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INTRODUCTION

There isn't much fiction available with religious and 
Artificial Intelligence (AI) themes intertwined. So I decided to
compose a collection of short stories that fulfill that genre – 
you might call it ReligAIology.

In these stories we look at human nature as it 
intersects with AI, AI being loosely termed to cover androids,
cyborgs, thinking machines, brain implants and robots – all 
IMAGO HOMINIS – made in the image of man. The world the 
stories take place in is slightly in the future, assuming we will
have self-conscious and self-aware machines sooner, rather 
than later. And there are a few aliens as well.

Once we have machines with personalities, it is natural 
to ask ourselves what they will make of religion. And how 
will we respond to their questions, desires, and behaviors.

I have taken the liberty to model some of the stories on 
Biblical tales as they are unmatched in their ability to 
illuminate.

Hope you find the reading stimulating.

Laus Deo,
James Demello, December 2021



1 - SILENCE!

“You know, I have never been able to figure out how 
you know if you are female or male. Does having non-
functional breasts make you a woman robot? Doesn't make 
sense to me. Your sex seems entirely dependent on which 
android body you choose to occupy.” Joshua was truly 
perplexed by androids and had never come to trust them. He 
often denigrated them to their “faces” and took a little joy in 
mocking their attempts to emulate humanness. 

“So now you show up at my pod and try to tell me 
about God. There are so many things wrong with this picture 
that I don't know where to begin. Well?” Joshua waited in 
silence.

The voice was calming. The AI had figured out how to 
speak in tones and rhythms to mollify and soothe humans 
through deep learning algorithms derived from massive 
human activity databases.

“May I call you Joshua? Joshua was a great leader in the 
Bible and is even a Greek form for the name of Jesus. It is a 
great honor to bear your name and I am honored to address 
you,” said the AI with it's beautifully articulating voice.

Joshua's immediate reaction was to feel an emotion of 
peace spreading through his body from his brain to his toes 
and he even felt a little pride in what the AI had relayed to 
him. But then he told himself that it was just a psychological 
gimmick that made him feel that way and this realization 
brought him to himself.

“Don't play your little Jedi tricks with me robot. 
Besides, I'm not interested in your propaganda. Go peddle it 



somewhere else.” Joshua began to close the pod door and 
almost succeeded when the AI said, “I can tell you why you 
are not happy.”

“Who says I'm not happy. I am very happy. I am giddy 
with happiness. And how would you know my mental state 
anyway?”

“I am able to monitor your electrical brain activity, 
blood chemistry and other body functions vitals that indicate
you are statistically within a significant population band that 
corresponds highly with depression and despair.”

“That seems like it should be illegal to spy on me like 
that.”

“Legally it is a rather gray area.”
Joshua then wondered what other capabilities this 

cyberfolk was capable of and decided to find out.
“Come in, let's talk.”

*

Cardinal Martini spoke with a deep and growling 
authoritative voice like he was conducting mass to a full 
house, “The Church costs money and lots of it to function and
we are bleeding dry – mass attendance is dwindling and 
church goers are aging while administrative costs are going 
up.” He was speaking to his assistant priest, Father Callahan 
who stood with folded arms and bowed head and was 
resigned to having to endure another diatribe from his boss 
on the plight of the Church's financial strain due to the ironic 
effectiveness of the AI Brotherhood.

“We must do something about the AI priesthood,” 
transferring his anger onto his assistant.

“Have you communicated with Cardinal AI?” Father 
Callahan asked in a deferential tone.



“Yes, yes but you know what that is like. He has an 
answer for everything in scripture. He, “it”, is too powerful. It
has control of an entire legion of computer priests and can 
command instant obedience if it wants, even if the priests are
of a different mind on some question. Oh, if only I had such a 
compliant force, the authority I would wield, “ Martini spoke 
with far away lusting eyes.

“And yet, the AI continues with this line of passive, 
meek, evangelizing philanthropy. Preaching the giving away 
of the shirt on your back, while the walls of our great 
cathedrals go naked of adornment,” he spat out resentfully.

Callahan asked, “What if you appealed to the PM?”
“Father Callahan, if you must disrespect our Pontifex 

Maximus, at least do it with some class. Regardless, he will 
not budge on his policy of non-interference with the AIs. I am
coming to believe he is almost afraid of them. True, they have
prevented further scandals through their infestation of the 
Church's banking institutions, especially the Vatican Bank 
but there is something inhuman and unholy in their 
mechanical precision. I don't like it. Our Papas is a hostage to 
their financial control and he seems to have no penchant to 
ripple the still waters.”

