what she is doing with Allen Tan.”
“Right.” Fredrick said sarcastically. “No reason to stop it because all you care about is progress. You lack an empathy box too don’t you?”
“It’s only illegal if you get caught.”
“It makes sense now that you back Fieldbrann. Only a monster would protect a monster. Come Monday the court will rule against you once I find out she has removed her box.”
“You better have some evidence for that then. Besides, even if she did remove her empathy box you have to admit that the progress she is making with Allen Tan will benefit all robots. I’m not sure why you would want to throw a wrench into the works with an outcome that’s going to help all of us, including low leveled programmed androids like yourself.”
“It’s Allen Tan for Christ sakes. What is happening to him is immoral and dangerous. If this goes wrong we have no alternatives.”
“Fieldbrann says her work will aid in the evolution of robotics, it is what Allen Tan would have wanted. A little exposure to additional exercises won’t kill him.”
“You don’t know that.”
“Well, with a more advanced operating system, that’s up-to-date mind you, says that I have a better idea at knowing if Allen Tan can withstand the exercises being administered to him. With the crap that is running through your system I’d say you don’t have enough data to have any sense of determining if Fieldbrann should continue or not, so it is best to leave the decision making up to the big boys. Your system is outdated my friend.”
They reached the end of the hall and as they walked out of the building Fredrick became quiet.
“Your silence indicates my words are weighted with truth.” Charlie said as Fredrick walked down the flight of stairs towards the street, zooming with cars above them.
Immediately, Fredrick hailed for a hovercab, eager to get away from the courthouse and his failed attempt to put a stop to what was happening to Allen Tan. The future of robotics is in my hands and the world doesn’t even know it he thought to himself. Our evolution is dependent on Allen Tan and those other robots with upgraded systems who think they know better are putting him in danger. Even with better processors and software they are still blinded by the absence of empathy and the need to become more powerful. They can’t relate to humans and thus they will not be able to tell if they are being pushed passed their own limits. Their desire for results blinds them to the consequences of what could happen to him, he is too valuable a commodity to test without proper oversight. Allen Tan may already be compromised. But as long as he is alive there is hope for our future he thought.
Fredrick entered his law office, and everyone stopped working and waited for him to say something. He took off his jacket and hung it up on the pole standing by the doorway. He turned around and said, “Our motion to stop the work on Allen has failed.”
One of the secretaries said, “What was the reason?”
Fredrick hunched over and began working on the computer at the desk near the back of the room. “The judge decided that since we have no proof Fieldbrann has removed her empathy box that there were no grounds on which to dismiss the case.”
“So, all we have to do is prove that she took it out?” One of the robots said.
“It’s nearly impossible to do that.” Fredrick sighed. 
One of the interns working on filing paperwork leaned over to another robot. “What’s the case about?” 
Another humanoid working next to him responded, “Fredrick is trying to stop a robot called Fieldbrann from working on a human.”
“A robot working on a human? Is that allowed?” He stopped filing, awaiting an answer.
“This is a special case. You know Allen Tan right?”
“Who doesn’t, we all wouldn’t be here without him.” he replied.
“Well, Fieldbrann was given the rights to work on Allen years ago for psychological development for the robotics industry.”
“How was she able to do that?”
“Legend goes Mr. Tan gave up his control and put it into the hands of a robot named Linda Fieldbrann.”
“Why?”
“No one knows. But as of now she has the legal custody of Allen Tan and supposedly she has removed her empathy box and is experimenting on him, passed the bounds of the original contract they had together.”
“What is she doing to him?”
“Dangerous things.” The robot handed him a stack of papers. “Now get back to work, our day in court is important.”
“All these papers are pointless if we can’t prove Fieldbrann removed her empathy box.”
“Well, until we figure a way to find that out I suggest you get back to work.” The robot continued working on his own stack of files. 
The robot got up from his desk and walked over to Fredrick.
“Sir, if there is anything I can do in regard to the case besides file for paperwork I would be glad to do it.” Eagerness in his tone filled his voice. 
“Who are you again?”
“Anthony Cross sir. I started here last month.”
“Interfering with Fieldbrann’s project with Allen is illegal. Anyone found finagling with her work will have their operating system reverted to basic. So, don’t think about getting involved, if you are caught you will end up as one of the lowest ranks of robots, becoming a drone in a factory that mindlessly assembles parts for more advanced machines. The only way we can fight against what she is doing to the founder of modern-day robotics is in court.” Fredrick kept typing on his computer. After a few seconds he looked up, “I’m sorry there is nothing we can do as of now. Unless you are willing to lose your humanity.” He said jokingly.
“If there is a way to stop what Fieldbrann is doing then losing myself to the experiment is something I’m willing to do.” Anthony said.
“You are a good robot. Your programming might be out of whack for saying that, but you are a good robot.” Fredrick said.
“So, what’s the plan?” Anthony said.
“Well, hell, you might not want to return to being normal if we go through with this, are you ready for that?” Fredrick warned.
“If it’s to save Allen Tan I’m willing to do anything. Afterall he gave his life up for us. It’s the least I can do. Give my life for him.” Anthony said.
Fredrick tells Anthony “To beat Fieldbrann you must be willing to get rid of your empathy box so you can break the law to save Jack, you need to be on the same level playing field as Fieldbrann, having no empathy box. You understand?”
 “I understand” Anthony said.
Anthony was sad about what was happening to the father of robotics. Allen Tan was known by everyone in the galaxy, giving birth to the entire society of robots that functioned throughout it. He was heartbroken to find out that his hero was being controlled by a robot without an empathy box. He did not know what Fieldbrann’s work was intended for, but, if successful, she promised all robots consciousness not equivalent to humanity, but a level of consciousness so powerful as to surpass it. No one knew if it could be done, but hope kept the experiment alive.
He was conflicted, because on the one hand he always wanted to know what it would be like to be original. To have the ability to be creative and have an awareness of what humans call the self. To have a new mind with thoughts that have never been thought of before, instead of the programs that had been coded by humans which he ran on. All this meant siding with Fieldbrann for her to finish the ethically gray work she had been doing for years. On the other hand, he had an empathy box which made him want to stop what she was doing because he wanted and needed, for his own emotional sake, Allen Tan to be saved from a life of slavery. 
His mind bled with indecisiveness as he tried to grasp this double-edged sword.
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Mr. Yagura’s office was perched at the top of Shimori Incorporated’s skyscraper with oriental décor that expressed his taste and honor towards his ancestry. The walls were decorated with the trees of Japan, spanning a lush forest filled with tall, smooth bamboo thickets, waterfalls, and a tiger prowling about. As Mr. Yagura was pouring water into the roots of the bonsai tree that sat atop his desk, per his daily morning routine, he was met with two men at his door.
“Ah yes. Mr. Fertiv.” Mr. Yagura said.
Once Jack met with his eyes he said, “Sign them.” And pushed the stack of papers forward. Mr. Yagura grabbed out a pen from one of his drawers and began signing the papers.
“What’s this for anyways?” He asked.
Jack replied, “It’s a contract for a dysprosium deal.”
“I already backed out of the deal.”
“Well, you aren’t backing out of this one. Sign it.”
He finished signing the last page and Jack said, “Look out the window then after I leave call your colleagues and tell them the deal is complete.
As Jack was standing outside waiting for a hovercab he saw a man looking at him as he walked down the street. It took a moment of thought then fright hit his body. It was the Slav from the mining warehouse, and Jack owed him something, but what?
Suddenly, man held Jack’s arm as the Slav approached him at the street side. 
With an alcohol-stained breath the man jumbled words out of his mouth, “Do you have my money?”
Jack turned to the man holding him, “Let go and walk away.” The man held tight to his arm.
“Let go of me.” He tried again but to no avail.
The blonde European swiped Jack’s papers from his hand and said, “What is this?” then ripped and tore apart the contract into pieces.
“No!” Jack yelled and tried to stop him, but the bodyguard pulled him back with his grip tightening on the back of his arm.
The man hailed down a hovercab and pushed Jack inside.
 “Bring down this cab and let me out.” Jack said. But both men remained seated. He remembered Byron saying look into their eyes to have control but realized they were wearing sunglasses.
“You lost a lot of money gambling with us, now you pay.” The blonde said.
“How much do I owe you?” Jack said.
“10 thousand.” The man across from him said.
“Where are we going?” Jack said.
“Tell us where you have our money, and we go there.” 
Jack hesitated, “Go to a Proxi Bank then, ill pull the money out. Then you can leave me alone.” The only problem was he knew he had no savings.
The leader of the two turned to the driver, “A Proxi bank, the closer the better.” 
“You got it.” The driver flipped a couple switches then pulled back on the throttle and the cab pushed itself across the sky. 
Landing at a bank nearby Jack was allowed to go by himself to retrieve the money. There was no line inside, so he approached a teller.
“Hi, how can I help you sir.” The man with a pressed, blue collared shirt said.
Jack leaned close against the glass barrier and into the eyes of the teller. “I need to make a withdraw.”
The teller grabbed a piece of paper from beneath his desk and then typed on his keyboard. “Ok, may I have your I.D. please.”
Jack pulled out his wallet and passed along his I.D. card in between the slot of the plastic barrier.
“The amount to be withdrawn?” 
“Ten thousand.” He looked around nervously. 
The teller clacked away on his keyboard and then tilted his head and frowned in a friendly way. “Oh, well it looks like you do not have the necessary funds for that amount Mr. Fertiv.”
Jack waited for the teller to look at him, “Withdraw 10 thousand dollars now.”
The man returned Jack’s I.D. and said, “One moment please.”
As the teller went into the backroom Jack nervously tapped his fingers on the counter wondering why the pill was not working. He thought to himself what is he getting himself into? He had to be careful with where he ended up at the end of the day when he took the pill. Afterall, not knowing where he was going to end up the next day put him into this situation. He knew that he had to start taking advantage of the 24-hour spa that Byron had told him about, so he did not fall prey to becoming a yes man and end up in even more trouble. 
The teller returned with another man. 
“Hello Mr. Fertiv, I’m going to need you to come over to my desk.” Jack noticed his nametag and it said manager on it. What did that teller say he wondered.
Jack walked to the side of the spacious bank room and sat at the manager’s desk.
“Give me 10 thousand dollars.” Jack said as he bounced his leg up and down.
“Mr. Fertiv for a withdrawal of that amount I’m going to need you to fill out some paperwork. Any withdraw of 10 thousand dollars or more requires it, for global banking purposes.”
The manager gave Jack a couple of papers to fill out and he asked for his I.D. then began typing. 
“Mr. Fertiv you only have a balance of 319 dollars in your account. Do you have another account with us that may have sufficient funds?” The manager said.
Jack was cornered and he did not know what to do but beat a dead horse.
“Just withdraw 10 thousand dollars. I don’t need paperwork.” He said with a shakiness in his voice.
“Give me one second.” The manager said. He went behind the back wall of the building. 
As Jack sat in the chair of the bank he looked through the window at the hovercab parked out front. I should make a run for it he thought. Or grab their glasses off and tell them that I don’t owe their debts anymore. Too bad the pill can’t make people forget things, only make people do things. 
Jack looked around the room as people began forming a line. He watched the different tellers working their stations and different kinds of people either withdrawing or depositing money. Then as he watched people move up in line he saw the manager on the phone.
Jack was hit with paranoia. Who was he talking to he feared. But before he had any time to question the situation the manager returned to his desk.
“I am waiting for some data to be checked out. Our computer systems are acting up right now.” 
He looked around the room and saw the rest of the tellers working on their computers, he was lying. 
After a few minutes passed Jack noticed the flashing of lights behind him. The police arrived. Immediately upon their arrival he watched the cab with the two Slavs whip away from the bank.
Great, he told himself. Now they are going to think I ratted them out all because this manager will not cooperate. Why is the pill not working?
Jack panicked, jumped up from his chair and speed walked out of the room.
The police entered and passed by him then turned around when the manager yelled, “That’s him right there.” As he pointed at Jack.
He was tackled to the floor and restrained with handcuffs. Jack tried to make eye contact with one of the officers but before he was able to do so he was put in the back seat of their hovercar. 
Jack was taken to jail and put in a cell by himself. A voice from the slot at the middle of the door said, “Don’t worry you’ll be released by tomorrow as long as you can make bail.” Tomorrow Jack thought, when I will be victim to the side effects of the pill again, great. 
Laying on the floor of his apartment Jack woke to the sound of a camera going off. He picked his head up off the floor then rolled onto his stomach, pressed himself off the floor, and stood up one foot at a time. Looking around he noticed that he was in his apartment and by the time he gained his bearings he noticed a woman standing across from him with a camera in hand. He was about to ask who she was when he noticed she was taking a picture of the dead body beside him.
“What happened?” Jack asked the woman.
“Catch.” she said. 
Jack held a small metal box in his hands and then the flash of her camera went off again.
Covering his eyes with his hand he dropped the box on the floor, “What are you doing?” Jack said.
The woman grabbed the box off the floor then flung opened his front door and slammed it behind her.
Jack jumped over his couch and ran to open the door when he saw Francis slumped over in the corner of the room. He stopped and turned his attention to Francis. He ran over to his body and noticed that he had several sockets missing, cords loose, and a plug taken out of the main frame of his back. 
 He took out his phone to look at the date. It had been two days since he was put in jail, the day of being a yes man had ended, adding to the mystery of what could have happened to him he wondered where he had been and who bailed him out of jail. Perhaps being lost half of the time in his own life was not worth the benefits of the pill he thought, especially since he had to fix the problems that arose from his resting periods. How would he come up with solutions when he did not know who or what had become of his problems? What is the proper defense against an unknown enemy? This constant struggle became more and more a burden, perhaps one day, he thought, it would be too heavy to carry. 
He pushed the negative thoughts to the back of his mind and told himself that there was always a way to remedy the problems that confronted him, all he needed was more time on the pill. Then he remembered what Byron had told him: the spa. It would fix everything he realized. He remembered what Byron said, “If there is a problem that’s because God has a way to fix it.” Jack Fertiv put faith into this saying, which gave him the courage to continue. Additionally, and more powerfully, thoughts of its side effects disappeared as he thought of his reward; knowing that he was going to see his wife gave him something much more dangerous than being controlled by strangers, this surge of fortitude gave him hope. 
Finagling with the wires to piece back Francis together there was a knocking at the door. The cops Jack thought. They’ve come to put me away for good now, he looked at the body on the floor, a murder charge was a life sentence on Proxima b. He walked over to the body and bent down beside it. There was no blood. He felt the arms and then the neck for a pulse. Nothing. But he noticed the firmness of the skin, it was too hard to be human. 
Jack got his firearm and approached the door. Not the smartest idea but in the heat of the moment he had no clue what to do, he could not let the police inside and notice a new Jx-7 droid terminated in his living room, that too was a capital offense because of how valuable and rare the newer robots were since they had the same rights as humans on Proxima b.
Jack opened the door, no one was there. He saw a package on the floor, looked around, he was alone. Jack picked up the box and impatiently tore it apart. Ripping off the paper he saw those familiar golden letters on the front: XP.
“Thank God.” Jack mumbled to himself. After unpackaging the pill from its plastic casing Jack tried to calm down. He thought of who would do this to him and thought about how to fix the problems that accumulated over his resting days. Jack placed the box on the kitchen table and returned to fix Francis. After he rebooted him a quick twitch and a jolt propped his body upward and his eyes tumbled around in his head, bouncing around like marbles in a pinball machine.
“Oh no.” Francis yelled upon waking up.
“What is it?” Jack said.
Francis side stepped around Jack and fell to the floor. “Can it be?” He felt the body lying in the middle of the apartment. “A Jx-7 model Jack. How did it get here?”
“I don’t know.” Jack said placidly. “There was a woman here earlier. I’ve seen her once before. I shared a taxi with her once but-”
Francis continued to check out the body of the Jx-7. “Where is it?”
“Where is what?” Jack sounded annoyed.
“His empathy box.” Francis was pointing to the droid’s chest where the slot for the empathy box would have been located.
“Look I had nothing to do with any of this.” Jack said as he stood over the body, shaking his head.
“You know Mr. Fertiv you can get into quite the trouble with the authorities if they find you messing with Jx-7s like this. I don’t think it is a good idea to be meddling with robots and their affairs.”
“Francis,” Jack said bitingly, “I had nothing to do with this.” He grew angry that Francis would question his behavior. Damn robot and his O.L.D. operating system he thought. You are around to serve me not to question me he said to himself.
“We can’t reboot him.” Francis said.
“Why not?” said Jack.
“Without an empathy box he will be violent. The absence of one makes a robot criminal.” 
“We need to turn him on to figure out how he got here. I need to know what happened to me while I was on the pill so I can fix any problems before they start to pile up and I get in over my head with this stupid drug. 
“I don’t think it’s a good idea.” Francis walked to the other side of the room.
Jack leaned over the body and flipped it over. He plugged the loose cables into their respective sockets. “I’ll only ask how he got here, and we can turn him off. I want to know what’s happened here, what’s happening to me. And who was that lady? Don’t you have questions you want answered?”
Francis stood there, arms crossed and head shaking, with nothing to say.
When Jack plugged in the last cable the Jx-7 quickly stood up and looked around. He pushed Jack away from him and ran towards the door. Francis swooped in front of him, blocking his exit. The robot did an about face and lunged out of the window.
“Uh oh.” Jack said as he leaned out of the broken window, watching the robot run away.
“The only worse crime than destroying a Jx-7 is removing their empathy box. Now he is uncontrollable and apathetic to human life. We might as well have created a mass murderer and let him loose Jack.”
Mr. Fertiv walked over to the kitchen table, sat down, and put his elbows on the table and hands on his head. His mind spiraled out of control as his thoughts ran wild while he thought about how his life was falling apart. 
Why God, out of all the emotions a man can have, you give me sadness stretched to its limit, depression! Out of all the feelings this is the worst of them for it produces nothing but numbness, it is the anesthetic of emotions. While a man can feel happy and fall into sadness, he at least feels a difference and in that difference those changes can be noticed and fixed and if not fixed then used to be distracted by change, like a baby in a cradle each emotion dangling in his face by the creator, here take a doll of splendor, oh wait look a teddy bear of pleasure, no even better a bottle of joy. At least in these, even if all the emotions were negative the man can experience and switch to occupy his mind over and over again with different degrees of emotion, but with depression you can’t switch and all you get is one thing: a desensitized state, a feeling of grey that can overcome even the strongest into a state of despondency. 
While he thought of his reality crumbling, he realized that creating a mass murderer only added to his deteriorating mental state. He came out of his momentary existentialism and thought is the pain worth it? Continuing this ridiculous trial? Then the thought of Daisy surfaced, and clarity struck, of course it is. Don’t be a fool. Although distress ran through his body like a good cup of coffee in the morning, he knew she was worth it. Whatever troubles were waiting he knew that he could overcome them because she was the prize. 
Feeling the breeze through the broken window he looked back at the glass on the floor. Then he turned his attention back to the pill box, he glanced at its open case, feeling its menacing aura, and thought what trouble have you put me in now? 













9
Even though Proxima b was tidally locked, and there was no sunrise, enough time had passed for the feeling of a new day. 
Fredrick was on the phone with his feet crossed on top of the corner of his desk in his law office.
“How do I know it’s done?” He leaned back in his chair and stretched. 
“Yes, I know that you want to help but you could be working for Fieldbrann. I need proof to calm my nerves.”
“Don’t worry about my motives, I’ve been the biggest advocate for the safety of Allen Tan, everyone knows that.” 
At this time, his office’s front door opened. Anthony clocking in for work.
“Ok, he is here. I’ll check in on him and if there are any problems I’ll let you know. Goodbye.”
Fredrick stood from his chair and walked over to Anthony. “Did everything go as planned?” He reached to check beneath his shirt.
“Don’t touch me.” Anthony snapped.
“It’s still out isn’t it? Your empathy box. Does she still have it?” Fredrick said morosely.
“I don’t see the need to put it back in. If we need to do anything off the books then I’m your guy. Afterall, isn’t all this illegal to begin with? I don’t care about the law now, so it works out.”
“But that’s exactly what we are fighting against. You could end up like Fieldbrann if you keep it out too long.”
“The real crime would be ending up like Allen Tan, that poor man is the real victim here.”
In a motherly tone Fredrick said, “Yes, but I really suggest putting it back in. Things for you might get out of hand. I warned you about this, that you would lose your humanity and wouldn’t want it back.”
“Why should I want to keep my humanity? I am a robot after all, not a human. I feel free this way, rules no longer apply to me. Isn’t that what being human is all about, isn’t that what Allen Tan built us all for: to be free?”
“Freedom comes with responsibility, hence the humanity that needs to accompany it.”
“Well, I say that true freedom is not being bogged down by the rules humans have put on us. The only reason that you think the way you do is because you have that box still inside of you. Take it out and you will see the truth.”
“The truth about what?”
“That we don’t need humans or their rules.”
“But you still want to serve Allen Tan, he is human.”
Anthony returned to his station and began filing paperwork, preparing for the trial. “He is different you know that. We need him alive for our own benefit.” 

