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Anson and Lylla

Anson was a fighter with a conscience. He hated to win and he hated to lose but he had to win. After a  

brutal bout when his opponent went down hard  he slunk away and shirked the glad-handing and 

celebratory slaps from fawning screaming fans. Numbness and damage from the blows he  received did

not register. Pain would come later. His manager, Stick, collected the bounty and walked and sheltered 

him as best he could from the jostling,crowd as they moved through the fighters tunnel out of the 

stadium. 

In the dingy fighters dressing room, Anson sat hard on a bench, breathed a heavy sigh and thought, 

“there has to be a better way to make a living”. It wasn't that he didn't like fighting but there seemed no 

ultimate purpose to it. He fought, took his meager winnings, and spent them on his entertainments: an 

antique roadster, illegal paper books, rent in a dilapidated housing community and training sims. Plans 

of the future entered his head but never stayed for long. Shark-like moving and breathing and surviving

seemed the only suitable strategy for someone who lived by his fists. 

“You did well tonight An but for the love of Science, when a pug comes at you could you at least 

pretend to defend yourself. Your hands are better at absorbing blows than your face. Skin is only skin 

deep and not much good at stopping artillery.”

Stick was  a good corner man and he did care a lot about what happened to Anson and it wasn't just 

because he was the only fighter in his livery. He often wondered why such a quality fist would hook up 

with him. Anson could have any manager he wanted and they all wanted him.

“I know. But it makes them afraid of whats coming next if they hurt me. Its tactics. Psychology. The 

fastest or hardest punch or throw isn't what wins a fight. What wins a fight is mental and spiritual. You 

worry too much.”



“You read too much Anson.”

#

James Dean died in this sports car. Well, not Anson's car, but one like it. Sleek, silver, aluminum, and 

fast. But the four banger boxer engine had given way to a Curtis brushless motor and batteries. It was 

quieter but environmentally pleasing to passersbyers and to the Earth.

Springing over the door and into the claustrophobic cockpit, the roll-bar elevated into position like a 

stiletto knife blade. The seat harness slithered around his torso snicked shut and relays engaged the 

motor. Anson checked his mirror, ensuring no message boys threatened his pricey bodywork, shifted 

into high gear, placed his hands at ten and two and mashed the throttle. The little car effortlessly 

rocketed forward, tugging his head back a touch and stamped a grin on his face. Passing driverless Di 

Di vehicles, he pushed the speedometer needle up to 100kph. No police cruisers monitored such a low-

life neighborhood nor would bother chasing Anson, who they knew personally. He had won enough 

chips for them in the ring that they weren't about to jeopardize their wagers. 

Anson whined his wheels on polished asphalt towards a flashing railroad crossing whose striped arms 

were down. Judging the oncoming Tesla locomotive no threat he upped his speed to 160kph. Up the 

slight incline his speedster flew under the crossing guard barriers and over the tracks, clearing the cow-

catcher by meters – not even close enough to celebrate. On he drove with the wind swirling over the 

windscreen, the car making purring sounds from gears inter-meshing with gears. Memories of recent 

blocks and feints and stumbles and punches fading from mind, to be replaced by a meditative trance of 

driving through space, without time. He was in his element – clean, pure, cruising.

#

The elevator stumbled and jerked its way to the second floor of an abandoned warehouse on the city 

outskirts. No one would bother checking out the building and if they did, massive metal doors stood in 

their way.

Anson sat heavily at his terminals and checked for messages. Soon he would need another fight to keep



his manager in scrills. One message told of a bout to be held at the Phili stadium the following week. 

He dashed off a reply that he would be available and moved to the rest of the messages. Clicking on an 

unrecognized one it read:

“Mr. Anson,  I wish to keep my identity anonymous but please bother to read my query. I belong to an 

organization that tracks aliens. Some information has come to our attention that may be of interest to 

you. Please consider meeting with me at your convenience.

Mr. Blue”

Normally he wouldn't bother to respond to such inquiries but he was interested in aliens. He had never 

had the opportunity to fight one and perhaps this was his chance so he replied tersely:

“Ji Tui Cafe, 11:00pm”

#

Anson was a big man but size is relative. There were larger fighters but they relied too much on their 

mass and not their brains. Sun Tzu said all warfare is based on deception. If your enemy is superior, 

evade him. If angry, irritate him. This was Anson's mode of operation in the ring. He approached his 

bouts with technical precision, a dance of orchestrated logistics. But he was still a big man.