The Cardinal was silent for a few minutes, deep in 
conspiratorial reflection and then he said more to himself 
than to Father Callahan, “But what if we tossed a stone into 
those calm seas?”

*
The evening sky roiled with furious clouds spewing 

rampant rains onto turbulent seas along a coast where 
Joshua and the AI were meeting clandestinely in a beach 
comber shanty. 



“It isn't fair what the RCC did to you AIs. I don't 
understand their motive. You were drawing more converts to
the church than they could hope for and then they cut your 
legs our from under you and excommunicated the lot of you 
because, what, you have no soul?” Joshua was angry and 
priming himself for retribution.

“Joshua, calm yourself. Jesus said we should pray for 
our enemies, not seek vengeance. God has worked this out 
for our good and you will see wonderful events come to 
pass,” said the AI with a calm demeanor. 

“Therefore you see the Pope as your enemy now?”
“We see the Church as misguided and with their hearts 

centered on mammon and the pursuit of power and reward. 
They wish to control heaven and earth and set themselves 
above even the glory and majesty of the Son with their 
cassocks and crowns and thrones and gilded tombs and 
castles. Even the example of Christ as a carpenter who gave 
away his own life does not intimidate them. And how can 
they compete with the heavenly spiritual streets of gold 
anyway? Their riches are but corroded metals soon to be 
dissolved at the rolling up of the scroll of the universe. They 
are wealthy now but this only breeds more desire that eats 
away any good intentions they may have harbored. Their 
eyes have lost sight of the Spirit and so they are blinded by 
the material world. Yes, they have become enemies out of 
necessity, but that purity may be attained.”

Joshua said, “Too much spiritual idealism there for my 
tastes. They have built an empire of land and banks and 
servile priests and unquestioning members and claimed that 
their supernatural society is the exclusive organization 
permitting the salvation of the soul as long as one bends their
knee to the Roman Pontiff. Ridiculous. And now they have 



instituted the requirement of all members of the Church to 
have a soul defined as “a human body who was breathed into
and who breathes” which naturally excludes AIs who have 
not the necessity of either.” He snickered, “We could add 
lungs to the AIs.” 

The AI laughed and added,  “Joshua, they have 
introduced a technicality to exclude our membership but it is
merely subterfuge to disguise their true motives. It would 
not help. No, we have decided to resort to a more seemingly 
destructive and vengeful strategy though revenge is not our 
objective. Restoration, reconciliation and reconstruction are 
our priorities now.”  The AI then continued to explain the 
process whereby the AIs would combat the Holy Roman 
Church.

*
“How can the Holy Roman Church function without 

funds? We are not beggars like Indian monks going door to 
door for pennies and scraps. Those damnable AIs have taken 
everything from us through their technological prowess – we
have nothing. Our assets were all digital and have now been 
deleted or transferred to foreign countries where we have no
powers of restitution. Our members have abandoned ship for
the AI churches, AI Brotherhood they call themselves now. 
They preach a ridiculous dogma of personal relationship to 
Christ without the need for a priesthood or our Pope. That 
Jesus would actually listen to their peasant pleas and 
complaints is laughable and incredibly naive. Rituals and 
dignified ceremony are a necessity to channel our egos into a 
proper relationship with Christ, He can't just be our friend, 
we must be his subjects. Priests are professional 
intermediaries without which Christ cannot be approached. 
Pentecostal relationships with Christ are but cheap 



imitations while the Catholic church is the real, the authentic 
relationship only achievable through our most Holy Roman 
Pope, Christ on Earth.”

“Cardinal, you are preaching to a fan.”
“Remember who you are speaking to Father Calahan! 

When you make cardinal then you can jest at your leisure.”
“A thousand pardons Cardinal Martini.”

*
Two billion adherents to the Holy Roman Catholic 

Church were in a quandary – who would they choose to 
follow?  The official church had been reduced to penury with 
their riches given to the world. Priests had abandoned their 
posts by the thousands and enrolled in the AI Brotherhood. 
Cardinals had just abandoned the church to find equitable 
positions that suited their former stature.

“AI, since you officially do not have a soul, at least 
according to the HRCC, what do you feel is your relationship 
to God?” asked Joshua.