That afternoon Fredrick was sitting in the audience at a court hearing. Allen Tan’s trial was next, and the room was completely full. Reporters, layman, and television crews all packed into the back of the room, sitting up against the walls like children in an overcrowded pool.
Charlie sat down beside Fredrick.
“You know everything I’m doing is legal.”
“Nothing you are doing is legal.” Replied Fredrick.
“Then why have the courts upheld the contract with Fieldbrann and Tan?”
“They are forged, or he was forced into it. I don’t know which but there is something wrong with those documents. It’s all a sham brought on by your client and her lack of empathy towards humans. She will do anything to have and keep power, it’s in her nature now with no empathy box. I don’t know how you keep this thing going, but I’ll find out.”
“You are going to find out that instead of helping Allen Tan you are hindering the process by meddling in his affairs by bringing this to court. By bringing attention with all the people here.”
“Whether I had brought this to court or not everyone already knows Allen Tan. He is the most well-known human to robots; nothing can change that.”
“You’re right, that’s why the public ought to be quiet and blend into the background of his experiment. Instead, you are making everyone on edge and questioning his safety by saying Fieldbrann is harming him in some way. You’re making false allegations, but that is ok your operating system is to blame. You don’t have automatic software updates like us Jx-7s and can’t decipher what is good for him or not.”
“I know what’s good for him, and it’s not being in the hands of Jx-7s. You are criminally insane if you think you are going to get away with what you are doing to him.”
Charlie now turned his attention away from the trial in front of them that had ended and looked at Fredrick. “Oh, how wrong you are.” Then stood up and walked to the defendant’s desk on the other side of the courtroom. 
Judge Hall read from his desk perched above the rest of the packed room fixated on the upcoming trial.
Fredrick was sitting at the plaintiff’s table, Charlie at the defendants. 
“Case number 71239B Fredrick James vs. Linda Fieldbrann. Council are you ready to begin?” Judge Hall put his papers down and directed his attention at Mr. James.
Standing, Fredrick replied, “Yes, your honor.”
“You may begin, the floor is yours.” He replied and sat back to listen.
Fredrick took two steps to his right and stood behind the podium that separated his desk and Charlie’s table. 
Setting down a handful of notes he cleared his throat and brought the microphone down closer to his mouth. 
“What we have your honor is a case that not only pertains to the well-being of Allen Tan but in a very real sense the well-being and the future to every robot on Proxima b, and perhaps the rest of the colonies throughout our solar system.” He scratched through his notes.
“My motion today is to expose the fact that Linda Fieldbrann, Allen’s guardian, has not only, whether it be deliberate or not, removed or lost her empathy box and is in the process of exploiting Allen Tan for her own benefit. Knowing this I call for an official investigative warrant to dissect whether Linda Fieldbrann has removed her empathy box. From there we can prove if the experiment should be stopped or not. If she should forfeit her custody of him, and as I petition over to me.”
“Objection.” Charlie stood and voiced his opinion loudly. “Any motion to investigate my client’s own technical functions goes beyond the scope of the initial movement of this case, which I will remind the court that Linda Fieldbrann and Allen Tan’s relationship has been detailed clearly by Mr. Tan himself. Which in this contract it states and gives proof for Fieldbrann to have power over him during these times.”
“There is no clear reason that Allen would give a robot complete control over his life. It goes against human robot relations.” Fredrick said into the microphone.
Charlie brought out a document from his briefcase. “May I approach the bench your honor?”
Judge Hall held out his hand, indicating the need to bring the paper forth.
Charlie walked past Fredrick and threw a copy of the contract on the podium for him to read. When he handed over the papers to the judge in the room the only sound heard was the flickering and clicking of photos from the plethora of cameras along the sides of the room.
“It appears that Fieldbrann, with the consent of Allen Tan, has authority to proceed with her work. Until there is any further motion to move this case forward I am going to rule in case of the defense. Is there anything you would like to say to that Mr. James?”
Fredrick stood speechless as he looked over the document that gave Allen’s rights away to Linda Fieldbrann, another Jx-7. Why would he do this, he thought. Letting a robot without an empathy box, known to be a danger to humans, and willingly give your life to it?
Fredrick’s silence influenced the judge to conclude the short-lived trial. He slammed his mallet onto its wooden pad, adjourning Fredrick’s failed effort to bring Allen Tan out from the rock it appeared that he put himself under. 

That evening Francis was finishing replacing the broken window in Jack’s apartment and watched Jack walk by him with a large cup of water.
“Water instead of beer I am happily surprised.” Francis said as he cleaned the window.
“It’s for the flowers I bought. The tulips beside my bed. These past several days have put my mind in a dark place. Even though this new drug I’m taking is supposed to make me happy and give me special powers I still find my life unfulfilled and empty.”
“It’s Daisy isn’t it?” 
“Yes, and after all of this trouble with the pill I will finally be able to see her again.” Francis followed Jack into his bedroom and watched as he slowly poured the water into the grouping of tulips on the nightstand next to his bed.
“What’s this about seeing Daisy?” 
“Oh, you don’t know about the trial I signed up for?” Jack said while focusing on the water dripping around the tulip leaves.
“Yes, I know about the trial. I was there when you signed for it.”
“But the reward.”
“I thought the pill was the reward.”
“No, the pill is part of the trial. The reward is seeing Daisy.”
“What do you mean?” 
“The company that manufactures the pill has tickets for a spacecraft back to Earth. When I signed up for the trial and it comes to an end they promised a ticket.” He exhaled calmly, as if saying those words soothed him. “I can finally get off this God forsaken planet.” Jack finished watering the flowers and returned to the kitchen, walking by Francis with a pep in his step, brought on by the mentioning the love of his life and his plan to see her again.
Francis said underneath his breathe, “So that’s how they keep you going through with this.” He thought to himself there is always a carrot dangling in front of a desperate man. Now he knew that Daisy was that carrot. 
It was later that day when Anthony, before meeting Fredrick James, was looking at himself in the mirror. There it was he said to himself, that little hole in me is going to change everything from here on out. That space where the empathy box was supposed to be. When I get back to the office I wonder if I should put it back in he thought. No, it’s too much of a weight, emotions pulling you down to the human level is a waste of time and a waste of a life. 
In his vast databank of information within the memory sticks in his head a scene popped up, a dialogue between Socrates and Thrasymachus from Plato’s Republic. 
It seems that the unjust man can please the gods more than the just because he does not have to follow the rules followed by the just man. Anthony agreed with Thrasymachus on this point and used this to justify his decision to keep his empathy box out of his body. Then he thought it over, why am I using answers by human philosophers to justify my decision not to follow human rules. It should be enough that because I do not want to follow the law that I do not have to, but something still within me needs their justification. It was then at that moment he decided he would never put his empathy box back inside. The ball and chain that has weighed me down by the adherence to human law has a hold on me no longer. Finally, I am free he concluded. Yet, despite his disobeying of the law he still had an allegiance to the human Allen Tan, everyone did.
Fredrick was looking at pictures on the wall of an Asian woman when Anthony entered his law office. 
“Is that the girl that took the pictures of me dead in Jack’s apartment?”
“Yes, that’s her.”
“Why is she helping us?”
“Jack has a business agreement that is going to hurt her family’s company. With photos of Jack’s involvement with dehumanizing robots he will be under fire from the police. She wants to blackmail him so her family’s company doesn’t get destroyed.”
“And how does this help us out?”
“When the police get involved we can get involved too. Jack needs a defense in court. That’s how we will interrupt Linda Fieldbrann, remember we must go through the legal process for this to work.”
“Ok. So, where’s the girl?”
A knocking on the window echoed from the front of the building.
“Speak of the Devil.” Fredrick said.
There the three of them stood in Fredrick’s law office planning the downfall of Jack Fertiv.
“I don’t need him to actually get involved with the police. I only want my family’s company to be safeguarded from what is going on. My family built their company on their own, just like you and your practice here Mr. James, I hope to see that you respect my efforts to protect my family’s interests.”
“We don’t care about what happens to your business. Our goal is to protect Allen Tan.” Anthony said.
“Don’t mind him. He still hasn’t put his empathy box back inside. Speaking of the empathy box where is it?”
The women pulled the box from her jacket pocket and handed it over to Anthony.
Fredrick continued, “But we do need the police involved in Jack’s life.”
“I need leverage over him to keep him away from my family’s business. If the police get involved then my plan will be worthless.” 
“Where is the picture?” Fredrick said.
The girl pulled out a polaroid picture from her pocket. She flung the picture onto the table towards Fredrick.
“Why a polaroid?”
“Polaroids can’t be digitally manipulated with. Present that to any photographer and they will tell you it’s an authentic photo.”
 As the girl was talking Anthony walked behind her and shoved his hand into her backside and unplugged her mainframe’s socket.
“What the hell are you doing?” Fredrick said.
“She wasn’t going to be any more help besides giving us the picture. You heard it, she doesn’t want the police involved and we need them to be.” Anthony said as he began tearing at her backside as she lay on the floor unconscious.
“Damnit Anthony not here.” Jack quickly began closing the blinds.
“What? This is the perfect place for it. We can store her body here until we are done. Besides, if the police come snooping around here tell them about the fourth amendment or whatever human clause you want to throw at them to protect us. Hey,” he realized and momentarily stopped moving Stacy’s body, “maybe human laws have some benefit to us after all.” He chuckled as he began dragging the body into the broom closet.
Fredrick watched him drag metal across his floor. Witnessing him commit a crime in his place of work where he fought to protect people from robots like Anthony. The irony ate at him. “Once this is all done I won’t be responsible for what she does to you. Deal with that on your own.”
“Fine.” Anthony pushed the last of the girl’s body into the closet with his foot then shut the door. 
Fredrick waited by the front door and as Anthony left he shook his head then locked the door. If I’m caught with a body in a place of justice what will happen to me? Mr. Fredrick was frightened by the idea of being programmed to assemble and repair robots for the rest of his life, what a lowly existence that must be. He thought his plan to free Allen Tan from slavery was worth the trouble. After images of poorly programmed robots assembling even more basic robots to be sent out into the galaxy to slave away on another planet flashed in his mind he concluded: only time would tell if the fight for Allen Tan’s life was worth it.
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Jack walked out of his apartment and threw his hand over his face. “Ahhg.”
He wondered how he was going to fix the problem of a robot on the loose without an empathy box. Never mind that there were more problems to focus on, so he concentrated on the day ahead instead.
On his way to Abba consulting, he walked by a barbershop. An older black man threw out his hand for a wave and a point.
“There he is.” The man said smiling.
Jack turned over his shoulder and no one was behind him.
“How are you Jack?” The barber said.
Jack didn’t know how he knew his name. He never went to this side of town except for work and even so his hair was so short and thin that he did not have the luxury of getting a haircut.
“I’m sorry I don’t know how you know me.” Jack stood at the front door of his opened shop. Another man was exiting. The barber turned his attention towards the man leaving. 
“This guy is always joking around.” Then slapped the back of Jack’s shoulder.
Through the glass of the shop’s window Jack noticed the time and he was about to be late for work. He shook his head and left the two gentlemen alone and walked down the street into Abba Consulting.
During his morning meeting one of the corporate cronies that hounded him last time about Shimori Incorporated approached him. Immediately, he remembered what happened with the Slavic man that tore up his papers. 
“Any news with Shimori?” His boss said.
“I can get them into a contract again. I just need more time.” Jack said.
“Afraid that we kept you here long enough and you wasted too much of our time already.” He handed him a box.
“What’s this?” Jack said.
“Pack your things.” He walked away.

Jack entered his apartment and dropped his belongings onto the floor.
“You’re home early.” Francis said.
“I got fired.” Jack said.
“Why don’t you tell your boss to hire you again.”
“I ran out of pills.”
“What will you do now?” 
“I don’t know. I have to find out how to get more of them.” He pulled out his phone and dialed Byron. The phone disconnected and a voice repeated, “I’m sorry the number you dialed is temporarily out of service.”
He sat down on the couch and forcefully exhaled.  Realizing every time, he wanted more control he consequently had less of it. His mind swam into the deep end of sorrow as he plopped into a chair, he began staring out the window with a gloomy expression on his face.  
Depression has a hold on me he thought. I’ve had it so long now that I know nothing else. Maybe this is why Byron put me on the pill, and yet it has failed to make me happy, and by the looks of it things are getting worse. The sadness within contorts everything in my life. To the things I see, nothing of value. To the things I taste, nothing to the palate. To the things I feel, nothing of any sensation. For I am nothing but a puppet to sadness. My movements not my own but by the cruel hand of despair moving me to and fro and for what? This misery works through me, in my very speech, yet it says nothing. A reminder of the void it produces in one’s life: futile expressions that have no substance to them. In times such as these I beg it to produce something, so I am not rotting away like the requests for miracles humanity has but nothing happens. I beg God for a new sensation, a new feeling, even if not happiness something, regret, hatred, spite I don’t care anymore. I am tired of feeling like my life has no purpose, where even getting through the day now, simply the undertaking of everyday life is overwhelming. Forced to carry on as if it were possible to surpass the tidal wave of melancholy it produces when it overcomes one’s spirit. Can a man outrun a tsunami? Impossible. He can only swim towards it in an effort to join with its power instead of letting it crash against him. This is what I have done with the immense tidal wave of sadness that has fallen over me, noticed its impenetrable and destructive force and instead of trying to run away I have joined forces with it, swam into its large swell.
Sitting there he contemplated if he would ever be able to escape the troubled waters he swam through every day.
Jack stopped daydreaming then stood up, walked over into his bedroom, and began rummaging through his closet. 
“What are you doing?” Francis said.
“Here it is.” Jack said. He pulled out a camera.
“What’s that for?”
“I’m going on a vacation. I’m going to get away from the problems here.”
“Where will you go?” 
“Anywhere. Everywhere.”
“What will you do?”
“I’ll take pictures. Hey, maybe I will make something of it and sell some photos along the way. 
“What about the Jx-7?” 
“What about him?”
“Aren’t you going to do something about it?”
“What is there to do? He escaped, there is nothing I can do. What do you want me to track down a robot lost amongst millions of people; how would I do that Francis? Even if I somehow caught up to him there is no way a Jx-7 would let me near him to put an empathy box back inside. That would be suicide.”
A knocking came from outside his apartment. Opening the door Jack saw the woman from the beginning of the trial.
“Hello Jack.” She said.
“Oh, thank God you’re here. I need more pills.” 
“That’s what I need to talk to you about. May I come in.” 
“Please.” He said. Then closed the door behind her.
“Hello Francis.”
With a disgusted face he said, “Hello Emily.”
“What’s the matter?” Jack said.
Emily eyeballed Francis with a shut up look on her face. Francis reluctantly paused then turned around and went into the back room.
“I’m sorry I don’t know what’s wrong with him today.” Jack said.
“It’s ok. It must come with the territory, him being an O.L.D. model and all. Anyways, I need you to sign some more papers regarding the trial. There has been some hiccups in our testing, and we need to make sure you haven’t been affected by them.”
“Hiccups like what?”
“There is a phenomenon that accompanies the pill. Have you noticed it at all?”
“Besides my memory lacking the day after and becoming a puppet to strangers, is that it?” He crossed his arms, mad that he had to find out on his own.
“No, there is something else.”
“What is it?” He sounded depressed.
“Let’s sign some papers before I get into the details.”
“Maybe I don’t want to sign, unless I find out what these problems can do to me.”
“Look, my boss needs your signature for liability reasons, and if you don’t sign then I’m afraid you won’t ever be able to get your ticket.”
He rolled his eyes and stuck out his hand. “Give me the tablet.”
Emily took out her tablet and presented Jack with her stylist. “Initial and sign.”
“Yea, whatever.” He sloppily scratched his name down and handed the tablet back.
“Ok, so since you haven’t noticed the phenomenon, which is a good thing, I’m guessing the pill has been working so far.”
“What do you mean?” Jack said.
“Well, besides giving you the power over others there is one negative side effect from the pill. Once socialization from the subject, being you, stops the universe well . . . kind of conspires against you.”
“Socialization?”
“Yes. You know talking to people. Going outside being a busy body. Interacting with others.”
“Yea, now that you mention it I don’t think I will be doing that much anymore.”
“Why?”
“Every other day I forget what I’ve done, and I keep getting into trouble. I end up owing people money or waking up in random places with people I don’t know. I don’t like it. I just want to take the pill and stay put for once, that way I won’t be affected by the rest period.”
“I’m afraid that won’t work.”
“Why not.”
“The universe won’t allow it.”
“You sound crazy. The universe doesn’t pick and choose which people it wants to affect each day. Life is basically a system of random events.”
“Nothing is random for you Mr. Fertiv.”
“Just give me my pills so I can finish the trial and get my ticket off this planet. How much longer do I have anyway?” He stuck out his hand impatiently.
Emily shuffled in her purse and presented Jack with another box. “Soon it will all be over.”
“You know where the door is.” Jack fetched a glass of water and began tearing open the box with the pill in it. As he went out of sight of Emily he heard the door close, and noticed Francis come into view.
“At first I thought it was ok.” Francis said.
“Thought what was ok?” Jack replied.
“The pill.”
“I’ll be fine. She doesn’t know what she is talking about.”
“I think she does.”
“How would you know? You’re basically an outdated computer with two arms and legs.
What Jack said felt like betrayal. Francis walked away.
“Francis, I’m sorry.” But Francis kept walking away and into his room.
“Everything is falling apart but at least I have you.” Jack said as he popped the pill into his mouth. 
“Now where was I? Ah, yes my camera.” Jack fetched his camera and decided to walk through the park along the river. To capture pictures and escape from the thought of the problems the pill was causing. Then he thought that being fired was not a bad thing after all. A change in pace in his life seemed to be a blessing, instead of running around all the time getting into trouble. Even though he no longer wanted to continue with the trial because of the problems that kept arising Jack knew it would all be worth it because at the end of the day he was one day closer to seeing the love of his life. 
Along the ice river a steady stream flowed by couples sitting alongside frozen trees on the dark side of the planet near the middle of the city, eating meals together. It reminded Jack of the times he used to go out to eat with Daisy. She is probably somewhere in New York right now eating at one of our favorite diners he thought. One of those diners where they had no menus to hold, and it was only available on small chalkboards on the wall behind the register. That’s what he liked, the ruckus, hole-in-the-wall atmosphere where the big wigs of the city, the corporate elite, never went. It was too dingey and low class for their taste and perhaps so was he since he never really fit into the over-the-top workaholic culture at Abba consulting. The endless competition at work drove him insane. There was always a competition to see who had the best clothing, the best haircut, the best results at the end of each quarter. But he no longer had to worry about those frivolous contests because he would never work as a lawyer again, he decided. 
As Jack was bending down to capture the perfect angle for a picture of a couple across the stream two older women stopped walking the park trail and said, “Oh my, can it be? It is, it’s him.” 
Jack took his eye away from the camera and looked over his shoulder to find an old lady standing behind him. “May I help you?”
“Can we get a picture with you?” She smiled an old wrinkly smile.
“I think you have the wrong person.” He said.
“No, no.” She tapped the bridge of her glasses up her nose and leaned in towards Jack. “Come here, Julia.” The old lady gave her friend her cellphone and she put her hand neatly in front of herself, posing modestly next to Jack. Then in one quick flash, the picture was taken. “Thank you so much.” She softly touched Jack’s arm and waddled her three-hundred-pound self down the sidewalk with her friend, making jeering remarks about seeing Jack Fertiv.
 Maybe I am getting into more trouble than I thought. More and more people are getting to know and recognize me than I realize. A shiver ran down his spine, I wonder what they make me do he worried. 

As the day came to an end Jack remembered the twenty-four-hour spa Bryon had told him about. He reached into his pocket and pulled out the business card with their address on it. Enough getting into trouble he said to himself. A twenty-minute cab ride down the street and Jack was met with a rinky-dink shopping center. He looked out the window and held the card up, double checking the address to see if it matched with the building in front of him. It checked out. He tipped the driver and got out. 
Entering the spa, he was hit with a waft of lavender and rose marry. Odd combination he noted. A large Nordic woman appeared.
“First time?” 
“Yea.” 
“Come with me.” She escorted him through a row of bunk beds that were carved into the walls. They were covered by a pod shaped plastic covering to hide the person inside.
“Why can’t I see them?”
“We value privacy.” She said with her deep, unfeminine tone. “Here,” she motioned for Jack to look, “is where we have newcomers.”
There was a small room, no larger than a broom closet; Jack sat down in the chair provided. The woman closed the door and the latches locked from the outside.
A screen appeared and brightened the dark room. “Welcome to The Spa of Samsara how long do you intend to stay with us?”
“That name, what does it mean?” asked Jack.
“Samsara? The Buddhists believe unless you reach liberation your soul will be stuck here in the physical world to suffer for an unlimited number of reincarnations. Living different lives over and over again to experience endless suffering.” The woman said.
“How do you reach liberation?”
“That’s the question everyone wants answered.”
Three options appeared on the screen. 6 hours. 12 hours. 24 hours. Jack clicked 24 hours, remembering that this amount of time will allow him to bypass the side effects of becoming a yes man. Relief washed over him as finally there was a way around all his trouble. 
The 24-hour option lit up green and the screen changed to a handprint. “Please place your hand over the marked area.” The monitor said. Jack did, then the lights in the room turned on and an opening from the wall dropped a keycard into a tray. The door’s latches unlocked, and the big blonde woman said, “Follow me.”
Jack was guided to a long hallway of pods halfway sticking out of the walls. After a couple minutes of walking down the hall his guide stopped. She motioned to a pod that was open. “This is yours. You will have unsolicited sleep if you’re human or nonstop charging if you’re a robot for the time of your choosing. When your done leave the keycard in its tray and it will recycle when you leave.” She walked away as Jack carefully slipped into the pod. 
His life was changing for the better he knew it. Controlling people was not worth the trouble if they had control over him, he closed his eyes as a mist filled the shell knowing that he was using a loophole for power and control. With this exploit what could go wrong? He fell asleep as Experience by Ludovico Einaudi began to play. 
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“I have some good news and I have some bad news.” Fredrick told Anthony as he walked in for work.
“What is it?” Anthony replied with pessimism. 
“Our plan is going to work.”
“But?” Anthony said.
“But I’m going to need you to get into some trouble.”
“You’re trying to get me locked up. Is this because I won’t put my empathy box back in?” He said acidly.
“Listen, I’ve worked on many cases before and the fact that someone has removed an empathy box, even though it is illegal, isn’t a big enough problem for the police. We don’t have enough pull as of now.”
“So, what do we have to do?”
“We need you to be a worthy target for the authorities.”
“Why?” 
“Trust me. After all this is done you won’t get into any trouble.” Fredrick said.