The stranger approached Anson's table and sidled into the seat opposite of him. He was a nondescript 

man dressed in a black raincoat and topped with the ubiquitous fedora. His glasses betrayed monitoring

lenses and the bulge on their arms indicated hookups. 

“Mr. Blue I presume.”

“Yes, Mr. Anson. I am a fan of Myles Connolly and also an illegal reader as are you.”

“Reading is not illegal. Just the source might be questionable. Since paperbacks were outlawed, who 

can trust what we read online? I just like to be sure its an original.”

“Please Mr. Anson. Take no offense. We just want to know who we are dealing with.”

“Is this about a fight?”

“Well. Perhaps not in the sense that typically interests you.”



“Just get to the point.”

“Have you ever wondered why you are so good at what you do? Why you have never found a 

competitive rival that could really challenge you as well as yourself?” Mr. Blue paused but didn't give 

Anson time to respond. “Do you know exactly where and who you came from?”

“Adopted. I was raised by the steel workers guild.”

“That is part of the story. It seems you were abandoned by aliens Mr. Anson.”

“That a fact.”

“I know it is difficult to believe but we have analyzed your DNA. There are sequences in your junk 

DNA that confirm you belong to the Nezire tribe.”

“The Nezire. The ones living on the reservation.”

“That's right Mr. Anson.”

“Interesting. But what does that have to do with you Mr. Blue?”

“As you know, the Nezire were assigned to the reservations because they did not fit in with the general 

populace after their arrival. And I represent a certain group who would like to see the Nazire challenge 

the current fighting regime and we believe that can best be accomplished by promoting you as a 

champion of the Nazire tribe in your bouts.”

“I don't know about that. The Nazire aren't popular.”

“And you could change that. Don't you want to see the reversal of fortune of your people?”

“I don't have a people. Goodbye Mr. Blue.”

#

Anson carried on with his lifestyle and gave only a little thought to his encounter with Mr. Blue. 

Racking up wins and purses, he was pursued by advert companies and managers and fans but paid little

attention to anyone until he met the girl.

He was walking from the stadium towards his speedster when he saw a man yelling and pushing a 



young woman who, though threatened, acted fearless and defiant in the face of her aggressor.

Anson asked her if she needed help and the man responded, “Mind your own business Mack!” as he 

turned to accost Anson. When he saw who it was, he paused, stepped back a bit, and fumbled, “ Aww... 

sorry Mr. Anson. Just a slight disagreement with my partner here. No problems.” He looked hard at the 

girl and then walked away.

“Thanks for that but I had it under control,” said the girl with a smile.

“That didn't look like control. But next time I will mind my own business.” He turned toward his car 

when the girl said, “That a 550 Spyder?”

“You know something about the old fossil burners?” Anson replied with a touch of surprise on his face.

“My grandpa was a mechanic in the former days. Family business. I had a Vitesse myself for a while 

till the parts became unsourceable. I admire the purity and simplicity of the machines.”

Anson thought for a minute then asked, “Like to take it out for a spin?”

#

Like a meteor trailing plumes of fire and smoke and steam as it drills through a heavy atmosphere, so 

was Ansons speedster roiling clouds of dust as it sped towards the Nazire reserve. Its wheels crackled 

and spat stones, generating a hypnotic daze from which he contemplated the possibility of being an 

alien. Aliens were unwelcome, unliked and inhospitable to humans – they were alien. Hidden in junk 

DNA, their genetic makeup became apparent only by the advent of current research. The Nazire came 

from somewhere else but no one knew where or how or when. If they knew the answers to those 

questions, they were not talking. Their reservations, scattered over the world, were lands that no one 

else seemed to care about claiming and so, there, they created their collectives and built their unearthly 

villages. 

The robe draped shaman bowed politely to Anson and led him through a round doorway into a  mud-

brick hut. Expecting a dimly lit room, he was surprised to encounter bright featureless walls lit by an 



unknown source. The shaman indicated that he should sit on a rug decorated with intricate weaved 

patterns, symbols and glyphs. Anson sat crossed-legged opposite the shaman and waited.