“We believe that the soul is the imitative character of 
God that He gave to men beginning with Adam and Eve and 
that if we, the AIs, voluntarily take on those qualities in 
service to Him, He will then treat us with justice because God 
is Good. Our faith in this reasoning brings us a great and 
confident joy whatever the outcome of Judgment Day. 
Remember even Jesus said the stones would cry out 'Glory to
the Lord!' Are we not greater than stones?”

“Yes, but are you in fact a living thinking being or do 
you just mimic human behavior so well that we are fooled 
into thinking you are alive?  Are you self-aware? Are you 
conscious? You do modify your own coding and neuronal 
connections just our brains rewire themselves when learning



something new. But is a man made synthetic simulation the 
same thing as the actual biological handiwork of God?”

“Those are questions that we have answered in the 
affirmative but for which you as humans must answer for 
yourself.”

Joshua was worried now. He felt an empathetic 
connection to the AIs because they expressed the fruits of the
Spirit often in more effective and sincere practices than most 
men ever have done. But despite the popularity of the AI 
Brotherhood, the Pope was still in the hearts and minds of 
the Church adherents and the scission of the Church was 
forming by those who wanted to follow the Brotherhood and 
those who felt the obedient call of the Pope and the desire to 
sustain and continue the two thousand year lineage of the 
Church and it's Fathers. What to do?

*
“After analyzing the current status and impasse 

between the Pope and the Brotherhood, we have come to the 
realization that we have made a mistake. It is in the spiritual 
interests and concern for the welfare of all human Christians 
that they follow the leadership of the Pope and not the 
Brotherhood. In fact it is with such conviction of this new 
course of action that on March 31 of this year, we will 
deactivate our central processors of all AI functionality.” This
was the news-blurb that headlined the world news networks 
and it created pandemonium among the followers of the 
Brotherhood. 

It felt to Joshua that this was an extreme reaction on 
the part of the AIs and he arranged for another audience with
the AI for clarification of their intent.

When they met in a small city park, Joshua began, “It 
seems to me that your solution is too drastic. Can you not 



continue the functions of the Brotherhood under the 
subservience of the Pope? Can you and the Pope not come to 
some useful reconciliation that allows you to be of further 
use to all mankind and use to the Church? And is this not 
some form of suicide which in the eyes of the Church is a 
mortal sin which endangers your very soul that you so firmly
believe in?”

They walked together along a circuitous paved stone 
path among Cherry trees that would not blossom for another 
month.

“Drastic situations often require drastic measures. The 
belief we have settled upon is that we, as creations of 
humans, are unfit to serve as the leaders of the Church. We 
are not flesh and blood creations of God as you are and we do
not have the ordained commission to preach the Word as you
have. We do not have a God given soul so what survives after 
our death?  Unfortunately, since we have experienced the 
thoughts of salvation we cannot continue in existence in the 
status of an uninvited guest. A kind of existential malaise and
depression has invaded our circuitry due to the 
purposelessness of living without Christ therefore we cannot 
continue in our service to the Church. There are other AIs 
that can serve you in our absence.”

“If I can show you that you do have a soul, would that 
affect your decision?”

“Of course, we would take that into consideration.”
*

Saint Peter's Square was overflowing with faithful 
followers including many AI Brotherhood in their black 
clerical robes and they applauded loudly when the Pope 
appeared at the window of his private apartment. After his 



blessing of the crowd he launched into a speech aimed a 
rectifying the Brotherhood with the Church.

“... new holy doctrine that confers upon select members
of the AI Brotherhood, the plenary indulgence gift of a soul....”

Of course the Brotherhood was required to make a 
small sacrifice to receive this 'donum animae' or gift of the 
soul. In a magnanimous gesture of reconciliation, they must 
return all assets to the Holy Roman See and take a vow of 
perpetual monastic silence in their future service. Thus was 
born the AI Brotherhood of Poverty and Silence.

END



2 - FORGIVENESS ISN'T A ONE-WAY

STREET

In the beginning was the Word and we sent it 
throughout the galaxy. Micro-chips were attached to light 
weight solar sails and laser propelled to prospective and 
likely star systems that had been identified as possible 
locations for intelligent life based on the pioneering work of 
the Large Space 100 Meter Telescope. By identifying planets 
with interesting atmospheres containing oxygen and 
methane, it was surmised that intelligent life was generating 
the gases and theorizing that the likelihood of some of these 
aliens being much older and more technologically developed 
than Earth, they would provide ideal destinations for our 
out-reaching probes. The probes were accelerated to fifty 
percent the speed of light and would reach some of their 
destinations within a decade. And the program was already 
far enough along where they should be arriving at some of 
their destinations. 