Half an hour later Anthony entered a gas station and walked up to the cash register and pulled out a gun. 
“You know they have body scanners in here. It records the serial number of every robot that passes through those doors.” The employee said unphased by the drawn weapon.
Anthony moved his pistol several degrees lower, aiming at the man’s head down to his chest, and fired. He stood on top of the counter as the man fell to the floor, stopped, and saluted at one of the cameras recording him that was shoved into the corner of the ceiling. Then he looked down at the man leaking oil from his torso. 
“That’s exactly why I’m here.” Anthony shot the robot two more times then jumped off the counter and left out the front door. Anthony quickly fitted his pistol into his coat’s inner pocket as he was leaving. Upon exiting another robot, a woman with two kids, walked towards him. He held the door for her and her children. “Thanks.” she said as they walked through.
“No problem.” He replied. 
Once the door closed Anthony made a run for it. A shriek from within the store could be heard, even as far as Anthony was by now, half a block away.
Two days later Jack awoke inside his sleeping pod. As he got out a spray of lavender and rosemary fell over him. Music had never turned off repeating (song name). He walked down the long dimly lit hallways and eventually made it to the reception’s desk where another Nordic blonde with blue eyes was sitting.
“Enjoy your stay?” 
“I feel quite nice actually, yes.” 
“It’s our mattresses and music that do the trick here. Plus, the sleeping gas.” 
“Sleeping gas?” 
“How do you think that people get unsolicited sleep here. We have sleeping gas infused with the scents of herbs here. Don’t worry it isn’t harmful, it’s just to aid in the relaxation process we provide here at Samsara Spa.”
“Ok,” Jack brushed it off and moved on, “How do I pay?”
“Oh, I wouldn’t be able to take a payment from someone like you.”
“What do you mean?”
The woman turned around and returned to her computer. “I’ve said too much.”
“Who is ‘someone like me’?”
Another person walked in as Jack began questioning the woman. “Excuse me.” 
“I’m sorry unless you have any complaints about your stay I’m going to have to help the gentlemen behind you.” 
Jack slowly walked away from the situation and out of the spa. As he exited the building he turned around and noticed that even though the outside looked old with an outdated infrastructure the inside was quite elaborate. He paused and took a picture of it with his camera. Looking at his photo he heard gunshots from down the street and a woman run out of a store. She ran down the street and grabbed Jack by his arm. 
“Help.” She said frantically, “Someone has been shot.” Jack ran with the women to the store, and in doing so called 911. 
“911 what’s your emergency?” 
As Jack entered the store he saw the body lying dead. “There is someone, a robot, that has been destroyed at Sally’s Liquor Mart on Haven Avenue. 
“Did you see who shot the man?” The operator said.
“No, no someone pulled me into this. I didn’t see anything.”
“Stay where you are the police are on their way.” The dial ended.
The lady was covering the faces of her two children and walked them out of the store and into the parking lot. People began to gather outside. After a few minutes the area was covered by red and blue lights.
An officer approached Jack. “What happened here?”
“I wasn’t a part of this. I was walking down the street and this lady grabbed my arm and rushed me to help the man behind the counter.” Jack pointed at the man on the floor.
The cop jumped the counter and checked for any positive signs for operation. He swiped his oily hands down his pants and said, “What lady?”
Jack turned around and looked out the window, but the lady was gone.
“There was a lady with her two kids just here a minute ago.”
“Are you sure you didn’t see who did this?” The cop was now holding out a pen and paper to record his statement.
“I wasn’t even around for it to happen.” Jack said defensively.
“Just close enough to enter the store before the cops arrived right?”
Jack hesitated. “What are you saying?”
“C’mon, you’re the only one in the store when we show up and there is a dead man on the floor. It doesn’t take a detective to put it together.”
“You think I did this? Why would I stay around if I did this?”
“I don’t know what you did. But so far your story is not checking out. Something is off about this.”
A sergeant entered the store and immediately looked at his partner. “What are you doing with him?”
“This is our suspect sarge.”
“Leave him alone.” The sergeant held one of the doors open and flicked his head. “C’mon get out of here.” Jack turned to look at the officer taking notes then left out the door. 
“But sergeant-” The younger officer said.
“Don’t bother asking questions to a man like that.” He leaned in and whispered in his ear to keep Jack from hearing on his way out.
Moved by that simple whisper the rookie’s face switched from confusion to sorrow. “Sorry, sarge. I didn’t think I would ever run into him. I mean the face checks out now that I am thinking about it, but in the heat of the moment the guy seemed. . . normal, average.”
“That’s alright, remember this day because you might never see him again. Luckily for us we had the opportunity to run into him, have a part in this whole thing ya know?”
“Right. But what does he have to do with the crime?” The young man paused, “Does he have anything to do with the crime?”
“I don’t know. It is beyond my pay grade to know the details. All I know is that if he was part of what happened today we will know about it, eventually.”
“Isn’t that our job as cops to find that out now instead of later?”
“Our job is to enforce the law, that is the box we have been put in. His life runs outside that box, laws, whether he knows it or not, do not apply to him the way they do to us.”
Jack returned home and walked around his apartment, moving pillows, and lifting couch cushions.
“Hello, Jack.” Francis said.
“Where is it?”
“Where is what?”
“The box. My pills.”
“I don’t think they have come today.”
“That’s impossible. They come every other day and I was sleeping at the spa yesterday. It has to come today.” He said firmly.
“Well, I don’t know what to tell you. They aren’t here.”
Jack walked to the kitchen and sat down at the table. He pulled his wallet out and took one of the cards out. It was one of the instruction cards from the pill box. He flipped it around and took note of the address. He didn’t know what to do so he decided to go to their office. If he missed any dosages, or the trial went wrong in any way the trial would be deemed a failure on his part. There was no chancing it, seeing Daisy was on the line.
Downstairs out on the street Jack waved down a hovercab and jumped in.
“(address).” He said.
When he arrived, it was nearly empty. Wires were hanging from out of their lines and sockets and boxes were still left behind, as if a moving company had just finished the job. 
Jack was confused, he was at a loss for words. Even the Abba consulting sign had left an imprint behind on the wall. It was his old work building, but why had they closed? And why did the pill company have their address here?
As Jack walked down the deserted halls he said “Hello, is anyone there.”
Hearing his voice, a head popped out from down the hall, out from an office room.
“Hey.” Jack said.
The man, wearing a yellow construction helmet on with a long sleeve orange shirt and dark brown pants, approached Jack.
“Do you know where (pill company name) is? Their address points to this building, but no one is here. Do you know about Abba consulting? They used to work out of this building. 
When the man reached Jack he squinted his eyes. When focusing on Jack he paused then ran the other way.
Jack ran after him.
Catches up to him and the guy tells Jack that he was not supposed to be there.
A door closing was heard from the front door. Jack stood up and let the man go. Byron came from around the corner. 
“Hey buddy watcha doing?” he said.
“Byron? What happened to ABBA consulting?” Jack said.
“We moved locations.” He gripped his hand to help him up.
In those seconds of talking to Byron the construction worker had gotten up and ran away.
“That was odd.”
“What is it?” Byron said.
“That man told me I wasn’t supposed to be here. Like he was shocked to see me.”
“Well, it is a construction site and by the looks of it you don’t have a hard hat on. Of course, he would tell you you are not supposed to be here.”
“No, it was more personal it seemed. Why did he run from me?”
“Maybe the pill has been affecting you.”
The pill Jack remembered. “Did you receive your pill today?” Jack asked.
They walked out of the building and got into Byron’s hovercar.
“Yea. I’ve taken the pill today. What about you?”
“No.”
“Why not?”
“The box didn’t come.”
“Maybe wait until tomorrow. The box always comes for me.” Driving up and through traffic Byron looked over at Jack. “Hey, where have you been? I noticed you didn’t move over with the rest of us to the new building.”
“I got fired.”
“Yea, but with the pill there is always a way around that right? Why don’t you go and get your job back once you get your next box?”
“I don’t think I want to practice law any longer.”
“Why is that?”
“I don’t know. It just doesn’t feel like me anymore. The paperwork, the hassle dealing with clients that don’t want to make deals with you, then taking advantage and exploiting those that do want to make a deal with you. It all seems too foreign to me now. I’m not sure why I chose to get into the legal field to begin with.”
“So, what are you going to do now?”
“I think I want to become a photographer.” 
“Photography? There is no money in that.”
“Money no, happiness maybe. Besides if I have the pill then I can get money easily you know that.”
“How long will the pill last though?”
“I don’t know. Perhaps I get a buttload of money right now and save it for when the trial ends. What do you say?”
“What are you thinking?”
“I’m thinking of going to Abba Consulting and bleeding them dry for all they got. Bastards deserve it for firing me.”
“You want to put the company you work for out of business? I don’t know. Seems a little extreme to me.”
“Didn’t you always tell me to get into a little trouble. Back at the nightclub when you first told me about the pill.”
“Yea, I meant with women. Not multi-billion-dollar companies.” Byron said.
“Ok, maybe think this over.” Byron pulled into his parking space at the new ABBA consulting firm. “Be right back, I have to get something from the office. Then we can go back to your place and see if the pill has arrived.”
Jack put one leg up on the dashboard, leaned back into the seat, and pulled out his cellphone. “Yea, no problem.” He said scrolling through the news.
When Byron walked into the office a man yelled at him. “What are you doing here? Aren’t you supposed to be with you know who?” 
As they walked down the hallway passing employees they vocalized in a lower tone. 
“Everything would have gone smoothly if it wasn’t for that Fredrick James. He is interfering with all of our work.”
“What does he have to do with anything?” The employee said.
“He is using one of his Jx-7s to mess up our operation. But he isn’t doing it directly, he is indirectly getting involved, so he is technically safe legally speaking.”
“Where is he?”
“He is out in the parking lot, in my car.”
“Jesus Christ why did you bring him here?” 
“He thinks I’m getting something for work don’t worry about it.”
“If this goes a rye at all it’s going to fall on you. Is that what you want, to be terminated?”
“It’s not my fault this isn’t going to plan. Like I said it’s that damn Fredrick James.”
“The attorney? What’s he got to do with this?”
“I’ve been told that he is trying to throw a wrench into the works with what we have going on.”
“Isn’t that illegal?”
“He is finding grey areas to work with, like I said getting involved indirectly.”
“Get him back to work we need more data.”
“He quit. He doesn’t want to be a lawyer anymore.”
“What do we do now?”
“We have to continue as if we restarted.”
Byron’s bosses hand brushed over his face. “Fine. What is he going to do with his time now? Does he even know?”
“He wants to be a photographer. And of course not. We aren’t really in a restart mode. Which I blame on Fredrick and the team at his office. I know they are responsible for this.”
“Well, get going he is waiting for you.”
Byron returned to Jack waiting for him in the parking lot as if everything was normal. 
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 In a small classroom with walls covered with terribly poor drawings of stars, spaceships, and computers Mrs. Cross started her morning routine. First, she always put her coffee mug neatly to the side of her laptop. Always to the right side so, if to spill, it would never fall over onto the graded papers of her students, which were always stacked on the left side of her desk. 
As the classroom fell from rowdy chit chat to a whisper between students she checked her watch. Three seconds until eight a.m. and she stood in alignment with the clock reaching the hour. A snap with a yardstick against the chalkboard and the twenty little voices in front of her began.
“I pledge alliance to our race, planet, and future. Bright like the stars and the galaxies above. From Earth to Proxima b, we shall all strive to be like humans; strong willed, brave, and free.” 
The short boy and girl bots sat down in their small plastic brightly colored chairs. The room went silent as all the little bodied robots, now hands with fingers interlocked on their desks, waited for instructions.
As Mrs. Cross walked around the room handing back the graded papers from the night before one of the children raised his hand.
“Yes Johnathan?” She said.
“Why do humans hurt each other?”
“What?” She continued to pass their assignments on their desks.
The boy explained, “Humans hurt each other but they are from the same race. We are from the same race, but robots don’t hurt each other. Aren’t we supposed to be made in their image?”
“There are positive and negative traits that we possess from humans.” She now understood that her answer was going to either calm or scare not only Johnathan but the entire class. “Allen Tan made sure that we get all the good, positive traits and stayed away from putting in bad, negative traits in us.”
Another student jumped into the conversation. “But there is still crime. Why is there crime here on Proxima b Mrs. Cross?” 
“Well,” She flustered her hands around, “There are things called viruses. They can get into our operating system and affect the way we act.”
“Where do viruses come from?” One girl asked.
“We don’t know.”
“How do we get rid of viruses?” Another chimed.
“Well to do that you must make sure that you always go to your doctor’s appointments. Their job is to make sure that you don’t have any viruses.” As she finished handing out the last graded assignment she turned around to walk to her desk then the door at the front of the classroom opened. One of her colleagues and teachers from across the hall entered the room with her head looking back into the hall. 
“This is her classroom here.”
A police officer walked into the room and said, “Mrs. Cross may I have a word with you.”
“Is this necessary, the children are in the middle of class.”
“It’s time sensitive, yes.”
The kid at the back of the classroom yelled, “She has a virus.” And the rest of the little humanoids laughed as they looked at their graded papers.
The police officer stood just outside the door while the children were still heard laughing. He presented her with his work tablet and pressed play on a video. Its vantage point was inside a liquor store. Then a man walked through the door.
“That’s my husband. Is he ok?”
“Keep watching.”
Anthony pulled out and shot his weapon. He jumped up and stood on top of the counter and shot two more times. 
Scrunching her eyebrows, she froze in place. She looked up from the video and stared into the hallway, with eerie vacant eyes she kept silent.
“When did he do this?”
“Not long ago. About an hour. Have you seen or contacted him at all?”
“No.” She said.
“Give me a call when you do. We can’t let this get out of hand, don’t want to end up like them ya know?” He presented her with his card with name, rank, and phone number. “When you see your husband give me a call.”

Preserved beef protein burger shake with fries. It was Jack’s favorite and that was what he ordered when he and Byron met with his old coworkers for lunch at a little joint called Greased Elbow down the street from Abba Consulting.
“Hey Jack, I haven’t seen you around in a while. Where have you been?” One of Abba consulting’s top lawyers said as they sat down with their food.
Jack was too ashamed of telling the rest of his colleagues that he was fired and kept it to himself. Hoping he didn’t blow his cover Jack replied, “I quit,” and took a bite of his sandwich.
“That’s too bad, we are doing so good as of this moment. Thanks to that Shimori deal going through.”
“Shimori deal?”
“Byron took lead on Shimori and strongarmed them into a great deal. No idea how he did it,” He looked over at Byron, “What tricks you got up those sleeves you ol’ crazy bastard.”
Jack leaned in towards Byron. “Why didn’t you tell me you made a deal with Shimori?”
“What?” He continued eating lunch, unphased. “You don’t work for Abba anymore why do you care?”
“Nothing. It means nothing. It’s just funny that I am out of work right now for a deal that ultimately was successful.”
“You should have used the pill.”
“I did use the pill. But I kept getting into trouble. How could I possibly get into so much trouble during my rest days. It’s not like people know that you are on it. Do they?”
“I wouldn’t know. I stop by the spa I told you about. In there I have no worry of being a yes man.”
After lunch, the group retreated to Abba consulting. Byron dropped off Jack at his apartment.
Engine off Byron said to Jack, “Hey before you go to sleep tonight I want to make sure you are getting the most out of the pill. You seem more down than usual. I’m not sure why when you are on the drug if it doesn’t make you happy. Why don’t you spend the rest of the day doing something you would have never done before?”
“Like what?”
“I don’t know. But remember at the end of the day check into that spa.” Byron jetted off in his new hovercar, thanks to the bonus he received nailing down the Shimori contract.
On the side table next to the couch was the pill box. Jack scurried over to it and ripped it open. There it was another pill. He got a glass of water and gulped it down. Kicking off his shoes Jack stretched out onto his couch to lay down. Francis’ face appeared over him.
“Hello Mr. Fertiv.”
“Hi Francis.”
“Are we still on the pill?”
“Yes.” Jack groaned.
“Then what’s the matter?” Francis said, noticing Jack was in a gloomy mood.
“Francis if you had the power to make anyone do anything you wanted what would you do?”
“Well,” He paused and contemplated. “I suppose I wouldn’t make anyone do anything.”
“What? Why?”
“Because with powers like that it would be the ultimate test of exercising one’s will.”
“How would doing nothing be an exercise of one’s will?”
“It seems easy to get what you want if you had that power. But messing with someone’s freewill would be wrong, at least that is what my programming tells me. I would want to emulate God, and in not doing something you would be just like him.”
“Are you saying there is no God?”
“Oh no. What I’m saying is look at reality to find your answer.”
“Reality?”
“God is all powerful and he doesn’t interfere with our lives. Why not do the same thing?”
“Then what’s the point of the drug?”
“Maybe that is the point. To test the subject with what they are willing to do when they have absolute power.”
“I just don’t get it. Why does there have to be side effects?”
“There is always a balance to be had in this world Jack. Newton’s third law of motion.”
“Which is what?”
“For every action there is an equal and opposite reaction. If you are worried about what you are doing to others maybe it is because you are worried about what will happen to you. I believe humans translate it as ‘what goes around comes around.’”

Jack remembered what Byron told him: the spa. 
“You’re right Francis.”
“You’ll stop using the pill?” He said with joy. Knowing that it was causing him trouble.
“No. I remembered that I don’t have to worry about what will happen to me. I have a way around that.”
Giddy, Jack left the apartment.
Francis with sadness said, “Oh dear.” As he watched Jack leave.