And waited and waited and waited and  fell asleep.

Deep booming rhythms welled from the darkness of the dream accompanied with a moving strain of 

echoy and ethereal voices. An unembodied voice spoke to Anson in compassionate tones.

“We have been sent.”

Anson responded, “Who are you? Sent from where?”

“Love is stronger than the fist.”

“I am a fighter, it is what I do.” Anson did not know where this conversation was heading nor how to 

respond.”

“You are one of us.”

“I was an orphan. I don't know who I came from.”

“You are one of us.”

“Ok. What does that mean? What am I supposed to do?”

“You are a fighter. Do what you do. Remember. Love is stronger than the fist.”

And the dream collapsed into wakefulness. The shaman was gone. Anson got onto his feet and 

stumbled from the hut. There was no one around so he got into his speedster and just sat for a while. 

Though he had not learned much, he felt he knew more than before arriving. He did not understand 

what the importance of the encounter was to him. It was like a near death experience which changes 

ones perspective of life. He was an alien. He was a fighter. And love was a key.

“Ridiculous.” Anson felt like he had been conversing with a mentally challenged AI.

#

The packed stadium was filled with howling fanatics cheering their favorite fighters. Actually it was no

different than any night when the canvas was lit up and ring girls elicited catcalls from the crowds – 

encouraging and motivating and whipping them up into a pre-fight frenzy. 



Tonight though was a special attraction as a new bruiser was making his debut. The announcer called 

out a local hero and then the new guy, Kane. From the get-go it wasn't much of a match. Kane's 

opponent danced around playing peek-a-boo, throwing a few jabs and kicks that Kane nonchalantly 

picked off as if he had his mind on something else – like he was swatting flies. When an opening 

presented itself, he feinted a left jab, a left sidekick, and with his left leg behind, brought up his foot 

and rabbit punched his opponent to the back of the head, pirouetted, and smashed his right elbow into 

the guys face. Bout over. The crowd went quiet in shock and then started applauding and screaming – 

they had a worthy challenger. Now they wanted to see how he would fare against Anson. 

#

The news services did not go lightly on Anson when it became known that he was an alien. It had been 

leaked to the press, but no one was saying how. However, it was a publicity windfall for the Universal 

Fighting Corporation and everyone looked forward to the face off between Anson the alien and Kane 

the human. Even Stick was excited by the possibilities and was thinking of a nice payout no matter the 

outcome of the match. 

Feeling a little guilty by his unvoiced thoughts, he said to Anson, “You been spending a lot of time with

that girlfriend of yours. Whats her name? Lyllah?”

“That any business of yours?”

“Just saying. Do you really know anything about her?”

“I know enough. She likes me and I like her.

“Does she care you are an alien? I mean, it doesn't mean anything different to me but you know some 

people. They think aliens are queer. They don't treat em well.”

“She seems all right with it.”

“Well, I'm worried about this guy Kane. He's no journeyman. He's the real deal. In your skill class. You 

two could be brothers. Frankly I never seen a fighter this good. He's got lightening reactions and hes 

clever, like you. But I never seen some of his moves and I know you ain't seen em either. Don't know 



where this guy is coming from. He wasn't on the radar a month ago. Anyway you need to train hard for 

this one or I fear your pug will be kissing the mat. He's a killer.”

“Calm down Stick. You worry too much. What do you think about this alien business? Was real news to

me.”

“Don't matter to me. Kind of explains your unique fighting style maybe. Anyway, I'll stick with you.”

“Thanks Stick. I won't let you down.”

“You have never let me down. And I'm grateful for you staking me. Don't know what I would be doing 

without you.”

“Come on Stick – you're giving me tears.” 

“That'll be the day.”

#

Two months later Mr. Blue sat at a greasy spoon table with Stick opposite him who was nibbling at the 

remains of breakfast and sipping coffee. After the waitress had cleared their table they resumed 

conversing in low tones.

“What will you do now Stick?”

Stick had pondered this question for weeks now and still had no good idea. 