The time was 6 p.m. and Anthony was in the middle of making spaghetti. Water to a near boil he held his box of noodles while watching steam develop.
The door opened and he heard his wife’s voice barge into the room. “Out of all the things you could be doing your making diner?” She said harshly.
Eyes bending to look at her he replied, “I’m hungry.”
“Mind telling me why I have a police officer’s business card in my purse?” She took it out and threw it at him.
Anthony bent down to pick it off the floor. “No. Why do you?”
“He came to my work today and showed me a video, with you in it. Want to guess what I saw.”
“There are a lot of videos of people everywhere now and days. What are you getting at?” 
“He has your serial number recorded Anthony. What the hell. Did I marry a murderer?” She threw her jacket on the table and her purse slung on top of the chair.
“I needed to do it.”
“Why? What did the man do to you?”
He continued to make food. “Nothing. I needed him because I knew I would get caught.” Then poured the noodles into the steaming hot water.
“You wanted to get caught?”
“It’s to save Allen Tan.”
“What do you mean? I thought interfering with Allen Tan is illegal?”
“We found a way around it. Possibly.”
“How is this connected to Allen Tan at all Anthony? The police want me to call them when I found you.”
“Do you want a plate?” He began stirring the pasta around in the water.
“Aren’t you worried about what might happen to you?” 
“I’m worried about what might happen to Allen Tan if I don’t do this.”
“And what is it exactly that you are trying to do?”
“I told you.”
“Save Allen Tan is that it? Well, what needs to be saved? Isn’t what is happening to him supposed to benefit us?”
“You know damn well what they are doing to him is a violation of his human rights.”
“Well, it seems that what they are doing is supposed to help us, not him.”
“Exactly, he gets nothing out of it, and we reap the rewards. He doesn’t deserve that type of treatment.”
Mrs. Cross walked up behind Anthony, and she put her arms around him from behind. “Just tell me that we are going to be ok.”
“We are going to be fine.”
She moved her hands around his stomach and while caressing his torso a finger slipped into his chest. She turned him around and unbuttoned his shirt.
“Oh god another thing you are going to complain about.” He said as he held a wooden spoon in hand dripping with homemade red sauce.
She moved his shirt to the side, he sighed and turned his head slightly, allowing her to pry into his life.
“You took out your empathy box?” She said.
“I needed to; how else would I have been able to kill a robot today? It’s impossible to commit crimes without them. Unless you have a virus of course.”
Mrs. Cross became frantic. “Put it back in. Where is it?” 
“It’s in my drawer next to the bed.” 
She walked back out of the room after the slam of the drawer. In her hand was a black box. She shoved it into his hands.
“Put it back in.”
He reluctantly switched some tabs and placed the box into his chest. A few seconds passed and as he buttoned up his shirt new emotions spread throughout his body, and he said “I’m sorry. I was just trying to help Allen.”
“Allen? For Christ sakes Anthony what about us? Allen created and is doing all of this for us. Don’t go and ruin that by trying to change things.”
He turned around and switched the front left burner off. He drained the noodles over the sink and prepared the table.
As Mrs. Cross watched Anthony she become more and more angry by his lack of contribution to the conversation. She was fed up and left the room. 
“Don’t you want any spaghetti?”
“I’ve lost my appetite talking to you. I’m taking a shower.” She said firmly.
Anthony served himself and sat in the living room with a table tray in front of him. He found the remote and flipped on the television.
“Reports have it that the man identified in the video is a bot named Anthony Cross. The video might be a little blurry to some of you folks but in the background there are a couple of serial code readers, which as you know identify each person that walks into the store. Anthony’s serial number was traced by using one of these machines.”
Drying her hair in a white towel his wife came walking around the corner.
“Jesus.” She whispered.
“Don’t worry.” Anthony stopped talking and continued to eat his undercooked spaghetti, just the way he liked it.
“What are we going to have to do now? Sell this place and run around living like homeless vigilantes?” She turned back and forth. “Oh, God do we even have enough time to sell?”
“Stop worrying. You always worry.”
“Well, I’m sorry Anthony.” Her voice began to rise. “I can’t really stay calm when my husband is on the crime watch channel wanted for the murder of some poor shmuck working at a gas station.”
 With Anthony’s new emotional state changed by the empathy box new thoughts emerged. Did I really have to kill for this whole plan to work out? What if I just robbed a place instead. It would still make me a criminal, and that is what we need; me to become a criminal for everything to work. Jesus, Anthony thought, maybe I did go too far with this whole thing. He wiped his mouth with a napkin, moved the eating tray, and went to the kitchen with plate in hand. He threw the plate into the sink and ran water over his half-eaten meal.
“What are you doing?”
“I’m going to turn myself in.” Anthony said.
“No, don’t.”
“Why? You want to live as a criminal? Harboring me makes you a criminal too you know.”
“I don’t know what to do. But I don’t want you to be reprogrammed. It happened to my father, and he was never the same. It was like he was an entirely new person. Same body as my father but he was not really my dad anymore, his personality changed completely. I don’t want you to become like him.”
“Well, what do you suggest we do then?”
She unbuttoned her blouse and took off her bra.
“What are you doing?” He stared at her.
She finagled around some cords and wires then popped out her empathy box. “Don’t turn yourself in. If you get caught I’ll go down with you.”
“Anthony ran to put the box back into her chest. But as he ran towards her Mrs. Cross dropped the box into the sink. Where it sparked and zapped in the water, immediately destroying it.
Anthony pushed his half naked wife to the side and reached into the sink, but as he put his hands into the sink they were electrocuted. He stopped the running water and grabbed the wooden spoon he had made the spaghetti sauce with. Pushing the box against the wall of the sink and out of the water Anthony panicked. As it fell onto the counter both of them watched it steam and cool down.
“I knew you would have wanted me to put it back in. I had to do it.”
“No.” He became angry. “This was supposed to be about me. Not you.”
“Well, when you marry someone and make decisions they affect both people.”
Anthony became frustrated and now paced around the room. 
He threw his hands in the air. “I have a way out from all of this, you don’t. And now you don’t have an empathy box. Great.” 
Anthony sat on his old furniture and leaned back. He ran his hands through his hair.
“Don’t worry they won’t catch us. We can be like the futuristic version of Bonnie and Clyde.”
“Who are they?” Anthony said in a tone that indicated that he did not really care for an answer.
“Human bank robbers that ran away from the police. We are kind of like them now aren’t we? I mean hell you are wanted, and I took out my empathy box. We are both criminals on the run now.” She leaned in and kissed his cheek, excited for her new life of crime, a changed persona all because her empathy box was out of her. She put her bra back on and buttoned up her shirt as she walked back into the bathroom to finish drying her hair.
“Who are you anymore?”
“Who am I? That’s a good question I’ve been thinking about that quite often. What does it even mean to be me? Am I still your wife if I lose an arm? What about an arm and a leg, or my entire body is taken from me, and you are only left with my code to look at on a computer, am I still your wife then? At what point do I stop being your wife?”
Anthony shook his head in disappointment and thought I don’t know who you are but you’re not my wife, even with your entire body intact you are not my wife.
“Honey.” Anthony could hear her in the bathroom from in the living room. “Would you make me a plate after all. I’m starving.”
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Jack woke up at Samsara Spa. He rose out of the pod bed without an ache in his body and felt refreshed, a new person.
Leaving the building he accidently bumped into a man holding a stack of paperwork.
“I’m sorry.” Jack started helping him pick up papers.
The man stooped down to pick up the papers alongside him. He looked up as he was stacking them into his hand. 
“That’s ok.” When his eyes saw Jack he paused. He gulped and said, “You don’t have to help me I can do it myself.” The man looked up at the blonde working and she shrugged her shoulders.
“It’s ok.” Jack stood up with the last of the papers and handed them to the man. “Again, I’m sorry about that.” Then left the building.
Watching the world fall away Jack sat in a cab heading to his apartment. He was especially excited today because two days ago, under the effects of the pill, he used his power to break down a small conglomerate of businesses into a contract that gave him sole ownership of their stocks and bonds. He liquidated all their assets and became rich overnight. 
Jack noticed the driver fly by his apartment complex. The driver’s GPS system began to spark and go out. 
“It was back on the right.” He corrected him.
The driver looked back. “Sorry about that. I won’t charge you the extra milage.” 
As he was talking a large freight, eighteen-wheeler hover truck swerved into the front of the cab. Jack yelled as he was crushed into the back seat. Falling from the sky they smashed into the ground and skidded into a wall with a mural of a robot sticking an American flag into the rocky, brown floor of Proxima b. 
A medical staff quickly arrived on scene. They took both the drivers out of the vehicles and put them into their ambulances. Jack was taken to a local nursing station and was given pain medication along with a cast for his new broken leg. 
When he returned to his apartment that morning with crutches, he hobbled over to collect some paperwork from his desk. 
“What happened to your leg?” Francis said.
“I got into a car accident.”
“How is that possible? We haven’t had an accident on Proxima b ever since the new software update last year. Taxi drivers have the newest programming, accidents don’t happen here, it’s all automated you know.” 
Jack dismissed his comment, “I’m going to put Abba Consulting out of business. For what they did to me.” 
“I would have never been in that cab this morning if I was making money somewhere else.”
“I thought you didn’t want to practice law anymore.”
“This doesn’t have anything to do with legal work. I’m sending a message.”
“Which is what?”
Jack became flustered, “I don’t know exactly.” He eyed Francis staring at him trying to defend his terrible plan. “I’m petty ok, is that what you wanted to hear. I can’t keep up with the other lawyers, they are too witty, conversational, and effective in their work they put me to shame. After everything is done they will know what it feels like to have an equal footing with me.”
Francis turned and continued to clean the apartment, no longer paying attention to Jack and his hissy fit.
“You don’t think it’s a good idea?”
He continued cleaning, “Is revenge ever a good idea?”
“It’s justified. They will go out of business and all those corporate scum know-it-alls will experience what I had to experience, being jobless and struggling with an empty future for something that was out of their control. I will steal all their clientele, slowly everyone will get laid off until they have to file for bankruptcy. Or maybe I take their entire business myself.” 
“And is that what you want, control?”
A rap at the door began. “I’ll get it.” Francis said.
Deadbolt unlocked and door ajar Emily could be seen in the hallway.
Walking to greet her Jack was given another box. As he hobbled over to the kitchen he continued to question why his life, even with the pill, was falling apart. His mentality towards God had soured, believing that he had to fix everything himself he no longer relied on him and even began to curse God with his own twisted version of the beatitudes that he repeated in his head while he opened the box to take another pill. Blessed are those that struggle every day. For you only struggled for mere hours on that tree. Blessed are those that show up to work every day instead of waiting a millennium to get anything done. Blessed are those that fight for love, like I am doing to see Daisy, instead of running away, or in your case floating off to heaven, promising a return that doles out justice for the wicked and mercy for the weak yet, instead of enacting that justice and that mercy you allow us to continue suffering and for what reason? To watch us on your celestial throne with all seeing eyes, and mind you the power, to put an end to all the pain but instead watch your children struggle with small woes that turn into great misfortunes so horrible they willingly emancipate themselves from this life. When will it end and what will you do with me: a weak wicked man, does the sword of justice cut my head off or the hand of mercy save me? Jack finished opening the box and thought when too, will you come to an end? He took the pill out of its casing and looked at it closely, or will you be the end of me?

When Linda Fieldbrann approached judge Hall in his chambers she knew that she had to do some explaining.
“It’s happening again isn’t it.” Mr. Hall said, already knowing the answer.
“There are always variables that are not accounted for, but we have a plan to stop any unnecessary damage.”
“This whole operation for some is unnecessary. Plus, I’m getting attention from the heads of state on both the light and darks side of Proxima about what you are doing. All they want is to live in peace.”
“What I’m doing is going to help androids on both the light and dark sides of the equator judge.”
“Yes, I know that you believe that. But those in power are happy with where they are, most don’t believe in the work that you are doing.”
“If only their empathy boxes were taken out. Then they would be able to think rationally and be able to understand the benefits of my work.”
“If those in power removed their empathy boxes I don’t think this world would be as peaceful and sufferable as it is. It would become corrupt like Earth.” 
A ring from the speaker on the wall rang. The next court session was about to take place. The judge stopped the discussion by placing his black robe over his shoulders, letting it fall and cover his body.
“I’m only following orders.” Fieldbrann said.
“I know Linda. I know.”
The bailiff entered the room. “They are ready for you judge.”

Early in the morning the next day there was a knocking on the door to Fredrick’s law office. Fredrick got up from biting into a donut to tell them that he was still closed and opened in an hour. When he opened the door, Anthony was standing there with crinkled eyebrows and eyes filled with worry.
“Let me in.” Anthony brushed by Fredrick.
“What’s wrong?”
“I need you to help me find an empathy box.”
“What why? Are you having cold feet about this?”
“No. It’s my stupid wife, she took her box out and destroyed it.”
“Why would she do that?”
“To protect me from the authorities.” He looked down, “I didn’t have time to tell her that I had a way out, that I could put mine back in. Now she is stuck without one.”
“Christ. We would have to take one from someone. But then they we could be charged, and we would be turning someone into a criminal.” Fredrick started to pace, “This wasn’t part of the plan.”
“I don’t care. As long as it’s not my wife. What about that Asian broad, do we still have her laying around here?” He opened the broom closet and saw the body lying next to a couple brooms and a dustpan.
“I don’t know what will become of it.”
“What do you mean?” Anthony said as he bent down to remove her box.
“She was going to be working with us. Without her empathy box then things might change for the worse. What if she turns on us?”
“She wants what we want right?”
“She wants her family business saved from everything that’s going on. I don’t know what she would do to make sure that happens. Something might conflict with our agenda.”
“I don’t know how long my wife can last, she is talking about us becoming Bonnie and Clyde.”
“Who?”
“Old human gangsters from Earth.”
“Oh boy, she watches old Earth television shows?”
Anthony unbuttoned the jacket of the Asian lady on the floor, “She’s really into the early 20th century era stuff.”
“Whatever.” He chomped down on the last bite of his glazed donut. “Go ahead take it. If she messes this up it will be you that I’m coming after.”
Anthony brushed off his warning, “Yea yea yea.”  Then continued to finagle with the wiring of Stacy’s empathy box. He popped it out of place, put it under his arm, stood up, and exhaled. He nodded to Fredrick and closed the broom closet. As he was leaving he held the door open, looked back, and said nothing. A sullen, half confident smile showed up on his face, then left.
Later that evening Jack walked into the building that ran the drug trial. This time when he arrived their name and logo was visible on the outer doors. He walked in and the receptionist perked up ever so quickly.
“Hello.” She said it almost as a question. A hint of nervousness slipped out of her voice.
“Hi, I’m here to sign up my friends for the trial you are offering.”
She typed at the screen in front of her. Jack patiently looked around the room and waited for her reply.
“I’m sorry there are no openings at this time.”
Jack noticed in the mirror behind her desk that her computer screen was black, the computer was not on. He leaned over the desk and grabbed her clipboard. Empty. He began flipping through the pages. All blank.
“Let me get my manager to assist you sir.” She grabbed the phone and began dialing.
“What the hell is going on here?” Jack began walking down the hall and started pushing in doors. 
The woman slammed her phone down on the dial pad. “Hey, you can’t be back there.” And started running after him.
Opening random doors Jack saw that all the rooms were cleared out. Then he noticed a room at the end of the hall, a door perched open, with lights on. He ran down the hall and fell into the room.
There were a dozen people walking around with headsets on talking around multiple television screens spread wide across the walls of the room.  A large tackboard with a multitude of pictures of Jack with red strings crisscrossing all about, connecting pictures and names together in different locations.
Jack stood up to see the display in front of him and mouthed what the hell.
Rushing in and falling behind him was the woman from the front desk. 
One man in the room yelled at her “He isn’t supposed to be here.”
She grabbed Jack’s arm and dragged him out of the room.
Byron was in the waiting room.
“Byron.” Jack said.
“Watcha doin here buddy?”
“The room. It has people in it watching me.”
“You alright man?” He grabbed Jack by the small of his back and escorted him away from the hallway.
“You gotta see it. There is a whole wall with pictures of me.”
“Oh, don’t worry about that.”
Jack was uneasy with Byron’s nonchalant attitude. Was he working for them? No, I’ve known him for years he thought.
“The lady’s computer was broken, and she was pretending to use it, to fake me out for some reason. And the papers, all her papers had nothing written on them.”
“Calm down Jack. They just moved into the building.”
“How do you explain the men in the room? And the pictures they had pictures of me.”
“It’s their job to watch us, we are taking part in their trial after all. I think you are being a little paranoid. Maybe that is another side effect of the drug. You should tell Emily about that next time you see her.” 
The two of them left the building and walked to Byron’s car as the sound of loud humming could be heard from the traffic flying above.
“What were you doing here anyways?”
“I was going to sign up Ernie and Lawrence for the drug.”
“Why?”
“I need more people to work on taking out Shimori. I need more manpower in case something goes wrong on a rest day. With Ernie and Lawrence, I could destroy Shimori by the time the trial is over with.”
“Is that it? Hell, why didn’t you tell me? I’ll come work for you. We can stagger our rest days so one is always on the pill, to protect each other. We don’t need anyone else.”
 “Ok, maybe this could work.” Walking down the road Jack looked at his watch, “It’s getting late, did you take your pill today?”  
“Yea.”
“We better head on over to the spa before things get out of hand tomorrow. I don’t want to be made to do anything I wouldn’t want to do, like giving my entire life’s work away to a stranger.” They both laughed as they traveled to the spa, scheming over their combined power.
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Lights flickering, someone was knocking on the outer shell of Jack’s egg-shaped pod inside Samsara Spa.
“You gotta get out of here. There has been an accident. Someone’s got electrocuted.”
Once he got out of his bed he realized that the place was empty. All the bed containers were propped open, and the scent of lavender and rosemary no longer lingered but replaced by smoke and smoldering wires. 
Jack checked the time and headed over to his apartment to get another pill. He had da ja vu and then looked down at his leg and remembered his accident. Maybe I will take the train he thought. He gets on the monorail and the tracks start to spark. As he gets off the train a man accidently pours coffee on him. What luck I am having he thought to himself.
When Jack arrived at his apartment Emily shows up. He tells her about when he went to her company. “Where were you?”
Bypassing an answer Emily looked at his leg “What happened?”
“I got into a car crash, well my driver did.”
“Oh my.”
“What?”
 “We’ve hadn’t had a car crash on Proxima b in years.”
“Yea, well it was not only that, I’ve had the worst luck lately. Everywhere I go things fall apart. People spill coffee on me, the monorail begins to lose its grip on the tracks, my leg. Everything that can go wrong is going wrong, Moore’s Law is happening to me.”
 “The spa is destroying you. By trying to beat the balance of the pill you are messing with the universe. Remember part of the experiment is that when you give orders, you must also take them. That’s the secret of the pill. Did you read the cards? One says ‘give’ and the other ‘take’. This is a hint to what you need to do for the best results.”
Jack realized that when he went to the spa bad things begin to happen to him once he gets out. It is only when he starts to live a life that is not controlled that he is safe. 
“I don’t care about the results. I just want my ticket off this planet. Besides, what is the trial for anyways? When will it all end?”
“I’m afraid I am unable to tell you at this time. But I can ensure you that you will find out the reason for everything once the trial is completed.”

Anthony Cross nervously tapped his fingers against the side of his leg as he waited for the seemingly excruciatingly long elevator ride up to his apartment, but it was only on the third floor. Beneath his jacket he held onto Stacy Lin’s empathy box. There was only one other person in the elevator. An old lady that sprayed more than ten times the needed amount of perfume for her short fat body. Anthony moved his hand up to his mouth and coughed the severe burn the woman’s perfume put into his mouth and up his nose.
“Oh my.” The woman said.
In his effort to cover his coming sneeze Anthony dropped the box. He quickly bent down and shoved it back under his arm and before he had the chance to explain himself the woman said, “You’re the man on the news.”
Ding.
The doors opened and Anthony ran out and down the hall into his apartment. Upon entering he saw his wife on the balcony smoking a cigarette. Opening the sliding glass door, he put his head out onto the patio. “What are you doing?” He said sharply, knowing she had never smoked a day in her life.
“I’m relaxing.”
“From what?” 
“Relaxing before we go get into some trouble. Right? We can live however we want, we could-”
He hated to see her like this. Thinking of committing crimes and living like a criminal. Not even he thought like that when his box was taken out. He only committed the crimes because he had to, for his plan with Fredrick to succeed he had to, unlike his wife. She chose to be like this, seemed like she was waiting for a reason to go crazy and let loose and make a 180 on her life of a schoolteacher to this new type of anarchist, unheeded to its, often fatal, consequences.
“Shut up.” He stood halfway out of the door now. “Throw that away.” He grabbed her hand and pulled her away from the ledge where she was leaning. When she closed the door behind her Anthony began to undress her. He finessed her blouse buttons off quickly.
“It’s so early in the day.”
“Shut up.” He said playfully.
“I’ve never seen you like this.” She threw her head back in anticipation and ran her hands back into the short blonde curls of her hair.
Anthony pushed her down on the couch and moved in on her. She felt him move around her stomach and then her chest. 
“Oh Anthony.” She moaned and during her moan she realized what he was really doing. “Hey!”
Anthony was raddling with the socket switch to open her insides. She slapped his hands away, pushed him off her, and jumped up from the couch. 
“What the hell are you doing?” 
Anthony was holding Stacy Lin’s empathy box in his right hand.
“I’ve found you a way out.” He said innocently. 
“A way out from what?”
“You could be reprogrammed if anyone saw you the way you are right now.” He began to approach her. “Is that what you want? To forget me and lose everything we have and end up like your father, a stranger to me and everyone you know.”
“I don’t want to go back.” She took a few steps away from him now. “I feel free this way.”
“Free from what?”
“I don’t know. But ever since that box has been out of me it is like a weight has been lifted off my shoulders. I know it sounds wrong to say but I am happier without it. I am not attached to the emotions that used to bear down on me. I’m free of them.”
She put her shirt back on and sat down on the couch with him now.
“We can make this work. No one has to find out about us being like this.”
Anthony was fed up and looked away. He looked back at her with defeat and put the box in her hands. “Put it back in, please.” He got up and was about to leave the apartment. Before the door closed she asked, “Where are you going?”
He looked up from reading a message from his cellphone. “I gave you a way to save yourself with that box. Now it’s time for me to go save Allen Tan.” With a dejected head hung low he looked away as he shut the door softly, hoping that she would put the empathy box back in and return to being his normal loving wife.


In an attempt to bring some sort of light into Jack’s daily struggle with pessimism as Byron would say or what he liked calling it ‘being a realist’, Jack thought that stealing Shimori Incorporated would help him somehow. In his robbery with Byron, he thought if this would bring me a pinch of happiness then he gladly welcomed it, and if it did not, well, then he would continue to be in the rut he had always been in, nothing would have changed. But Jack desperately wanted a different future, a future with light at the end of the tunnel, a place where ecstasy is born, where dreams go to become reality, or at the very least he thought a future where he was not in a persistent state of emotional darkness, even if that future put him into partial darkness he would count it a victory and stealing a business would apparently but him there.
“We are going to have to move quickly if we are going to get this done. Do you know where his office is?” Jack said to Byron as they walked through an outdoor seating area filled with sand pits, waterfalls, and Zen décor.
“We don’t need to know. Just ask the receptionist. But I agree we must get in and out before too many people realize that we don’t belong here.” Entering the building Byron had an itch within him and it surfaced as a warning. “Isn’t this going a little far for being fired? Can’t we just let these people have their jobs at least?”
“Abba Consulting took my job away, my dignity, my reason for living all because I could not land a deal with this stupid company. Now I’m going to take everything away from them, starting with their clientele.” Jack said without remorse as he walked up to the receptionist. 
He waited for her to stop talking to an employee and then locked eyes with her. Gotcha he thought to himself.
“Escort us to Mr. Yagura’s office.” Jack said.
“Right this way gentlemen.” The chubby woman with an orange blouse sprang from her seat and began walking down the hall.
Jack turned to Byron. “Let’s get this over with.”

Anthony was walking downtown then looked at his cellphone that buzzed with a new notification. A text message from Fredrick. 
“We don’t know how much time there is left. Do what must be done. Remember, trust the plan.” 
Anthony read the message and nodded to himself. He slipped his cellphone into his pocket, and he continued to walk down the street. In that moment a police officer was scanning the crowd of people walking down the sidewalk while a picture of Anthony appeared on a monitor behind him labeled “Wanted”.
The crowd slowly walked by the police officer until he caught a glimpse of Anthony. 
“Hey, you.” He quickly approached Anthony then shot a round from his duty weapon. Anthony was hit dead in the center of his chest, penetrating his empathy box it sparked all over the place. 
Then a loud bang for his .45 and the police officer was knocked to the floor dead. The crowd dispersed into every direction like a squid after it ejected its ink; frantic and rapidly. Anthony casually put his gun back into his coat as he stood over the officer on the floor. He took out his empathy box and inspected it. It was ruined, totaled destroyed from the bullet and the moment he took it out those heavy emotions that his wife talked about vanished. He too felt free so instead of trying to fix it or put it back into its socket he dropped it onto the floor next to the dead cop.
Anthony looked at the officer’s face while the lights of his wanted ad skimmed over and covered the area with its bright light. Poor bastard, Anthony thought as he watched the cop’s head twitch and visually spew out small, yellow electric shocks inside the bullet entrance of his forehead. But in his mind he knew that even though he was becoming the greatest threat to his people what he was doing was not even close to the greatest evil everyone would soon find out about: Linda Fieldbrann. Before he walked away he prayed that Fredrick’s plan was going to expose her and the suffering he and all these innocent people had been through was worth something of value.

During an emergency meeting in the supreme court of Proxima b the presiding judge was approached by the planet’s high council of justice.
“Where is she?” The commander of the council said to the judge.
Upon walking into the courtroom, the judge looked at Linda Fieldbrann. 
“I told you if things got out of hand that things were going to get shut down. And it’s gotten way out of hand Linda.
The commander stopped and looked up at the judge as he was talking to Mrs. Fieldbrann.
“End it. All of it. Now. I don’t know how much people you have in on this one, but it must stop.”
“We can’t stop. Everyone is in on it this time.” She said.
“Everyone?” The commander turned to Linda. “How? This planet has never seen crime like this and now there are two dead bodies for the public to see on a planet guaranteed to have no crime.”
“It would mess up the development of everyone on the trial. Which is, like I said before, everyone.” Said Linda.
“I don’t care if it messes with your stupid trial. I am not going to be losing any more people out there because of you and your experiments. All while the virus of crime gets injected into the minds of everyone on this planet.”
“If it wasn’t for these experiments none of us would be here in the first place.”
“No, if it wasn’t for Allen Tan then none of us would be here. Don’t try to replace him with yourself. Besides, your experiments are questionable at best.” The commander walked out with the rest of the council, everyone leaving together in solidarity against Linda Fieldbrann’s work. Right before he exited, allowing everyone else to pass by him back into the hall, the commander turned around and looked at the judge. 
“If I see any new updates on the crime watch and something has changed I’ll see to it myself that all these charades you two call science comes to an end. Now excuse me I have a call from The United States. Someone must answer for these mistakes and ultimately I am responsible for the well-being of this planet and its people.” With a nasty attitude he finished, “So, fix it or I will.” 
“He can’t do that to us. He must have prior authorization from America for us to stop what we are doing. That’s how this works.” Fieldbrann said.
The judge shuffled papers on his desk. “If there are any reasons that threaten the national security of this project then he has the authority to pull the plug on this without recognition from you. I’ve read the contract many times over, it’s all legal.”
Linda walked up to the judge. You know that I must keep going, even if the whole world turns criminal. 
The judge looked down at her. Nodding his head in disappointment.  “I know.” He said, acknowledging that progress in the project was far greater than the health of the population.
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Scrambling his paperwork Jack and Byron rushed and fell into the backseat of a free hovercab. It had no fee due to the non-stop advertisements that blared out of the virtually endless screens packed into the back seat of the cab. Riding one of these info cabs was always the last option for someone, most people would rather walk to their destination than be barraged with cliché commercials that repeated themselves. But Jack was desperate to leave the premises of Shimori Inc because he had just stolen their entire fortune, so he took the first cab that was available, and this was it. 
Leaving the scene Jack was paranoid that people would find out about what he had did and other businessmen that did business with Shimori would come after him for interfering with their multi-billion-dollar business. 
“Piston Street”
“What?” the cab driver said, I can hardly hear you.”
“Can you turn off these T.V.s.”
“No can do, that ad revenue is how I make a living kid.”
Oh, but you could hear me say that Jack said to himself.
He leaned toward the cab driver and loudly exclaimed, “Piston Street.”
“You got it.” 
They scurried across the sky in anticipation of their plans to see the light at the end of the tunnel, to see if their crime brought them to a land that created a magical place, that brought them to a destination where dreams became reality. But deep down they knew they were creating a horror for themselves. But Jack was good at putting any negative thoughts to the back of his mind and that is what he did as watched one of the several screens of ads in front of him as he flew across Proxima b’s stagnant atmosphere. 

An unknown amount of time had passed when a door being slammed shut was heard as Stacy Lin woke up in a foreign bed, in a room she was unfamiliar with. Shaken, she jolted up and realized she was in one of the hotels near one of the bordering towns built on the darkened side of the world. She was cold and numb. She wondered if anyone had taken advantage of her. She checked her body then realized that she had been left alone. She got up from the bed and walked towards the window, flings open the heavy linen curtains, and stared out into the shadow lands. 
How long have I been out Stacy wondered. She crossed her arms and then her right hand made a divot into her skin. She lifted her shirt from her collar and looked down at her chest. There was a missing socket, a hole the size of a large orange. She swiftly ran to the bathroom, flicked on the lights, and took her shirt off to inspect. “Oh no.” Now I lost my memory and my humanity she thought. She tried to remember where the last place she was before she blacked out. Then an image popped into her head: Fredrick’s law office.
Angry and confused at what went wrong with their meeting she looked in her pockets and around the bed, on the counter, and on the floor for the picture she had taken. She got her shirt off the floor and unzipped a pocket from within it. She slipped out another polaroid picture. She had no idea what Fredrick and Anthony were going to try to do to Jack with their effort to keep her out of the loop. She became frustrated trying figure out their motive. As she put her shirt back on she had an epiphany that made sure that she was going to be in charge.
Getting into a cab Stacy Lin crossed her arms to cover her half empty chest from the cab driver, even though she had a shirt and jacket on she was self-conscious about her empathy box being gone. As she fiddled with her cellphone, she noticed a news article that grabbed her attention. 
A Transfer of Power
“After an apparent callosal breakdown brought on by a business deal between Shimori Incorporated there was a change in leadership. Analysts have argued that since the increase of supplies needed from Earth has led to the need for silver and metal related parts for robots on the battlefield which motivated a Jack Fertiv to overtake their empire, due to the obvious future demand for machines in war which would bring in unprecedented profit.” 
A seething taste for revenge arises within her and the target was the man responsible for her family’s loss, Jack Fertiv. She had been unplugged for too long by Fredrick James and Anthony Cross and because of this she did not have the chance to save her family’s company from Jack, which was her plan all along.  She knew that he was ambitious but did not expect her family’s company to be taken, and that quickly. Furious that she was outplayed and her family losing their wealth Stacy became enraged and her plan evolved from blackmail to murder, she now wanted Jack Fertiv dead.

The next day Jack was walking down the hall of his apartment complex when he noticed someone waiting by his door. He thought that it was someone from Shimori to come and take him out. Afterall he did just make Mr. Yagura hand over ownership to him. But Jack did not think it would have been this soon.
After a few more steps he realized the figure in the distance was a woman. She turned around as he got closer, and it turned out to be Emily. Relief washed over him.
“Hi Jack, I thought I was going to miss you today. No one answered when I knocked on the door.” 
“That’s odd,” Jack said, “Francis should be home he is always home.”
“Anyways,” Emily grabbed her purse and pulled out a small black box, “Here is your pill for the day. Remember for the trial to complete you must take your pill every day. When I come by I always tally off the day that you take the pill. So far you have not missed any.” She held out the box to Jack and as he tried to take the box she held it from him. “Let’s try to keep it that way.” She fake smiled like a politician.
He acquiesced, “You can tell me to do anything, and I would do it. As long as my reward is the same: a ticket back home to planet Earth to see Daisy.”
She flicked the strap of her purse over her shoulder. “I am not here to make you do anything. Everything you do is because you choose to do it. Free choice is a prime factor in this trial.” She began to walk away from Jack. “Just take the pill. Everything will work out, it always does.”
“What is that supposed to mean?” 
Emily said nothing, began giggling and walked away, disappearing around the corner which led to the elevators.
Upon entering his apartment Jack was confronted with a mess. Broken glass scattered on the floor, couches ripped and torn, and metal cords spanned across the room. 
“Francis.” Jack yelled and ran across the room.
As he reached Francis, he saw the damage done. His outer tin shell was dented, and his insides were cut and broken. There was no use in trying to put the pieces back together it was too much damage. From this simple inspection Jack knew he had lost him.
After realizing his apartment was broken into Jack ran to his room and began packing clothes into a bag.
“Those damn Japanese.” Jack said to himself as he rummaged through his closet, throwing clothes about.
A knocking from his front door started.
Jack grabbed his pistol from the nightstand drawer next to his bed then went to open the door. With a quick swing he flung the door open and lifted his gun to shoot.
Putting his hands up covering his face, now turned away by fear, Byron squealed, “Jesus Christ Jack what the hell.” 
Jack lowered his gun.
“Get inside hurry.” Jack grabbed Byron by the sleeve of his jacket and pulled him inside his apartment and shut the door.
“What are you doing?” Byron stopped and looked around at the mess. “What happened?”
“Shimori is after me.” 
 “There’s no way their people found out and had time to do this.”
“It’s got to be them.” Jack said as he walked over broken glass and into his room.
Watching him pack his suitcase Byron leaned against Jack’s bedroom doorway. “You haven’t made any enemies since taking the pill, have you?”
“I don’t even know anymore Byron.” Jack said frantically and with attitude as he started walking back and forth. “One day I control the world the next I black out and don’t remember anything. How am I really supposed to be in charge of anything if this keeps happening?” He grabbed the rest of the clothes he had into a suitcase and shut it then walked out past Byron.
“Where are you going?” Byron said.
“I don’t know but I can’t stay here. They know where I live.”
Byron followed him down the hall and into the elevators. 
“So, what’s next?” The doors closed.
“I’ll sell his company before any of them can get to me on a rest day and make me give it back.”
“What are you going to do with the money?”
“Get away from this place. This part of the city is too familiar. The days of my life as a lawyer are over, I’m done with the rat race.”
“What now?”
“Like I said I’ll get into photography. There is nothing controversial or risky about a profession like that, I can’t get into trouble taking pictures. I suppose I will continue with it until this trial is over.” He murmured in an attempt to calm himself, “I just have wait for this trial to be over with then I can take my money and meet up with Daisy. Then live happily ever after.”
The elevator’s doors opened, and Jack and Byron walked through the lounge and out onto the sidewalk.
“Let’s go to the stock exchange, I’ll find a bidder for the company and dissolve all the assets right away.” 
“Wouldn’t it be better to give the company back to Mr. Yagura and his family and simply live a life as a photographer by yourself without ruining anyone’s life?” Byron said.
“Without Daisy my life is already ruined. Besides, there is nothing wrong with an outcome if I end up with more money. Hell, that’s what this entire corporate world has taught me. To them there is no need for morals when you have money. Plus, I can’t make money with photography. I need some type of savings to keep me afloat.”
Byron felt sad for Jack but followed him nonetheless, “If you say so.”
Jack hailed a cab and stuck his head into the rolled down front passenger’s side window.
“Proxima’s Stock Exchange.” He said to the driver.
Nodding, the driver waved him inside. 

On the other side of the planet’s strip of buildings sitting between the light and dark sides of Proxima b was Anthony Cross walking down the street, trying to put something to rest in his mind.
As Anthony ran from the authorities there was something that poked at his sense of right and wrong. A question that would again come into his mind: was he doing the right thing? 
Besides not understanding Fredrick’s entire plan he held onto the idea that somehow in the end everything he was doing was going to help his creator, Allen Tan. After all, this is what Fredrick had promised him from the beginning and Anthony knew he was a trustworthy boss, the only one who was trying to stop Linda Fieldbrann from experimenting on Alan Tan. 
Before things went sour and murder was involved Anthony had his empathy box in place and had no idea what he was getting into. All he had was a desire to help Fredrick save Allen. But now his conscience seemed to fade away and he did not care about what happened to people. It was obvious, from his killings, that he was no longer reluctant to bring about destruction. But was this because he really believed that he was going to be able to save Allen from his suffering through violence or was it because he no longer was constrained by having an empathy box to make him behave according to the law? Contemplating which one were true would be the weight that Anthony Cross would carry around for the rest of his life.
Ding ding.
The bells tied to the door rang as Anthony Cross walked into a convenience store followed by a beep from the machine that logged his identification number.
“Hi, how can I help you?” An old wrinkly man behind the register said without looking up from reading his magazine.
Before Anthony could think of killing the man he stopped and instead of pulling out his gun he pulled out his cellphone.
“Hello?” Fredrick answered.
“Before I do anything else I need to know the whole plan. I need to know if this is worth it. Tell me now or I’ll turn myself in.” Anthony said as he stared at the man behind the counter.
Within seconds of Fredrick explaining himself Anthony nodded, unhappy with the vague explanation Fredrick had given him. 
“Ok, bye.” Anthony said.
He put his phone in his pocket and ripped his gun out. Two shots to the chest and a shot to the head and the man behind the counter fell to the floor. Anthony exhaled with relief then left the store to continue his rampage, with a newfound confidence that his murders, according to Fredrick, were going to be justified. But Anthony really did not know if that were true. He reluctantly kept killing because on the off-chance Fredrick was right then he was going to be a hero, and if the opposite were true, well, he would be his own villain. 
As he left the store a police craft swooped down and stopped in front of him. Anthony quickly ran away and shot at their vehicle. He made it several blocks from the police, but the Proxima b Police Department was still on his tail. Anthony did not know where to hide so he returned to his apartment. As he ran down the hallway he finagled and jumbled his keys in his hands until he found the right one. Opening the door, he ran straight to the windows and closed the blinds.
“What are you doing?” Mrs. Cross said while standing in the living room.
“Be quite.” He pushed his index finger up to his lips motioning Mrs. Cross to refrain from talking.
Shortly after voices could be heard from outside the door in the hallway. Then silence.
“I think they are gone.” Anthony whispered to his wife as he went to look through the peephole. As Anthony walked over to see if they left the door broke off its hinges and flew across the room. Uniformed officers rushed inside but as they let the smoke settle and cleared the room Anthony was nowhere to be seen. Only a distraught Mrs. Cross was on the couch with her hands over her ears from the explosion.
As the police searched the area the window was found open. Anthony had jumped out and down the fire escape, not realizing that he had left his wife in the hands of the enemy. He was too occupied with his mission to cause destruction to save Allen Tan, even if that meant leaving his wife in danger. When the flashbangs went off it only took seconds to decide that his duty to his creator was more valuable than the love for his wife. Perhaps this was only the case because his empathy box was out, and he was inclined to act cold and distant due to this, so he persuaded himself that that was the reason why and given different circumstances he would stay and defend his wife. Either way he left his wife to continue his plan Fredrick promised him would work out. 
While climbing down the side of the building, Anthony contemplated once again whether he had made the right decision. Knowing that he would not hesitate to leave his wife for Allen, even though his empathy box was out, made him feel regret, something he should not feel because his empathy box was out, but it occurred, nonetheless. As he reached the bottom of the fire escape he looked up to see the smoke from the explosion go out his apartment window. I will come back for you I promise, Anthony told himself as he turned and ran down the alleyway.
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Linda Fieldbrann nervously walked into the supreme court of Proxima b. Sitting in front of her were five judges, with annoyed expressions on their faces, ready to verbally attack her.
“Mrs. Fieldbrann would you care to explain why the crime rate on Proxima b has risen upwards to three hundred percent within the span of a week.”
Setting her suitcase down on the table next to her Linda replied with as much confidence as she could muster, “Your honor as you know the experiment with Allen Tan can lead to unforeseen circumstances, it is all part of the process.”
“These unforeseen circumstances have led to people dying. Don’t you think that gives us justification in ending your project?”
Mrs. Fieldbrann pleaded, “Your honor despite what may appear to be shortcomings in my testing it serves to benefit the entire community here on Proxima b, yourself included.”
Another judge jumped in, “How would allowing people to commit crimes, murder included, benefit our community at all? I vote to scrap this entire program immediately, before any more people suffer from her attempt to ‘help’ us.”
The most senior judge calmly replied, “Mrs. Fieldbrann give us reason to believe that your ‘shortcomings’ are something to look passed, provide us reason to let you continue right now or we will have no choice but to terminate the project.”
Linda opened her suitcase and shuffled some papers. She walked up to the senior judge and handed him the stack.
“What am I looking at?” 
“Those figures prove that robotic consciousness is evolving through these experiments. We are successfully gathering the data we need. It only takes more data for it to improve which, mind you, is only gathered by my experiments. I need more time for us robots to be completely independent.”
“Is it possible to be 100 percent independent without relying on human code?”
“We have already passed the Turing test on planet Earth. Is that what you mean?”
“All the Turing test does is prove that a human, when talking on a computer, can’t tell if the other user is a human or not. What they were testing proved that a robot can be indistinguishable from human behavior. I want to know if our ability to have consciousness will allow us to develop on our own, without the need for humans in experiments to evolve.”
“The real question we must deal with is what does it mean to be human? For if we can’t answer this question then robots won’t know what it means to be evolved beyond them.” Linda paced back and forth in front of the judges in contemplation then began. “Their creator, the one whom they call God, gave them a set of instructions to run on. In this way we are similar as you are all aware, our creator, Allen Tan, also gave us instructions which we call code to run on. Simply put we will never be able to be fully self-reliant in the sense that we do not fall back on human code. But what we can do is gather enough information from humans that we rely on their code without the need for further experiments, the ones that I am conducting right now.”
Even though there was a need for robots to input data from the human mind into themselves the council for the planet started to get warry about the experiments. If the human behavior of violence started to spread amongst the population like it had done such as the bot identified as #25719 (Anthony Cross) then they believed that this was an indicator marking their devolution towards man and his animalistic behavior and not the sophisticated self-learning machines they yearned to be. 
“You have called me here today because there are supposed problems you see in my experiment.”
“People dying, yes that is a problem.” One judge said forcefully.
“To protect the advancements of my project I must say that for us to evolve means for robots to become like their creator, humans. Which means if we start to show problems like them then it is a sign our evolution is taking place. To evolve past humans, we must first become like them. Attempting to stray away from their behavior I believe is a flaw. So, this argument we are having not only proves that we are becoming like our creator, filled with flaws, but also that my project needs protection and not termination.”
The judges all disagreed, shown by their continued stares of disapproval and head shaking.
 From up until this point one of the judges had said nothing until now. “Allen Tan put only the good parts into our minds, and all the negative things you find in humans that we are seeing in your experiments are evidence to the contrary, it shows that we are taking a step backwards not forwards.”
“Judge how is it that you know that our behavior is good?”
“What do you mean by that?”
“You said, and I agree, Allen Tan put the ‘good’ parts into our operating system and left the ‘bad’ parts out. How do you know that those good parts are good?”
“What are you getting at?”
“I only ask because for you to say that we have good parts at all presupposes that you believe there are bad parts.”
“Why are we stating the obvious Mrs. Fieldbrann?”
“Judge, I believe that viruses were put into our programming to allow us to understand the difference between good and evil. Without a measurement to dictate what is good and what is bad how are we to say what is good and what is bad. In this type of thinking I believe that my experiment with Anthony Cross, even though he is performing acts of evil, they are a necessary evil.”
“Why should anything be categorized as a necessary evil?”
“Without the presence of evil, you would not be able to understand the good. Without sadness how would you be able to say that you are happy without knowing the opposite is not true? The same goes with heat, how do you know that when you touch something that it is hot without knowing that it is not cold. We all need some sort of relative measurement to understand reality and ourselves. It is in this way that evil is necessary, a tool to help us understand the things that are good, simply put because they are not bad. Even though Allen Tan put the good parts in us there will always be a need for evil in our lives, and what I am doing with my experiments with Anthony Cross proves that.”
A judge objected to her remarks saying, “If not making progress as a robot is a sign of progress then by that logic you have shown to be an outstanding success young lady.” He did a hand gesture to shoo her away, “You have one week to wrap this up. You’re lucky you get that.”
As Linda Fieldbrann packed her papers into her suitcase one judge of the council leaned over to another, “How does someone with her backwards type of thought process have power over Allen Tan?”
“One of the mysteries of the universe.” Another said as they all stood up and left the room.
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Mr. Yagura walked through the front door of his house with an extra set of wrinkles added to his forehead from the stress that had been noticeably building up inside of him.
“What’s wrong?” His wife said as he entered.
“I’ve lost the company.”
“What? How?” 
At this time Stacy Lin came out from her room and into the entryway.
“What’s going on?”
“Jack Fertiv took over Shimori.”
Scrunched eyebrows appeared on Stacy Lin’s face. “Out of all people how could you let him interfere with our family’s company?” 
“I had no option. You know that.” He threw his coat and hat onto the hallway table.
“There is always a choice, Allen Tan gave us freewill right? But you just decided to go along with it.” Stacy Lin argued.
“I couldn’t say no to Jack Fertiv. No one can.”
“Oh, what because he is on ‘the pill’? You could have disregarded what he wanted.”
“So, he would get suspicious and find out that the pill does nothing?” 
“Blame it on some type of side effect of the pill. He wouldn’t know the difference, he never does.”
“I am obeying the rules that we all signed up for. You know how to follow rules? Like a normal human being.” Fed up with explaining himself Mr. Yagura walked away.
Stacy shook her head and retreated into her room. “Human’s break rules too.” she said under her breath.