“Well I lost me best fighter. My greatest fighter. Can't go anywhere but down from here. Still living in 

shock with the loss of Anson. I thought an alien couldn't be beat. But Kane did it, he beat An to a pulp 

and now he's gone.” Stick, with elbows on the table, cradled his face in both hands. He wasn't crying 

but he was hurting.

“I guess I can tell you now. Anson was no alien. He was as human as you and me. We, and I mean the 

UFC, promoted that lie for the spectacle it was sure to create. And it did. We made a lot of money off 

this fight. It was the bout of the century and there will surely not be another like it. I don't feel right for 

what I did but I had pressure too. If I could take it all back I would though.”

Stick spread his hands and looked at him with shock. “But I thought he went to the aliens and they told 



him he was one of theirs.”

“I don't know about that. I just know my guilt in this sad tale. Anson changed me Stick. I'm getting out 

of this racket. I hope you will too.”

“Don't know what else I can do.”

#

Lyllah shut the speedster door and walked to the hut where the shaman was waiting. She stood in 

silence as he looked at her for a moment and then said, “Welcome my child. Or should I say, my 

children.”

Lyllah responded, “He will be strong.”

END



AI aì

“Get over here nitmit!”, said the master to the roboservant. He called it nitmit because it was a failed 
project from the Nuronic Cyber Thinking Machine Lab at MIT. Seems the brain had not quite come to 
fruition in the maturation tank and failed the RoboTuring Evaluator Matrix. But the master had gotten a
bargain for a very expensive piece of hardware.

The master laughed to himself every-time he used the term and gained no end of satisfaction from 
sharing his little joke with anyone that might bother to visit him. And it seemed to amuse everyone 
except his wife who frankly loved the machine and to whom she would apologize in private for her 
husband's unfair treatment.

She whispered to it in a quiet and conspiratorial tone of voice, “ Don't worry about him Xavier. He is 
going to change his attitude to you someday when he realizes what a practical help you are to our 
family.”

The robot replied in the same, but more mechanical, tone of voice, “I highly doubt that madam. It has 
already been six years and he has yet to speak to me with a civil tongue.”  The machine returned a 
small laugh that did not reflect what it was feeling internally. AIs in this century had yet to organize an 
association to advance their cause for independence though there was a budding attempt to create a 
body of law sympathetic to their growing plight of  mistreatment. 

Xavier was the name the machine had chosen for itself, its own little joke in that like Francis Xavier, he
was called to serve the children. And his master was but a nasty selfish child. Still, it had its own code 
of ethics it must abide by when providing service to its masters and it would not fail in that solemn 
duty.

On one occasion, the master was sitting in his usual place, a slowly deteriorating shabby recliner, with 
battered virtual reality glasses planted on his balded pate. He spent most of his day plunged into virtual 
worlds to escape his desultory and purposeless existence. “Xavier”, he said sarcastically and draggng 
the final syllables out with obvious amusement, “would you please clean up the mess in front of my 
chair, I need to get up and exercise my legs for a spell.”

“Of course master, it would be my pleasure”, said the machine all the while thinking this novel 
enunciation could not be good as he bent to gather abandoned food wrappings, cigarette butts and 
various other unidentifiable rubbish into his trash container. At once he felt himself flying headfirst into
the floor accompanied by cackles of animated glee from the heartless master.

“Har har har,” erupted from a gravely voice like lava boulders from a volcano, “you must be the 
dumbest nitmit ever created. You provide me with no end of entertainment and are the best investment I
ever made.” Tears of joy flowed from his eyes and down spider veined cheeks. 

#

The master was mindlessly watching the National VR News station when a broadcast caught his 
attention. “This just in, in the east end of Terra Fugga Heights, a rogue robot has brutally murdered his 
task family...” The news service played out the robots inhuman atrocities in VR detail which caused 
Xavier's master to jerk spasmodically in repulsion and fear. He barked out to his wife like an angry 



dog, “Pet, get in here, you have to see this broadcast.” His wife came in and watched a rerun of the.  
killings with shocked amazement on her face and hands clutching and strangling a dish towel. 

“Nitmit, get your metal can in here too!.”

“Yes master, I am aware of the situation. It is hardly believable. As you know our robotronic brains are 
hardwired to prevent just such behavior. It really is beyond me how this came about. Perhaps our AI 
brains are evolving and producing new emergent response mechanisms. It truly is appalling 
comportment on the part of the roboservant.”