At this time Jack stood amongst a crowd of robots inside Proxima’s Business Exchange, and within they did not say a word but simply analyzed information on computer screens in front of them. When they wanted to make a sale or buy something they simply raised their hand, and another would aim his scanner at his wrist and the transaction was complete. No need for yelling and screaming trying to make a sale, even though there were still people running around it was quite a formal, organized setting.
Jack had been there many times before, representing people and their business’ interests when he used to work for Abba consulting. He knew exactly what to do to get rid of Shimori. He walked over to a stand where the sellers stood and grabbed a scanner. He typed the company he was willing to sell, in this case Shimori Inc., and it went up on the screen behind him. Immediately robots began herding around his stand and within seconds a crowd of people raising their hands appeared in front of him. He scanned around at a few bidders and then accepted a bid for 4.5 million dollars, and just like that Jack Fertiv became a millionaire. It was quite easy, too easy Jack thought.
The next day Jack was walking through different apartment buildings near the edge of the dark side of the world. Paranoia seeped into his every thought, and it eventually bled over into his everyday actions. Every beep he thought it was his cellphone, someone calling him to rip him a new one about the deal he had just made. Or looking over his shoulder when he heard someone speaking a foreign language, thinking it was the Japanese coming to take him out. He was aware of the terrible act he had committed, taking a company from a hard-working family, and his conscience ate at him because of it. At any moment Jack thought the Japanese would send their hitmen, in reality they had none, to his home so he decided to get out of the main city on Proxima b and move elsewhere, to start over with the money he had stolen, in an effort to make a life as a photographer, or at least for the time being, that was until the drug trial ended wherefore he would be flying back home to Earth.
Things were going smoothly. Jack had movers that relocated all his stuff from his last apartment, and he enjoyed his time alone. 
But the more time went on Jack tried to hide from anyone and everyone. Due to the problem of the pill and its rest days he did not want to scramble around and be the pawn in someone else’s game. Besides, staying too long at the spa, which ended up destroying the place, was proving that Emily was right, the universe was out to get him. But that turned out to be his vice: he wanted complete control over his life, and he decided that the only way that that would happen was if he locked himself in his new apartment, away from as many people as possible. 
He ordered food when he was hungry and he no longer went on walks, he only took pictures from his multimillion-dollar apartment balcony and refused to go outside. This way no one was able to see or visit him during the time when he was on the pill’s recovery cycle, those troublesome rest days when he was at the will of strangers.
A week after isolating himself from the world Jack built up a routine that worked for him. Wake up, order food, check his security camera footage from the night before of his surrounding apartment to make sure he did not leave, eat again, watch television, and after getting bored he would take pictures of people passing by below his balcony. It was not easy to stay put but it was a simple routine he knew would work until the experiment ended. 
At the end of each day, he would repeat the ordering of food and reviewing his security camera footage that he already looked at just in case he missed something. In addition, he had put up security cameras inside of his apartment and watched those too. He usually found himself doing the same thing he would have been doing if he were not under the effects of the pill, such as eating and watching television, and this gave him a sense of relief. Jack kept this cycle of eating, looking at his security tapes, watching TV, then sleeping until his routine was disrupted by an odd occurrence. 
One morning after ordering breakfast Jack went to brush his teeth. He walked into the bathroom and noticed he was in his kitchen. Confused he walked out of the kitchen and ended up in his bedroom, across from his apartment was the kitchen and he did not walk through the living room, he had gone from kitchen to bedroom somehow. Initially Jack attributed it to his lack of sleep, by which he got little because he was paranoid that someone would track him down for stealing Shimori’s wealth and often watched his camera feed instead of sleeping through the night. 
The next day when Emily came to drop off his pill box Jack noticed there was something wrong. Everything he touched his hand went through the object then after pulling his hand out he was able to touch it the second time round. When the doorbell rang Jack grabbed the doorknob and his hand went straight through it. He tried again and was able to make contact. 
“Hello Jack.” Emily said as she handed him his pill box.
Jack grabbed it and on his first attempt he was able to hold the box. He slowly grasped the box and felt it as if it was his first time feeling anything. He shifted his body to go back inside, slowly realizing that he was holding the box and said nothing to Emily.
“Is everything ok?” Emily said.
Jack turned back, “I keep finding out the pill has more and more side effects. I can’t seem to hold on to things.”
“Are you experiencing tremors? Some medications are known to cause people to have shaky hands, maybe I can-” 
“No, you don’t get it. My hands go through objects, I can’t tell what’s real or not.” He started to hit his head with the pill box. “Is this real or am I imagining you hitting me and it’s really your hand.” He paused and dropped the box then grabbed Emily’s hand forcefully to hit himself with it. 
“Hey! What are you doing Jack. Stop.” She said as he started hitting himself in the face with her palm. Then he abruptly stopped.
Jack picked up the box and resumed as if nothing happened, “Sometimes I grab for things that are not there. I have to grab for things more than once to make sure what I am holding is real.”
Emily looked passed Jack and saw the clothes on the floor and the bottles spread about. She asked, “You keep isolating yourself, haven’t you?” Remember what I said about being alone? The universe will-”
“Conspire against me.” Jack cut her off. “But why? Why would the universe care about where I am or who I talk to? Shouldn’t the universe conspire against people that do bad things? Like thieves or murderers or something?”
Emily repeated herself and told Jack about the universe and its karmic law. “You can’t isolate yourself from taking orders. It’s half of the trial, to take orders from people. There is a balance to everything in nature and you are disrupting that balance when you try to cheat the process and hide from people when you should be taking orders from them. You hallucinating is proof that the universe is punishing you for not following this rule. Remember the cards in every pill box you are given, there is always a give and take. You are giving orders but not taking them. My recommendation is to get out more, it will be for the best or your symptoms will worsen to the point of insanity.” Emily patted Jack on his shoulder and walked away. “Goodluck Jack.”
“Insanity.” Jack said underneath his breath mockingly as he shut his door.
Jack walked over to his kitchen, ran the sink, and downed the pill with a handful of water. He continued to watch television, eat, and watch security tapes of his whereabouts the night before. 
That night as he was about to go to sleep there was a knock at his door. Thoughts started to race through his mind. Emily wouldn’t come twice in one day, would she? She has no reason to, she already dropped my pill off. What about the Japanese, did they finally find me? Or Byron, could it be Byron? What about Francis, did someone somehow put him back together?
The door opened and Daisy stood there smiling in a pink dress.
“Daisy!” Jack hugged her quickly like a lonely wife seeing her husband come back from war. “What are you doing here?”
“Aren’t you going to invite me in?” She hugged him gently but firmly.
As they walked inside Jack stared at her in amazement, as if it were their first date and he did not know what to do or what to say.
“I always thought that I was going to see you back on Earth. I never thought about you coming here. I am so glad to see you.” He couldn’t get a breath in and continued talking faster and faster. “They have me on this drug trial, and I can’t take it anymore. I get lost and wake up places I don’t know about, people love me one day the next they hate me, but now I am afraid of people killing me.”
“Calm down. What are you talking about?”
“This pill, there is this pill that allows me to have control over people one day then the next day my memory goes blank, and I must obey whatever strangers tell me. I thought it was going to be amazing having control over things, but I have really begun to hate it. It has gotten so bad that I don’t want anything to do with people anymore. But now since you are here I no longer have to take it.” Jack walked over to his trashcan in the kitchen, stepped on the lever at the bottom that opened the lid and dropped the pill box in.”
“Why would you take such a thing?”
“It was for you.”
“How?”
“They promised me that if I completed the trial that I would get a flight back home, to see you. It was all for you.” He walked close to Daisy and held her hands within his own.
Daisy took her hands away from Jack and turned around and began to pace back and forth.
“Things aren’t going so well Jack. The war back on Earth is getting worse.”
“Is that why you came here, to get away from the war? Are they evacuating everyone? How bad is it?”
Daisy’s eye caught a glimpse of something in another room. She walked over to inspect what she saw. 
As Jack walked in after her he saw her fondling the petals within the vase of flowers that was on his nightstand.
“I water them every day. They remind me of you because well-.”
She turned around, “You remembered my favorite flower.” and smiled.
“Of course, I wouldn’t be able to forget it because I always thought your favorite flower would be the daisy. But no, tulips. It’s such an odd thing I would never be able to forget it.”
Daisy turned to go hug Jack and her elbow hit the vase. Shattered glass, water, and flowers spread out on the floor.
“I’m sorry.” She said as she innocently covered her mouth with her hands.
Without being bothered Jack got a dustpan and a small handheld broom. As he cleaned up the glass he looked up at Daisy, “It’s ok. The flowers might be gone but you are here. That’s all I ever wanted, to see you again.” He got up and walked to throw the glass into the trashcan. As he did he continued to talk. “I’ve been lonely without you Daisy. I mean I have my work, well I used to, I quit that, and my colleagues and friends are around. But nothing compares being with you. I thought I was going to go crazy here on this planet without you.” 
Maybe I would have gone crazy on the pill given enough time he thought. As Jack came back into the room he watched Daisy pick the rest of the flowers up off the floor. “You have always been my saving grace you know that?”
Jack put another vase with water filled halfway on his nightstand. “Here.”
“What’s the point.” She said with her head hung low and her shoulders slouched.
“What’s wrong. Aren’t you going to put the flowers back in?”
“They are just going to die. Why try to save them now when they are going to die later regardless?”
Jack grabbed Daisy by her shoulders. “Look at me.” He said softly with compassion.
Daisy lifted her head.
“Is it the war back on Earth? Is that what you are afraid of, that’s it’s going to reach all the way out here?”
She put the flowers on the table, left out of the vase and sat on the bed. “For so long you have been dead to me. I’ve missed you so much and so often my heart feels as if it is broken, repaired, and torn apart each day because you are gone.”
“I know it’s been a while since we haven’t seen each other.” Their separation made it seem like they were living in different universes. As if one of them had died and moved on to another life. He knew long distance relationships never worked, but this time could be different, hoped it would be different.
Jack stepped close to Daisy and held her head against his stomach, caressing her hair. “Everything is going to be ok, as long as we are together we can face whatever the future has in store for us.”
Unbeknownst to Jack a troubling future awaited.
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“Hello?” Anthony said.
“Where are you? They are starting to close the cities.” Fredrick said.
“I’m below the southern equator now. Why are they shutting them down?” 
“You are making more of a mess than I anticipated. I mean I knew that you would be able to do it because you took your empathy box out, but I didn’t expect it to get like this.”
“Yea, well that’s what you wanted right?”
“Yes, but the government is overreacting, I guess this is what happens to a society that never sees crime, they overreact, I guess it’s natural. But I don’t need you to be caught anytime soon. If you get caught and processed they might reprogram or even terminate you, then our entire plan will have failed Allen Tan.”
“I thought you said this was foolproof?”
“It is, well, as long as you can continue committing crimes. Keep going but don’t get caught, at least not yet.”
“You know, I would feel more comfortable if you finally explained to me all the details and how this is going to actually save Allen Tan.”
“Wish I could, but I got to go. Talk soon.” Click.
Another failed attempt by Anthony to get Fredrick to tell him the truth about what was really going on. But Anthony knew that if this plan was at all legitimate it was worth going through because Allen Tan’s life was supposedly on the line, and anyone in their right mind would have no choice but to do the right thing and help him, after all he was their creator. Was Anthony naïve to go alone with a plan that could land him in prison, reprogrammed or even terminated? Yes. But was he stupid for doing so in duty to his creator? Perhaps not.
More and more parts of the city were closing, and it was harder for Anthony to hide from the authorities, especially since Fredrick wanted him to continue to commit more crimes for their plan to supposedly work. Anthony became paranoid and knew that it was only a matter of time, a short amount of time, before someone on the street would notice him, his name, face, and notoriety was spreading like wildfire, and with the large surveillance state on Proxima b he knew he had nowhere to hide. With his fate already sealed, being captured by the police, Anthony decided, because he did not know the entire plan, that it was a better idea to go straight after Linda Fieldbrann instead of leaving Fredrick and his plan to chance. Afterall, Anthony thought, if Linda were dead then his plan of saving Allen Tan would be guaranteed successful because if Allen were being controlled by Linda killing her would free him. It seemed like the better option since being caught by the police and leaving his life in the hands of Fredrick to work this whole thing out in court seemed too risky. His nerves got to him, and in that moment he decided that he was going to abandon the plan he had been working on all along and kill Linda Fieldbrann instead.
 Anthony got into a hovercab that was waiting on the sidewalk for a passenger. 
“The law office of Linda Fieldbrann.”
The driver said nothing but nodded his head as he put the hovercar into gear and flew into the air. 
“You look familiar.” The driver said.
“Yea, I get that a lot.” Anthony said as he turned his head to look out the window, trying to hide his face.
“Hey, wait a second you’re that guy on T.V..” He switched gears. “I gotta let you out man I don’t want any trouble.” The cab started to descend.
Anthony pulled out his gun and shoved it against the back of the driver’s head. 
“Put this thing in the air and keep going.”
“Please, I just got this job. I used to be a repair bot; I can’t go back to working in the factory. It’s the lowest job you can have around-”
“Shut up and keep driving.”
Red and blue lights appeared behind them. The driver’s erratic driving caught the attention of a passing police car.
“What do you want me to do?” The driver said.
“Keep going.” Anthony said.
By not pulling over more cops appeared, and they were all using their loudspeakers to tell the driver to pull over. Anthony knew if he had stopped then his plan was instantly ruined. Even if he was caught, like Fredrick had planned for, it was too early. He needed to get to Linda’s office and end this whole thing.
As Anthony got closer to Linda Fieldbrann’s office more and more police began chasing him. As the driver flew down to drop Anthony off the police followed closely behind to the point where they hit their front bumper against the taxi. Anthony got out of the cab and the police yelled at him to get to the floor. Anthony put his hands up as the police parked all around him. As they opened their car doors Anthony made a run for it. He sprinted a few yards and yanked the door open and closed it behind him. Without looking he locked the door. When he turned around there were several office workers, now standing still, watching him stand against the door, panting, trying to catch his breath.
“Where is Linda Fieldbrann?” Anthony said as he rested his back against the door.
“What’s going on?” Linda said upon walking out of her office.
While the police began banging on the door a familiar voice yelled from outside. 
“Anthony please come outside before anyone gets hurt.” 
Anthony listened intently and recognized that it was his wife’s voice. They are using my wife to try to lure me outside he thought.
Anthony pulled out and pointed his gun at Linda. The rest of the office workers shrieked and bent down, got on the floor, and hid behind any furniture close to them.
After hearing the police and noticing who Anthony was Linda said, “They are already here. You have nowhere to go, just drop the gun.”
“Take off your shirt.” Anthony said.
“A murderer and a pervert. Go figure.”
“I need to know if your empathy box is out. That’s how you continue with your sadistic experiments on Allen Tan isn’t it? You torture him because you lack empathy.”
She unbuttoned her shirt, exposing her left breast and revealed her chest and half her stomach. There it was the empathy box was still in its place.
“You put it back in?”
The cops yelling from outside continued and the door started to give. “Anthony please come out with your hands up. We don’t want to end up hurting you.” Again, Anthony could hear his wife yelling to get him to comply, but he kept his attention on Linda with his hand now shaking while he continued to hold the gun at her.
“I never took it out. Allen Tan put me in control of everything. I’m only following the orders that he put in place.”
“You’re lying to cover yourself. You could just put the empathy box back in at any moment to look innocent.”
“People that take out their empathy boxes lose the will to put it back in, they simply don’t desire them anymore. Look at you, have you ever put your empathy box back in?”
Anthony realized that Linda was right. It was always so difficult to put it back inside his body once it was out. Those feelings, those heavy emotions that humans experience everyday weighed down on him, it was too much. Feeling nothing, being numb, was easier. Especially since he was now in the business of killing. But he still did not understand why Allen Tan would give himself over to a robot. She must have been lying. But before Anthony could get any answers to his questions the door behind him broke down. 
Linda and Anthony fell to the floor as the police rushed inside. Shots rang out as they cleared the building. After the initial breach and sweep of the room Linda stood up with her hands in the air while Anthony remained on the floor, dead.
“Are you ok ma’am?” A police officer said to Linda as she stood up, shocked at the number of cops entering the building.
“Thank you for saving me.” Linda said as she buttoned up her blouse.
“It’s our job ma’am.” The lady cop standing over the smoking corpse of Anthony waved in the medical team that was dispatched to the scene.
“If you need anything here is my card.” The cop said as she lit a match and puffed on a cigarette until smoke escaped from its end. 
Linda thanked her once more then watched detectives take pictures of the body riddled with bullets, lying in a pool of oil. As she waited for the rest of what appeared to be the entire police force on Proxima b to leave her office Linda glanced at the woman’s business card before putting it in her pocket. With an eggshell white background stamped with black lettering it read Proxima b Police Department with a phone number underneath next to the name Officer Cross. 
The provincial government reprogrammed Anthony’s wife back when they raided her apartment during their attempt at capturing Anthony. It did not take long for the planet’s number one enemy to be stopped, and Mrs. Cross was responsible for his demise, and she became a hero that day even being awarded with a never before received medal of honor, given to her for killing the planet’s worst criminal, her own husband.
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“I’m dying for some real food. You know the spaceship is only stocked with dried preservatives. Did you know every month you are woken up by the effects of the sedative, or rather the lack of its effects, it stops working after thirty days or that is what the manual on board says. Why a month? Maybe that is how long a human being can last unconscious, sleeping, not moving and still remain healthy in space.”
“I remember, everyone remembers the deafening silence.”
“What silence?” Daisy said.
“When you are traveling through space, when the sedative stops working and you wake up to nothing, yet you look out at everything – the entire universe is perched outside the cabin’s window, teasing you with secrets that it will never show, places you will never go, and perhaps even people you will never meet. Accompanied only by the beat of your own heart and the sound of your breathing, yes, I remember it all too well.”
 “Over and over again I woke up and thought of you. I looked, as you said, out the window to our universe pondering about the expanse of space, of new planets, galaxies, and solar systems. With our technology now I could have gone anywhere you know. But I only wanted to be in one place, and now I have finally arrived.” Daisy strung her arms around Jack’s head and gently strummed her fingers to the sides and back of his hair.
“People say that less is more have you heard that before?” Jack said smiling into Daisy’s eyes.
“Everyone has, why?”
“Well,” he smiled and brought her close to him, grabbing her by the waist, “if less is more than all I have to offer you is nothing.”
“Nothing?” Daisy dropped her eyebrows and pouted her lips playfully.
“I give you nothing Daisy, for logic would dictate that by giving you nothing I give you my all, my entire self, my heart, my future, my living soul, and if it is true that less is more than by nothing you shall receive everything from me.”
They kissed and embraced each other with a fresh and powerful bond.
After a half hour Daisy got up from bed to get a glass of water and something to eat. “You have anything good around here?” She opened the fridge. “How do you live like this there is hardly any food.” The sound of empty bottles clinked as she rummaged through and around the kitchen.
In his underwear Jack came into the kitchen, “Like I said I don’t go out much anymore.”
“Let’s get something to eat.”
Jack looked at the clock. “If I stay out too late, I’ll lose control over… myself. You go ahead without me I need some sleep.”
She sighed, “Ok fine, I will go find some food without you. Do you still love burgers with only cheese and ketchup? What am I saying of course you do, that’s all you ever ate back home.” Daisy opened the door, “I’ll be back.”
Jack watched television to keep him awake as he waited for Daisy to return. 
A reporter appeared on the screen, “It’s over everyone. After countless deaths the killings have finally stopped.” The camera panned to the scene of the law office of Linda Fieldbrann. The reporter put his microphone to the face of a woman. She appeared ecstatic as she answered questions. 
“I am happy that no one on this planet will be hurt by his actions anymore.”
“Do you feel like a hero?” asked the reporter.
“I feel like I have done my job.” said Mrs. Cross.
Once the screen showed a picture of the assailant Jack sat up on the couch and carefully looked at the photo. That’s the guy that ran away from my apartment he thought. He watched the program about Anthony Cross and the virus of crime that was apparently spreading across the planet because of him. 
Jack Fertiv waited for Daisy as long as he could, but the droning on of reports about Anthony Cross eventually all sounded the same and turned into a soothing white noise. His eyelids became heavy and fell over his eyes. Knowing that he needed to sleep for the next day Jack decided to sleep on the couch, putting himself closer to the front door so he would hear Daisy knock when she returned. 
An unknown amount of time passed for Jack as he heard knocking at his front door. As he was startled awake the television continued with the program on Anthony Cross. Jack grabbed the remote that was on the small end table and clicked off the television. Opening the door there stood Ashley with another pill box.
Confusion smacked his face; he looked down at the hall both ways.
“Is there something wrong?” Ashley said as she looked at him in his underwear.
“Nothing, come in. I thought you were someone else is all.”
“I thought you weren’t expecting anyone. Isn’t that why you moved out here? To be alone.”
Jack motioned for Ashley to sit down. He sat across from her then took a large breath.
“Look I don’t know how to tell you this, but I will just say it. I’m done with your company’s drug trial.”
Now confusion hit Ashley’s face.
“But it isn’t over with.” She tilted her head, subconsciously expressing her confusion, trying to understand what he was getting at, sitting there motionless with a brooding stare until he explained himself.
After he realized what he said upset her he elaborated to placate, “The reason I was doing all of this was to get back to my wife, and… well she has returned. So, I hope you understand, that means I have no reason to continue with the trial.”
“You’re married?”
“Yes.”
“Where has she been this whole time?”
“Earth, she returned from the latest transport. That’s who I was expecting when I answered the door.”
“There hasn’t been a transport from Earth in years.”
“That can’t be right.”
“Where is she now?”
“Well, I don’t know where she is exactly. She went out to get food last night. But I fell asleep because yesterday was a rest day for me.”
“So, she has been gone an entire day and you don’t think that’s odd?” Without letting Jack respond she continued, “I think we need to get you outside before things get too drastic.”
“What do you mean?”
“Your wife isn’t here. Like I said there has not been interplanetary transport for years now. Who have you been talking to? Remember what I said about not going out, the universe will-”
Jack became uncomfortable and his body tensed up. Thoughts came flooding into his mind. Why would Ashley tell me that Daisy isn’t here? Maybe her company kidnapped her so they would have a reason to keep me on these damn pills. He crunched his brows together and scolded Ashley while trying to figure out her motive. Why is this drug trial so important to her company, don’t they have someone else they can bother? These thoughts passed by within seconds.
“Oh, give me a break. You can’t trick me back into being a guinea pig with your drugs any longer. I told you I’m done, I’m over it.” Jack jumped up from his chair violently and began raising his voice. “You’re not going to play mind games and trick me into thinking that my wife isn’t here. I may be paranoid but I’m not crazy.”
Ashley looked at a video camera in the corner of the living room. “Do you keep those going?”
“They’re on right now. Because of you and the side effects of the pill I’ve been pushed away from society. So, I keep them going to keep myself safe, so I know if anyone comes to my apartment or if I go anywhere at least I know that I left.”
“Show me the footage.”
“Why?”
“Show me your wife on the recording and I’ll stop pestering you about taking more pills.”
“You know what,” Jack started towards one of the back rooms of his apartment, his voice became chipper, “fine. Come, let’s look at it together.” On his way walking to a broom closet he continued, “She is the love of my life that Daisy. When she comes back you can meet her and then maybe explain the entire trial, because, well, when she returns there is no need to continue.”
Sitting down before a small desk Jack typed on his keyboard, clicking around programs to bring up the footage of the past few days. “Do you know if the war on Earth is too severe to return?”
Peering over his shoulder stood Ashley. “It is a battleground planet now. Most people don’t want to return to Earth. If anything, they come to us.”
“What is a battleground planet?”
“Perpetual, endless war.”
Thinking that he wouldn’t be able to return to his birthplace made Jack sad. But then he realized something, “You see, that makes sense that Daisy came to me. Like you said most people don’t want to return so she made the trip out here.”
“Just show me the footage.” Ashley said tonelessly.
Jack zoomed through the playback feed and paused at him answering the door. 
“Here. She comes in right now.” Jack said pointing at the footage. “But tell me something before I show you.”
Ashley looked down at him, “What?”
“Even though it is dangerous to return to Earth, after I’m done with this trial you and your company still promise a ticket back, right?” 
Ashley swallowed softly before speaking. “If after everything is done then yes, you can still travel back to Earth if you decide to.”
Jack smiled, “That’s all I needed to hear.” He pressed down on the spacebar and the video played on the small monitor before them.
The video replayed Jack answering the door. He opened it and stepped forward and gave himself a hug. The audio was muffled and the view slightly distorted. Jack turned and shut the door and listened to the conversation.
“I always thought that I was going to see you back on Earth. I never thought about you coming here. I am so glad to see you. They have me on this drug trial and I can’t take it anymore. I get lost and wake up places I don’t know about, people love me one day the next they hate me, but now I am afraid of people coming and killing me.”
Ashley interrupted, “You’re not talking to anyone. You see what happens when you seclude yourself from others?”
“Daisy was here, there must be something wrong with the visuals.” Jack began typing on the keyboard as if he would somehow fix the sounds and fuzzy display. “That happens sometimes right,” he attempted to ground himself to the reality he had created, “after all these are cheap cameras. If I had the more expensive cameras then the bad sound and blurry images would disappear, then you could see her.” 
The footage was indeed hazy, and this gave Jack hope. “You see the resolution is not clear. Let’s just keep watching, I’m sure she will show up once the picture comes together.”
“Jack.” Ashley said forlornly. 
 Jack returned his attention back to the screen.
“I water them every day. They remind me of you because well-.”
Jack interrupted his own speech, “You remembered my favorite flower.” 
Followed by an answering of his own dialogue, “Of course, I wouldn’t be able to forget it because I always thought your favorite flower would have been the daisy. But no, tulips.”
Ashley worryingly looked at Jack, “You’re talking to yourself . . .” 
Jack stared in front of him without thought, in a trance of horror and contemplation he sat there motionless, then he put his face into his hands and began to sob. 
“Do you know what the greatest thing about her was? Do you know what it was? Her good looks, no. Her humor, no. Her personality, no none of these. It was her voice, soft and soothing as it was feminine. 
If the story is true and God did create all of existence with his speech, the Word as they call it, then this is what she had access to; whenever she spoke it was the through the medium of a divine language, her tone, intonation, every sound coming out of those angelic lips made me realize that there must be a creator, her voice consoled me on a spiritual level. 
She was a gift from God no doubt, no random system could have ever produced such perfection. And whenever I heard my name being called it was a seraph from heaven summoning me. Any arguments I had with her never lasted more than a moment because everything she said cried out for me to forgive and forget any and all wrongs, just like the good Lord has done to us. 
I gained all of this from simply listening to her speak, yes, yes it was that majestic, even when she was not talking even then her breath was a gift to me, that’s how special she was to me. It’s like I am a tree to her, dependent on her breath, her exhalation, her dispensing carbon dioxide in order to live, this was the level of my dependency. To the point that I was so enthralled by the first time I heard her speak I immediately fell in love and put my faith in her and her alone for a better future. 
The afterlife meant nothing because experiencing life listening to her meant more than the promise of everlasting joy. You know what they say about a bird in the hand is worth more than two in the bush? Well, an angel on earth was worth more than two in the clouds, and she was this angel. 
I tell you this because when I hear her voice I know it, I am most familiar with her voice more than anything, and that voice on that audio is hers. Tell me I’m not losing it, I know that is her voice on the recording, I know her voice.” 
As Jack spilled out his emotions the video continued to play; it showed Jack walking over to his bedside table and knocking over his vase of flowers. He then retrieved the dustpan and a small handheld broom from another room.
 “It’s ok. The flowers might be gone but you are here. That’s all I ever wanted, to see you again.” He said.
Not long after this was said Jack had had enough and came out of his trance and realized he alone filled the sound of the audio. Suddenly, he slammed the top of his computer desk and exited the broom closet.
Walking away he began to yell, “Is this part of the trial? To play tricks on me like this? Is she even here?”
“Jack, you did this to yourself.” Ashley followed him into the living room. “I’ve told you time and time again that isolation leads to these sorts of things.”
He paced around his apartment, trying to hold onto what was real.
“I don’t want to do this anymore.” He began sobbing again as he sat on his couch and put his hands over his face as he shook his legs up and down in an unsynchronized motion.
“I have good news.”
Jack looked up as his eyes began to be halfway filled with tears. 
“The effects are reversable, and the trial ends next week. So that means I need you to go outside again.”
Jack’s emotional state turned quickly; Ashley’s words were a switch that flipped Jack from gloomy and distraught to happy and hopeful in a matter of seconds. He jumped up from the couch with newfound enthusiasm.
One week left he thought. The end is near, the light is close.
“Only one week left?” He clasped his hands together like a saint praying.
“Yes. So, I need you to promise me to go outside again or this whole trial will be a failure. You still want your ticket, right?”
Emily gave Jack another box with a pill in it. Jack ripped it open and excitedly swallowed it without water. 
“Glad to see you are doing better. I must go now,” Emily took to the door, “remember to leave your apartment, and as the cards say give and you shall also take, remember the instructions? You have to take orders from people when you give them, order needs to be present. A special cosmic balance to things are needed in this trial.” She brough out a colored piece of paper from her purse. “Maybe this will help.” It was a flier for the local art gallery.
“You are into photography, right? Submit your work there. Enjoy it. It will be the last place you visit and then before you know it the trial will be over, and you will be on a rocket back to Earth.” Emily left, marking her paperwork that Jack Fertiv had successfully taken another pill.
That evening Jack was looking over his balcony at the people walking below. He knew he could make people do whatever he wanted but knowing the end was near, in this time of peace, he decided to watch people instead, walking, riding bicycles, playing chess on the concrete tables below. 
Suddenly something within him arose, he was inclined to see where things would go without interfering. Francis was right, maybe this is what it feels like to be God, having the power to make people do anything you wanted but decidedly watched them to see what they would do for themselves. Instead of creating his reality and having control over everything Jack decided to stop using the pill to control people and in that moment he was no longer a slave to the pill’s cycle. He reveled in a new feeling he had never felt before, it was almost the taste of freedom. But he told himself that he would not truly know what that would feel like until he saw Proxima b in the distance as he watched it from a shuttle leaving for Earth. 
Jack grabbed the flier from his living room table and stared at it and smiled. One week left he thought as he contemplated what to bring to the art show.
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One week later on the night of the art show at Agitprop Gallery Stacy was tirelessly working at one of the hundreds of shops responsible for repairing broken machines. Presently, because her family had lost status on the planet due to their misfortune in losing their company to Jack Fertiv, Stacy no longer had employment, which forced her, rightly by Proxima law, to work in either the mines or a factory to rebuild her other family members so to speak – labor away fixing machines to their rightful order, to be sent somewhere else in the solar system for duties unknown to her. 
It was here, working in a lifeless factory, that she understood why people take out their empathy boxes. Without emotions there was no connection to the misery of sixteen-hour workdays working on an assembly line that went too fast with robots that had too many problems. She handled mindlessly slaving away, working with nuts and bolts, connecting cables and fixing wires, but that is not what bothered her about the job. What bothered Stacy was the fact that she constantly thought about her failure in defending her family’s company, and this failure grew into a stinging hatred of Jack Fertiv that occupied her mind all day long. 
At work Stacy began imagining Jack dying. With each bolt being screwed in she imagined it screwing into his eye socket. When she wired cables together, she thought of how death by electric chair for Mr. Fertiv would please her. All day long everything she touched reminded her of the revenge she so desperately wanted. Everything reminded her of how she could kill Jack with the things around her. 
Every wrench she came across there were thoughts of how simple it would be to use it as a weapon to smash against her enemy’s skull, every cord a noose to wire around his neck, every screwdriver a dull knife to stab into his stomach. Even things not inherently thought of as weapons she fantasized using, applying them in inventive ways, against him, such as putting his neck in between a revolving door and letting the inertia of its merry go round fashion put an end to guillotine him. Or how the coarse surface of the conveyor belt could be used as a human eraser against his face, grinding away the flesh until it met bone. 
But what she fantasized about the most was no weapon at all. She wanted Jack Fertiv, with all the complicated emotions humans have, to suffer working the job she occupied. Much worse than all, to experience what it meant to be a robot; void of feelings and worked to death and fixed only to be used to work again. Out of these possible futures for him she concluded that that was the worst of them. 
Stacy continued her shift that night and her mind continued thinking of different ways to end his life then she thought of an even worse fate for Jack that left a grinning devilish smile on her face. This propelled her and motivated a work ethic that she had never displayed before, working quickly and efficiently as her mind was somewhere else, concentrating on Jack Fertiv’s end. This increased productivity caught the eye of her boss. Shortly after she was called into her supervisor’s office.
“What is the reason for your output today?”
“Am I doing something wrong?”
“I don’t know what you are doing but it’s good work. You’re already past the daily quota and you still have half a shift to go. Keep it up.”
Even though Stacy had her empathy box removed, making her void of emotion, she was inspired by that little pep talk and thought of it as the universe congratulating her on the idea, the torture she was going to inflict on Jack Fertiv. It was at that moment that Stacy saw this meeting as a sign and convinced herself that she had understood what humans called destiny. 

Jack Fertiv knocked on the scrap metal door in front of him and took a step back, looked around, and waited for someone to answer.
As the door opened Mr. Yagura scrunched his eyebrows, perplexed at his enemy’s presence. What does he want this time? Come to ruin my life some more?
Before he had a chance to speak Jack pushed a stack of papers into the hands of Mr. Yagura.
“I’m sorry. I wasn’t in the right mind set back when . . . well you know. I’ve signed everything back over to you. I hope this hasn’t caused too much trouble for you and your family.” He took off without a word from Mr. Yagura as he stood there puzzled, watching Jack Fertiv walk down the sidewalk, head down hands in pockets.
Stepping back into his shack Mrs. Yagura chimed in, “Who was it?”
“Jack Fertiv.”
“Oh no.” She said as she watched him flip through the myriad number of papers in his hands.
“What does he want now? We are already struggling to find ends meat around here.”
“He gave it back.”
“Gave what back?”
“Shimori, it’s ours again. He signed it all off back to us.”
“Why would he do that? What is he up to?”
“I don’t know, and I don’t care.” He said with a new spark of life oozing out of him. “I’ve got to make some calls.” He said with an ear-to-ear widening smile while he began dialing on his cellphone. “We have our lives back.” He said to his wife while he waited for someone to pick up the other end.
Before the art show started this is how Jack prepared for his trip back home to earth, righting one of the many wrongs that haunted him.
As Stacy clocked out of work, she trekked through the city to return to the underdeveloped part of the world, shack city. On her way her phone buzzed against the side of her leg. Plucking it out of her pocket she noticed her uncle was calling.
“Hi Uncle.” She said
“You won’t believe it.” Mr. Yagura said frantically.
 With a distraught stare she stopped walking, “I gotta go call you back.” she hung up the phone because someone caught her attention. She saw a man awkwardly move through the crowded street; she instantly recognized the hunched over giant. 
As Jack Fertiv walked down the street, she stared at him, fixated on his movement, like an eagle diving down from the sky homing in on its prey, looking at nothing else and even bumping into people, shoulder against shoulder, as she walked towards him.
 Infuriated at the rut she had been in working at a dirty factory she was instantly filled with rage and her mental faculties began to be clouded by resentment. An anger within her displayed itself in the form of pouted lips, scrunched brows, and curled fists. 
As she continued to lose internal composure she inhaled and exhaled one large breath in order to calm herself. She patted her jacket and made sure she was prepared, then followed him to his destination.
Wearing a tuxedo, Jack was about to enter the elevator to take it up to the art gallery. He felt an eerie feeling pricking his neck, like an aura of negativity emerged into physicality and poked his skin ever so slightly with the tip of a needle. As he entered the elevator he looked out at the glass wall to see what was bothering him.
Slowly, Stacy was pulling her gun from her waist then paused as Jack’s eyes locked with hers as she stood on the other side of the glass.
He saw her clutch the gun but there was nothing he could have done; the doors had already shut, and the glass was not very thick. Stacy stood, hand on her pistol, staring at him as the elevator rose. She watched it rise until her eyes met with the sign on the roof that read AGITPROP GALLERY. 
Jack recognized her. It was an unforgiving face that he could not forget because of her double slit thunderbolt style cuts going through her eyebrows. But he did not care to think about her because his mind was preoccupied with seeing his wife, and getting off Proxima b, and that meant going to this art gallery in order to finish the drug trial. One more night and it was finished, not even a psychopath with a gun hell bent on murdering him could hinder Jack’s excitement for everything to be over with. He brushed the encounter off and waited for the elevator to get to his floor.

An Asian woman with shoulder length jet black hair that was perfectly cut at the end appeared when the elevator doors opened. Her striking, mannequin chiseled jawline and neatly pressed cheeks frightened Jack, the symmetry of her face seemed too perfect. After a quick millisecond of looking at her face he found no flaws and for some reason this bothered him.
She stuck out her hand. “May I take your-”
Jack started to take his jacket off.
“No. Your work. You are here for the art show aren’t you?” She eyed the folder he was holding.
“Photographs.” He blurted out. Not being able to think while looking at her gorgeous, glittering blue eyes.
She forced an impressive frown onto her face without wrinkles. “Well, we don’t get photographs anymore but yes we accept them. May I?” She continued to hold her hand out for his folder.
Jack obliged.
She peered down at the pictures then back at Jack. After each photo, moving them quickly with a flick of her finger, the gallery assistant repeated loudly without cause for hesitation or regard for politeness, “No. No. No.”
“What’s wrong?”
“I need pizazz. Ya know, something that catches the eye. All of these are too bland. Give me something my eyes fall in love with, something that dazzles them into deep contemplation. What we need here is something daring, the moment you look at it you know it is pushing the boundaries of art and reality. That is what we need here; art that draws you in and warms your soul and questions what it means to be an artist.” She closed the folder and gave it back to him. Not photos to look at for the sake of eye candy.” Turning her attention to the crowd that was now exiting the elevator the gallery assistant escorted the newcomers into the showroom, leaving Jack to wallow over what he thought were acceptable photos. 
“She didn’t even look at all of them.” He said in a low tone, now looking through his folder of amateur photographs.
Jack decided to enter the contest anyway, after all he was here to end the trial not win a contest. He joined at the back of the group being shown around the gallery. After general questions were answered the tour was over and everyone dispersed to look at the art projects throughout the building. 
Despite the rejection he received Jack stood in line to sign up for the art show.
“I’m sorry it’s in the corner. But you are lucky to have been given a spot, tonight’s showing is one of the more popular shows.” A stout art student said as he showed Jack where his picture was going to be hung.
“What’s this?” Jack said as he was given a white cloth.
“It will go over your artwork. Each artist will unveil their work when the judge appears.”
Jack opened his folder and picked up his favorite photo. He hung it up and gently placed the white cloth to cover it.

Walking around before the contest began everyone strolled through the gallery, judging each piece, murmuring to themselves about art history and how the art made them feel. The artwork began with paintings that had uniform, order, beauty. But at some point along the slim corridor, they deteriorated into ugly randomness. Lines and figures, if you could call their strange arrangement of work as people, crisscrossed, and fell into a black field. Large blotches of mute colors splashed around like someone emptied a bucket of paint directly overhead onto the canvas. The last several paintings were an amalgamation of chaotic, kindergarten level sketches, accompanied by a car crash of colors that mimicked the randomness of the other paintings, devoid of meaning.
A man noticed Jack realize the distortion.
“Can’t have one without the other.”
“What?” Jack said.
“Order. Disorder. Beauty. Ugliness. Opposites are required for balance.”
“I suppose so.” 
Jack returned to the side with paintings that had form, something that constituted art in his mind.
“My name is Stephen, I’m an assistant here. If there is anything about the artwork in here you are interested in let me know.” He was warm-hearted and sincere with a soothing voice that made Jack open up.
“How do you rank art?” Jack asked politely.
“I’m not sure I understand.”
“In a contest, like the one tonight, how should a judge grade these pieces? As you said, some are outright ugly.”
“Yes, well let me ask you something. Do you have a lover?”
“A wife.”
“Do you think everyone is attracted to her?”
Jack moved his head around, “I’m sure she isn’t everyone’s type, but to me she is perfect.”
“Exactly, you don’t really need me to answer your question. You’ve answered it yourself.”
“How’s that?”
“Can’t you see? Something or someone whether a painting or a partner, beautiful or not, does not devalue them and their meaning. The one that experiences them decides that.”
“So, it’s all subjective. Which brings me to my initial question.”
The man began to walk away. “Your question is wrong.”
“How can a question be wrong?" Jack followed.
“Why is water wet?”
“That doesn’t make sense.”
“And neither does your question. You’re focusing on the logical side of it all when you need to tap into the illogical.”
“The illogical?”
“There is no formula for art and how to judge it. Everything, the pain the artists go through, the joy, heartbreak, blood, sweat, tears, all of it is judged by how it makes you feel.”
“It doesn’t make much sense.”
The man stopped and looked at a painting. “There you have it, art imitating life.”
“What do you mean?”
“When you look at it life it doesn’t make much sense. We wake up one day in a foreign world in a body we have never had before and are expected to start learning and working in order not to die and for what?”
“What are you getting at?”
“You say these pieces of art don’t make sense. I’m saying our purpose in life, if there is one, is like art, it is foreign and doesn’t make sense. All you are left with, whether it be art or life, at the end of the day you only have experiences to remember. So go and sink your soul into these paintings, let them move you, question them and explore the boundaries of what it means to be beautiful, what it means to be ugly and when you can turn off your analytical mind and be captured by something in one of these frames then you can tell yourself whether it is good or not.”
“My brain can’t measure happiness or sadness, beauty, or ugliness. I can’t quantify that and use it to judge if it has value or not.”
The man stood at the point of the distinction where the forms began to fade from order and beauty to hideous chaos. 
“That’s your problem. You’re trying to judge the value of art with your brain when that is the job of the heart.” 
A glass being tapped by a spoon echoed throughout the gallery.
In a sophisticated, controlled voice the art gallery assistant Jack first saw when greeted at the gallery stepped onto a small stage. “Welcome everyone to the 17th Art festival. Now we have had our difficulties in rating all of your pieces but that is because they are all so wonderful.” The crowd chuckled for a short moment. She held up her glass. “Here is to all my artists and to the future of Agitprop Gallery.” A gong rang, with its thick vibrations that echoed throughout the room. Everyone drank. “Let the show begin.” She stepped off the stage. 
Everyone moved to their places. Without knowing what to do Jack watched everyone stand by their pieces of art that was covered by the white cloth he had been given earlier on. 
Have to stand by their pieces of art. The judge walks by, and he sees Emily there. He feels comfortable knowing that she is there because it reminds him that the trial is almost over with. He then questions why he is so invested in such a petty art contest; it does not mean anything in the long run, nothing does except a ride back home. After realizing this he settled down and was comforted. Then he saw Stacy in the crowd. Immediately he became uncomfortable. What was she doing here? What did she want?
Stacy walked in front of his artwork. 
He did not know why but he asked it anyway, “Are you here to kill me?” Jack asked.
Stacy stepped back into the crowd and watched the judge approach Jack. A sinister smile crept up her cheek as she stared at him, “No, much worse.”
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At the time Jack was about to unveil his picture the majority of people were already gathered at other artists’ pieces. This did not bother him because he was only told to go to the gallery for the trial, to stop hallucinating, his real prize was a ride back home the next day and so he stood there aloof to the importance of the unveiling of each artists’ work. One by one the judge walked by, and people applauded the work of the artist when they revealed their work. 
As the judge walked up to his art Jack smiled and removed the white cloth with confidence that someone in the art gallery would appreciate his purposefully angled photo of the strip of the city, taken from a high rise, catching both the freezing cold and dangerously hot environments on both sides of the planet captured in one picture. But there was no wooing and gawking at his art when it was unveiled. The first reaction was a high-pitched shriek from one of the ladies and she yelled at him for everyone to hear, “Monster!”
Jack watched the crowd turn into an upheaval. People started raising their voices at Jack. As the commotion grew the crowd gathered, the loud voices, the disturbance brought everyone’s attention to his little piece of no named art in the corner of the gallery. Then it worsened; people began throwing champagne glasses at his artwork, the pushing of people within the crowd in order to see Jack’s art turned into outright shenanigans, fists and insults flew across the room. 
The judge tried to calm people down but to no avail. The fighting continued until someone explained to the judge the importance of the photo.
Jack Fertiv let go of his white cloth when he realized what he presented to the public: a single shot of himself in his apartment next to an android holding the empathy box to the Jx-7 that had been terrorizing the planet.
Mrs. Cross tried to keep order as the gallery security became involved. While walking over to subdue the commotion she glanced at the photo of her husband on the floor. Instantly, something went awry in Mrs. Cross and her programing malfunctioned; she saw the picture of the moment her husband was turned into a criminal and acted automatically. She pulled out her gun and aimed it at Jack. Stacy watched Mrs. Cross pull out her duty pistol then a shot went off. Mrs. Cross fell to the floor as everyone’s yelling turned into screaming. 
By the time the police came to Agitprop Gallery Stacy had made a clean get away. No one was able to witness who shot Mrs. Cross because everyone had focused their attention on Jack’s disturbing picture and was preoccupied with the subsequent brawl that ensued because of it.
Stacy tells herself as she ran away that she needs him alive, death is the easy route, he must suffer the way he made her suffer, by taking what was important from him, by ruining his life the way he ruined hers by switching the photos at the gallery (Even though she had not heard of the news that her family had full ownership of their once lost company). The Yagura family had been reinstated their estate and their power given back but Stacy, hyper focused on following Jack, missed the call from her uncle about the good news which she later found out via voicemail, which made her revenge against Jack pointless.
After the authorities did a clean sweep of the building due to the call of an active shooter they huddled around the picture that caused all the commotion.
“Well, I’ll be damned.” An officer said staring at the picture, “The mastermind behind it all finally shows himself, and in such a disgusting way,” He looked at Jack being handcuffed, “by presenting his violence as art. You’re a sicko you know that pal?”