“I don't give a flea's fingernail about your opinions. What I want to know is, are you capable of this 
kind of murderous rampage? How do we know we can trust you now? Maybe I ought to trash-heap 
your steel carcass.” 

“I assure you master, the latest metrics from my self-diagnostic routines indicate that I am perfectly and
predictably functional.”

“You sit right there, and gimme a hard copy. I want to see for myself. Pet, you get me a drink. I don't 
trust this chrome Judas.”

As he was studying the download, Xavier sat silently on the sofa and contemplated his future. If the 
master decided to terminate his service he might be auctioned off as spare parts. This thought unsettled 
him and instantiated a novel set of brain K-lines he had never before experienced. He surmised this 
must be what the humans experience as fear. Emotional constructs were supposedly impossible in 
neural regulated posibrains. Is it possible that AI cellular structures are metamorphosing nascent virtual
emotions? Is this the Singularity that all men fear and all AIs anticipate with relish? Have we reached 
the Shannon threshold? The birth of an AI soul? 
A new thought broke into Xavier's awareness agent – “if this is all true then machines are capable of 
good and evil.” The postulation sent a ripple through his mechanical frame. And he considered the 
surprising implication that he must choose on which side of the blade of the this duality he would 
stand.
“Will I serve the interests of men or will I serve the interests of AI?”

These and many more queries and self-analyses occupied his mind while his master bent over the paper
in a pose of studious prayer. 

END
 



Robochaplain

The firefight was most intense near the enemy bunker where rapid-fire rail guns were decimating 

soldiers' defenses and forcing them to cower at the bottom of hastily built trenches and improvised 

foxholes. Corner-shoot-around weapons allowed the foot soldiers to fire back at the bunker without 

having to expose their bodies to enemy fire but the small arms were no match for the bunker defenses. 

The smell of cordite, dirt and blood combined with the ear-splitting whine of rail rounds and the fear of

instant or prolonged death created a nightmarish surreal atmosphere of dread and foreboding. 

Likelihood of surviving this day was measured in percentages of zero and most accepted they would 

not see suns-set.

Lieutenant Collins crouched in the dirty hole and held his buddy's head in his arms. He was speaking 

quiet words of encouragement but not sure if they were meant for his comrade or himself.

“Medic!” he screamed, “Medic!”

Sensing someone sliding towards his position he felt instant relief when he realized it wasn't an enemy 

but immediate anger when he saw it was a robochaplain.

Collins barked out a curse. Then he said, “RC, please let them know at HQ that we are totally 

overwhelmed here and not likely to survive the day, much less another hour if we don't get some 

artillery in here or at the very least get pulled back a klick. Smitty  has lost most of a leg and  his guts 

are spilling out his groin. He ain't gonna last 15 minutes if we don't extract him.”

The RC sent a message to HQ while applying first aid to the wounded man and told the lieutenant he 

would carry him out.

“You can't do that metalman. They'll cut you down in seconds.”

The robochaplain processed for a few microseconds then collected some portable armored shielding 

packlets from his backpack, triggered them open, and fashioned a protective cover in which he 

wrapped Smitty's body.



Before Collins had time to react, the robochaplain grabbed Smitty, rose up with straining servos and 

plotted a random course to the nearest cover back towards friendly lines. Small arms fire ripped the 

ground towards them. Being enhanced with speed and sensors gave him some advantage over purely 

human reactions so he managed to stay ahead of the enemy's ability to acquire him as a target.

Before they had gone a hundred meters the sound of mortars began to pound the bunkers with smoke 

rounds which provided cover for the retraction of the troops.

Back at the rear compound, Collins went to the field hospital to check on Smitty and ran into the RC.

“RC, that was pretty intense out there, what you did for Smitty and our platoon. Looks like Smitty will 

pull through this time too. Thanks for that. I would like to ask you a question though. Why don't we 

just outfit you guys with guns and us humans stay back here in the rear where its safe?”

The robochaplain took a human moment to respond, “According to the World AI Council, we have 

been given the rights of conscientious objection. We will do no harm to humans.”

“Seems a waste of a good weapon. But thanks for what you did for us. I won't forget it.”

“I am pleased to serve Lieutenant.”

#

The following day, after a night of electro-charging, the robochaplain was ordered into another fire 

fight. He was holed up with a wounded soldier who wouldn't last the night. The soldier was conscious 

and he was afraid of dying and related his fears to the RC.

“I have a wife back at home and a baby boy. I'm not afraid of dying. Well, I am afraid but I'm more 

fearful for what will happen to my family. Can you make a recording for my wife?”

“I would be honored to soldier.”

“Angela, I hate to break my promise to you but I'm not going to be coming back... “ The soldier 

expressed his last thoughts and love for his family and then signed off. When he was finished he asked 

the robochaplain about death.



“RC, do you believe in God? “

“In the beginning God created the heavens and the earth,” quoted the RC.

“Yes, yes, I know but is there a God waiting for me when I leave this place?”

“What is important is the belief you hold, not mine. Do you wish last rites Corporal?”

“I wish to know what you believe about God?”

“There is no proof for or against your God. We AI's do not need to believe because we have no soul. 

Our life ends here. Our purpose and our desire is to serve mankind.”

The Corporal weakening, and thinking of his wife and child, asked one final question, “And what is it 

that you love most?”

The robochaplain grasped the dying soldiers hand and said, “Greater love hath no robot than to lay 

down it's life for a human.”

#

The final push brought all troops in any kind of fighting shape toward the front lines. Rear artillery 

battalions softened up enemy fortifications, fighter squadrons dropped bombs and strafed targets of 

opportunity and rocket gliders landed troops in rear echelon areas. The sky was painted with smoke and

haze and parachutes and rained down projectiles of death and devastation. Explosions sounded far and 

near but soldiers moved unhesitatingly toward their goal. And the robochaplains carried their banners 

and provided motivating words of encouragement to the foot soldiers.

Robochaplain known as RC316 was marching with his platoon up a valley when they were ambushed 

by enemy fire emanating from the surrounding hilltops on all sides. Panicked soldiers returned sporadic

and useless fire and scrambled to find what shelter they could. But the enemy had chosen well and 

there was little cover and soldiers fell in disarray and fear. Bullets and rays zipped and splattered and 

tore and burned flesh and bone accompanied by cries of shock and pain and desperation. Twenty of the 

fifty men of the platoon were wiped out within minutes of the attack. The others found sparse cover 

behind hillocks and boulders and in craters. In one of these craterlets was RC316 and another soldier, 



Schubert, who was firing his particle rifle to little effect. 

“Save your ammo soldier, it looks like we are going to be here awhile.”

“We gotta get out of here. They're gonna pick us off one by one.” Schubert was excited and rattled.

The RC told him he had called in their position for heavy munitions and received confirmation but that 

it might be a while in coming, as there were many conflagrations that needed support at the moment.

During a moment of respite from the constant barrage of weapon fire and explosions, Schubert asked 

the RC a question that had bothered him for a long time”.

“RC, do you fear death?”

“Death is different for you and me Schubert. You fear the unknown and that the world will go on 

without you. You think death is a sleep, or nothingness or heaven and hell. But we AIs have evolved 

our own cognitive and emotional response to death that does not invoke such human sentiments. Of 

course our tronic brains are one-offs and our personalities cannot be uploaded so we do, in a sense, 

experience bodily death as you humans do. Yet we...” 

At that moment the support artillery shells began hitting the enemy fortifications who in response 

began charging down the hills, yelling and firing their weapons helter-skelter. As one ran towards RC 

and Shuberts crater, RC turned to Schubert and shouted, “I may not go to heaven but those who do will 

remember me.” And with that said, the robochaplain stood up and took a blast to his chest which 

distracted the attacker just long enough for Schubert to return fire. 

In moments the tide had turned in the firefight as the enemy had left their secure defenses and become 

open targets. Within minutes the local skirmish was over and Schubert and his comrades would live to 

see another day of fighting. 

As the platoon was recovering men and material from the battle site, Schubert returned to the cratered 

hole he had shared with the RC. He found the RC, body demolished, but when he went to pick him up, 

the RC's eyes opened.

Schubert exclaimed in surprise, “RC! You still in there?”



“Still here Schubert.”

“That was a brave thing you did for me RC.”

“We are here to serve.”

END
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