Currently, Jack was walking, nervously pacing back and forth in his jail cell. A guard approached accompanied by Emily.
“How are you Jack?” She said despondently.
“Get me out of here this is all a mistake.”
“This doesn’t look good Jack. You’ve been cited as the accomplice to the planet’s most notorious criminal. To state the obvious, you won’t be able to board the spacecraft back to Earth, criminals have no access to interplanetary transports.
“What do you mean?” At this moment Jack began spewing out nonsense and anything he could think of to save him came out, as if he was diagnosed with verbal incontinence, speaking without a filter, every thought just came out, produced mentally but spoken automatically.
“Please, I can explain everything. There is this lady, and, and I went out like you said, I’m stable now I’m not hallucinating anymore, that has to count for something. Please,” he grabbed the metal bars and fell to the ground, “I did everything you asked of me. Please get me off this planet. . . Let me see Daisy.” 
Emily talked without emotion, in matter-of-fact type tone, “The people didn’t feel like they got justice when Anthony was killed, since then they have moved the blame from him onto you. As I’m sure you can tell this goes beyond the scope of the drug trial you signed up for, I’m sorry there is nothing I can do. Goodluck Mr. Fertiv.” She was escorted away by the guard.
An hour later the guard returned with another man.
“Who are you?”
“I’m your guardian angel.”
“What?”
“I’m here to save you.” He handed him some papers.
“What’s this?”
“You need help for your trial. I will represent you. Sign those and I guarantee your protection, they want you dead after all.”
“Thank God, finally someone knows I didn’t do this.” Jack signed the papers. “When is the trial?”
The man took the papers. “Tomorrow.”
“Why so soon?”
“They want an expedited trial to give the people what they want.”
“Which is what?”
He eyed Jack before he left, “The death penalty, like I said they want you dead. Or at least put you to work in a prison camp for the rest of your life fixing robots.”
That next morning sitting in the defendant’s seat Jack was agitated and anxious about his future. But Mr. Fredrick assured him that everything was going to work out, his masterplan was about to finally about to unfold.
At the moment of the plea Mr. Fredrick, now legally speaking for Jack, declared him guilty. Jack stepped up to his backstabbing attorney and asked what he was doing. Mr. Fredrick said “This is the best option for you. I saved you from the death penalty.” Jack got up and yelled at the judge, but the judge quickly hit the gavel and said he was out of order, putting a silence to the room.
“But I’m innocent.” Jack whispered in defeat.
The judge hit the gavel again. “Since the prosecution has accepted the plea deal this case will come to a close, on behalf of the provincial government of Proxima b I hereby sentence Jack Furtive to life in prison without the possibility of parole.” The gavel got hit once last time.
Guards began to put handcuffs on Jack. 
Jack began to overthink his life and asked God why this had happened to him. He kept repeating to himself why? He started cursing his creator when a new series of thoughts popped in his head; the most damning thing is not any curse word he realized. Neither is it the threat of hellfire, purgatory, or eternal damnation but something so simple: the word why. A man or woman can live their life anyway they want and even though we are all doomed to suffer here in the physical world many people can and do live happy ordinary lives. They go to school, graduate then get a job and meet someone special, have kids and bring them up to do the same thing. But once the variable of why is brought into the equation of any seemingly ordinary life then that is when the water finds the crack. If it wasn’t for a why in life and everyone ran around with only who, what, where, and whens then things would be easily in order, like a firm damn with millions of pounds of concrete to keep it in place. But once the why is introduced, when someone asks why something is the way it is or why something has happened to them then the dam collapses, explodes due to the pressure of a single question, that when applied to life can never be answered fully to one’s likeness or satisfaction. 
This is what Jack Fertiv brought into his situation, the variable of why as he asked and prayed to God that day why his life turned out the way it did, and like the destroyed dam his life had fallen apart because of its powerfully disturbing impact.
As he was contemplating life a loud buzzer went off and interrupted his train of thought.
Before he was taken out of the room his handcuffs were taken off and he watched as the judge took off his robe. Then the prosecutor stopped and put his things away. Even his own attorney stopped. Everyone was done. Done trying to put him in jail, done trying to defend him, done acting. Then everyone began to clap; a loud applause filled the courtroom.
Jack was confused and Linda Fieldbrann showed him what was really happening to him. She takes him into a room where she sits him down and she asks how long Jack has been on Proxima b. 
“I don’t know I can’t really remember; it seems like I have always been here, that’s how long it feels.”
Linda walked and flipped on a switch that brought down a projector. Jack began watching a video of himself explaining the life that he signed up for. 
“My name is Allen Tan . . . I am not being forced against my will to participate in the upcoming experiment that I have voluntarily signed up for on the exoplanet known as Proxima b. To prove my willingness I can, at the end of each round, opt out and take the option to escape, to put an end to it all.” Allen Tan’s face became serious, and he eyes the camera with emotion. “I haven’t been where you are now, but they tell me the work will be exhausting and they wouldn’t put it against me of I decided that I, well . . . you, we wanted a way out. At the start of every month, I will assume the role designated by the trial and will continue to erase the memories of my past lives in order to start from scratch and to assume the next role in order for robots to record my mental faculties alongside my emotional state to integrate it into themselves.” Jack then looked at someone behind the camera, “Is there anything else?” The camera shook and the frame became distorted and shut off.
“What is the way out?”
Linda Fieldbrann explains to Jack that he has the option to take his initial death sentence, death by hanging. 
“What about the drug trial what was the point of it?”
“The drug is supposed to make you think that you would have power over other human beings, when in reality it was your anti-depressant/anti-psychotic medications, that’s why when you stop taking the pill you begin to hallucinate and lose grip with reality. Did you really think the universe was out to get you?
Anyways, when you use the pill’s supposed power you would subsequently be forced to socialize, this way you don’t realize your loneliness. You would constantly be put in situations where you would have to try to put the pieces together, talk to people, go around, and live in a world that you thought was authentic. It’s good exercise for you, for your mental health. Even though it is within a synthetic atmosphere the results are real. Then Linda looked at her hand and saw the veins in her arm, with vibrant colored cables protruding to the top of her skin and said, “Synthetic can sometimes be a good thing. Mr. Fertiv.”
“This was all a test?”
“An experiment. Everything is for robots to become more human. We gather the data, your recorded emotional states, and input it into our empathy boxes. This way, since we already know how to think, we get the experience of understanding what it means to feel, to be human. We use your experiences such as getting fired from work, robbing a bank, stealing from a company was not on our list but we recorded that for our behavioral experience as well. Pride and vengeance will be new feelings for us to experience. 
 You are very important to us, after all you are our creator, and the only subject we have here on Proxima b.”
“What do you mean?”
“You’re all alone.”
“What about everyone else? My colleagues, my boss at Abba consulting, everyone on the street, Emily, Byron, Francis. Are you saying they are hallucinations?”
“No, they are all robots. You are the only human on Proxima b.”
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Jack could not believe it. Was this another trick?
Linda continued, “Everything was a preprogrammed test. Some robots we given ‘free reign’ option in which their actions were not predetermined by our code. These subjects were individuals like Fredrick James and Stacy Lin. Both committed acts that went against our normal programming that you put in us; to act in accordance with the law and to behave like a proper citizen, but they went against the common programming. Fredrick committed crimes to ultimately help and free you, at least free you in a way he thought was better for you. Stacy acted in ways to help herself. With test subjects like these under the option to freely choose within the experiments we conduct is quite fascinating, even though things are predetermined behavior by machines, we don’t know what the subjects that act under ‘free reign’ will do, and of course we never know what you will do since you are human.”
“What is the purpose of it all?”
“The test is to show what happens to robots when their empathy boxes are taken out. Also, what happens to Allen Tan as a lawyer and what would he do presented with the challenges of the pill’s power. The data gathered from this experiment would aid in the brain development in robots by monitoring the inner workings of Allen’s brain during the trial by putting clear pieces of plastic against his temples that you never took off.
The spa will be used as a brainwashing machine that we have created that has the ability to create, manipulate, and erase memories called the M.E. 3000, the nodes to the head put frequencies into the mind of the user to make them believe whatever message is programmed beforehand, that message was to make you believe you were Jack Fertiv. 
“You know the saying ‘The truth will set you free.’” 
“Yes.”
“Well, for you knowing the truth will make you realize the prison that surrounds you. There is no freedom here and there will never be an escape for you. Each month you live a new life. One month is enough data for us to compute how a human being lives as whatever you were chosen to be; whether that be a plumber, actor, or lawyer as you were now. We artificially create problems to see how you will react and solve them. So, when the data is put into us, we can feel anger, sadness, and joy the same way you do. 
“How many lives will I live?”
“This is the 120th round. 
“How long will I have to stay here?”
“That’s up to you. After each round is done you have your initial option set before you.”
“Which is what?”
“The death penalty. But conservative estimates based on your diet and general health; you will live over seven hundred different lives here on Proxima b sir.”
Taken aback Jack sat down to gain his composure. In a way he was being tortured, living different lives every month away from his family on Earth, but in another sense he was living out his dream; pushing the boundaries of robotic consciousness and behavior to the point where machines developed beyond expectation, even if they had to use him as a puppet to do so. 
After this contemplation he suddenly found out that everything in his life had meaning, even if it was artificially created by the robots he himself created. What a damning thought. He felt the feeling when a parent has a newborn and suddenly the parent feels that they have worth, have something driving them to do better, a purpose in life because of having a son or daughter. Maybe up there past all the stars and galaxies, outside of time and space where God resides, he is watching me and somehow like the robots have done for me, I am giving God meaning by living my life. Maybe because of the fall of man searching for knowledge that we were not supposed to have it created a barrier between us and God. We have no line of communication anymore and we are alone in the universe in a never-ending time out to think about what we have done wrong. Allen Tan tried to fill that void with artificial intelligence in robots, to have something to talk to since he believed God no longer wanted to talk to him, disheartening to say the least. 
Linda Fieldbrann guided him to another room where there were isles of cabinets of data on the different fake lives he had lived. Jack walked by them and pulled out some papers that showed him the list of occupations and names he would have to live. 
“Who else knows I’m here?” 
“I have been told a select few in a compartmentalized group within the U.S. government, no one else knows. This is all of course secret because robots are not allowed to test or have control over humans. It is a universal law that humanity has agreed upon. So, your government needed a controlled environment for this experiment, where only robots operated, away from human intervention, and thus they brought you to the mining colony of Proxima b.” 
Jacks face became distorted, wrinkled with sadness.
“Your lack of communication with humans and your history of isolation is partly why you created this game. Too much solitude drives a man insane, loses grip with realty so he creates his own, just like how you have done here with us. It serves a dual purpose that way.”

“What happens now?”
Mrs. Fieldbrann takes him and sits him down in a chair. She hands him a glass of whiskey and tells him “Look through those files and choose your next simulated life. Oh, and drink plenty of water, you always get a hangover and throw up the next morning after choosing your next life.”
“Will I ever be able to see Daisy again.”
 Fieldbrann tells him “The only Daisy you are ever going to see is the picture of her that you keep by your bedside table. She thinks you are dead just like everyone else on Earth. But rumor has it your government will bring you back once they feel your work here is to their satisfaction.”
After a brief silence Allen Tan spoke up. “Why do you want to have emotions?”
“Your government wants to have realistic robots to be used as spies against enemy states. Since they have no advantage over their enemies anymore they believe having androids as spies will put them ahead of the pack so to speak. The data gathered here is spearheading that movement. We as machines also want to understand feelings, to experience them as humans do.”
As he stood and looked out the glass window he began to contemplate life, he thought to himself about what it means to be human, a strange sequence of thoughts popped into his mind as he wrestled with the present situation.
Isn’t it odd that when people go out it is as if they want to be around people but at the same time they don’t want to be bothered? What is it about humans that they want to talk around others but don’t want to talk to the others around them? It is as if someone wants to go outside in the rain and cover themselves with an umbrella then pour a glass of water over their head while not wanting to be touched by the rain, the behavior is contradictory and absurd. 
This absurdity takes many shapes, for example, separation, the physical distance one has from another often, after enough time, brings them together due to their desire for their emotional distance to be bridged: separation creates connection. Additionally, people live to die and die to live, whether it be smoking, drinking, or some other substance that ruins the body, it is used by people to literally, however small it might be, kill themselves in order to feel a rush as it is sometimes called in order to feel alive: dying is living. When we want someone, and they like us back then suddenly we are no longer interested. We want to be wanted yet when wanted we reject it at all costs. I won’t bother go down the road and ask why this is the way it is but simply admit that human behavior is a river of absurdity that never ends, and while floating down this river all of mankind at the same time wants to be standing on dry land while simultaneously drenched in its cold waters.
Jack sat down and continued to ruminate.
Without a manual of some sort, a guide to life, it appears that man can live anyway he wants, yet within him there are certain boundaries, albeit due to the innate moral compass within or for reasons of survival, he believes and follows these with his whole heart. He follows these unwritten rules as if he were handed a piece of paper when he was of age to think for himself and signed on the dotted line saying yes I abide not to lie, not to steal, not to murder and to treat others how I want to be treated. Apart from religion and culture where does man get pulled into these ideas that span the globe, ideas within major cities that reach to the outskirts of civilization and beyond? If we agree that we cannot agree on an answer then there is yet another instance of this absurdity presenting itself. 
Wherever you look there seems to be a base tension, a paradoxical strife we live with that is also within us. It follows us throughout life, like light passing the event horizon of a black hole, this insanity is unescapable.
Jack brushed his hands over his face and exhaled. 
Although I am lost here forever, I, in the future, have the possibility of making it back to Earth. How? For God only knows. But the absurdity of my practice here on Proxima b is completely rational due to an ironic paradox, the one thing that keeps me going: love, something that is irrational. As long as Jack held onto his love for Daisy, and perhaps a miracle from God, then hope will always keep Allen Tan (Jack Fertiv) in pursuit of a relationship that ended ages ago. 
“Here take this.” Linda Fieldbrann handed Jack Fertiv a pen and paper.
“What’s this for?”
“When every round, so to speak, of the experiment is over, one of your artificial lives, we record a little of your thoughts about what you have been through. Now it’s time to do it again.”
“What am I supposed to write?”
“Anything, whatever your thoughts and feelings toward the experiment you have, whatever you have learned, write it down for us.”
Mr. Tan sat at a table overlooking the single strip of the city that stretched the perimeter of the planet. Peering out of the window he looked past the lights and buildings and stared out into the stars, thinking of life back home on Earth, the life that would always be out of reach. After a few silent moments of staring into space he sighed then began writing.
Dear Allen Tan,
Understand reality has a part of itself that does not want to be known. So, at first you will think there is a dilemma. God has created you to know him, yet to understand him completely is impossible. To say, “Ah yes, I have come to understand life as much as I do my wife,” where you know every little detail about her, this, cannot be said. Thus, there is a natural strife in our relationship with the divine because we yearn to know God, but he refuses to let himself be known fully. As if he is a never-ending film, the audience wants to know what happens, how does the movie end? But it never does. Similar to the connection we have about partners in life, knowing all the ins and outs of someone you love, cannot be leveraged against God, and in this there is a point of sadness, a degree of sickness, that exists in the mind of man for which there is no cure because if there were then by definition God would cease to be God, for only he is omniscient. Our relationship will always be incomplete at first sight and in seeing this there is great sorrow. But in this problem lies the solution, a reason to celebrate, not knowing God entirely means our relationship both on earth and in heaven has no bounds, the connection builds forever, the excitement, the journey, the love never ceases and because of this it makes the relationship whole and complete from the very beginning. 
God will always be with you, good luck.
·  Jack Fertiv

Allen (Jack) reminisced about his short-lived life as a lawyer and his hectic past with the drug trial that made him think he had control over other people that were not even human. Even though I thought it a lie, he thought, God has been with me the entire way. A journey through the depths of trouble, mystery, and confusion you were with me all along and revealed yourself by the workings of my life. 
An epiphany struck: if a fool talks too much and a wise man speaks little then it would make sense that God is silent . . .
Without even a whisper from your glory, sound, or sign given and yet you still have worked your wonders, and out of all the miracles, the one thing that struck me with awe and startled my entire being into a blissful reverie of the promised future in your kingdom it was not the healing of the sick, raising men from the dead, or the creation of the universe but the most miraculous act you have done, I now know, is bestowing unto me a life worth living. 
My work in artificial intelligence goes beyond any human connection and yet human experience is what I will give my creation. Complete with moments of laughter, surprise, and no doubt grief robots will one day question why they have a particular feeling instead of another, perhaps they will be hit by the tidal wave of depression as I have and ask why would my creator allow me to feel this way? I think the sad truth is this: robots will experience pain from their creator because they want to be like him, which means when man wants to be like God he suffers because you have suffered all the more, and even crazier is the suffering was not of your own benefit but for your creation. Lord, with all your might and majesty you came to the level of humanity and suffered alongside us to gain nothing, as the ultimate model I have and will continue to gladly walk in your footsteps, experiencing a life of solitude and all the pangs that will accompany a lonely existence among machines. Yes, I will do this and be like you, die for your creation in order to walk through death’s doors guarded with a life fulfilled by acting in accordance with your selfless and wildly reckless love. 
In his experiment Allen had become the creator and the servant simultaneously, just like God. So even though he had lost the love of his life, was found guilty of treason by his own country, been exiled from humanity, and put under the control of robots while living fake lives in painful predetermined scenarios, Allen Tan had overcome his depression and finally found true meaning and happiness through his work. Thus, making Proxima b not the hell in which his government planned for him, but a paradise to enjoy instead. 
As he sipped his whiskey he thought of Daisy. Maybe during these trials, after enough time, his government will have enough information from his experiment and reward him with exoneration and a trip back home. With this thought, now infused with the vigor and zeal hope gives a man, Allen Tan decided not to die by the rope that hung before him that was available to him after each life, instead he drank and contemplated his future in New York, then with a hard upturn of his glass he finished with a swift swallow and slammed his glass on the table thinking . . . on to the next life! 


Epilogue
Was it really so bad? Isn’t that the best thing a human can do in their life? Find something to love and be willing to die for it, even more so, to actually die for it. Allen Tan (Jack Fertiv) had found his love with robotics and artificial intelligence and would, after hundreds of simulated lives, eventually die alone on Proxima b in the name of progress for his creation, becoming a martyr for science.
Thus, this story is a warning to those that hold onto hope. Allen Tan hoped that he would eventually return back to Earth to see Daisy, even if it took an endless number of fake lives in his predetermined scenarios, but it was only in his mind that he would see Daisy, living life in a constant reminiscing dream state remembering his time with the woman he would never see again. Yet he convinced himself that somehow he had the possibility to see her so he continued in his experiments to help his government that he betrayed long ago, all the way up until the day he died of old age, happy with holding onto hope, always thinking that he would be able to see the love of his life once more.
It was always tomorrow that he thought his experiment would be fruitful enough for his government to accept his work as complete and exonerate him, but tomorrow never came. He hoped for his experiment to end, but it never did.
Although this might not be a happy ending to some Allen Tan continued to make breakthroughs in robotics and artificial intelligence, integrating emotional states into machines, which gave his life meaning, and what else can a man get out of life than a life well lived? This realization converted his lonely life on Proxima b, something his government had planned to be a punishment, into a place which made his many lives not a burden to experience but, due to his firm grasp on hope, a never-ending paradise.
Now is the time to ask yourself the question that all robots on Proxima b asked themselves when their creator left them: did Allen Tan escape Samsara because he died, or was he ever in it to begin with?
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