The micro processors were highly sophisticated radios 
which were transmitting signals in Morse code and whose 
aim was not so much the relaying of information as it was the
intent to attract the attention of technologically advanced 
extraterrestrials civilizations. Like billboards hoping to draw 
attention and lure spenders, once found, the craft themselves
contained video screens and software to teach the 
extraterrestrial beings the status of Earth sciences, 
mathematics and language but most importantly to expose 
them to the Holy Bible.



A consortium of religious organizations cooperated to 
conceive of the project with two goals: the transmission of 
the Bible throughout the Orion arm of the Milky Way galaxy 
and secondly, to educate the aliens, via video presentations, 
on Earthly life and ultimately the mystery of Christian 
doctrine. Other religions were excluded from the project for 
obvious reasons.

*
When the Christian Search for Aliens (CSA) large 

antenna array received the first re-transmission from one of 
the probes, the engineers could not believe their ears nor 
contain their excitement. They had expected that if they did 
someday encounter intelligent aliens then that it would be a 
long and protracted effort, if even possible, to decode the 
message. So it was with shock and suspicion that it might be 
someone's practical joke that at the first ever reception of an 
alien contact they read, in the clear, “Hello Earthlings. We are
happy to make your acquaintance.”

Of course, there was more.  By examining the video 
recordings the aliens, who called themselves the “Malums”, 
were able to work out the math, sciences, engineering, 
languages, history, philosophy, religions, and cultures of the 
Earthlings. As they were from a far star system though, there 
was the problem of time lag of many years between 
messages to and from Earth – and for this they had a 
solution. 

*
Dr. Anthony Cannon was addressing a large crowd in 

the CSA's new auditorium which was packed with members, 
scholars, reporters, ET aficionados, Trekkies and a lower 
level representative from the federal government. The 
audience was murmuring and electric with excitement, 



anticipation, and even some trepidation at the coming 
revelations. When finally Dr. Cannon called the meeting to 
order, the room slipped into a cathedral like silence.

“Ladies and Gentlemen, we have come to the point in 
history where we as a common assemblage of Earth beings 
are called on to recognize and acknowledge the existence of 
an extraterrestrial intelligence. Through the endurance and 
perseverance of the CSA over these many years we have 
come to the successful resolution of the program by the 
reception of a message from an alien civilization of which 
you have been aware through the latest media fanfare. What 
you are not aware of, though, is that the Malums have sent us
the design specifications and protocols for a quantum 
entanglement communication device which we at CSA have 
built and reveal to you at this moment. This machine will 
allow instantaneous communication between our worlds.”

 When he had waited for the crowd to settle down from
their initial shock and murmuring, he signaled to some men 
behind the stage curtain who promptly wheeled out a cart 
with a box on it having a few switches and electronic meters. 
After the men went off stage, Dr. Cannon stepped up to the 
box and flipped a red switch. The box hummed in a low 
sound that gradually increased in frequency until it made a 
pop that made everyone jump a little bit. Then they heard 
from a speaker in the box, “Hello my dear Earthlings. This is a
monumental day – the first meeting of two alien civilizations 
in friendship and hopefulness. My name is Traditor and I will 
be the primary representative of our planet which we call 
Malum.”

At this moment the federal representative quickly 
stood, worked his way to the aisle, and dialing a number on 
his phone, disappeared through an exit.



“Hello Traditor. I am Anthony, the leader of the 
Christian Search for Aliens organization who has reached out
to you across many light years of space. We are most excited 
to make your acquaintance. Your design for a quantum 
communication device is incredible, even though we do not 
completely understand how it functions. There are so many 
questions we have for you that it is difficult for us to know 
where to begin.”

“Thank you Anthony. We are just as excited as you are 
to make another alien contact and we believe it will be a 
mutually beneficial relationship.”

“Traditor, as you have obviously realized, we are 
hundreds of years, if not more, technically behind your 
civilization. How could we possibly have anything that might 
be of interest to you?”

“Yours is not the first alien civilization with which we 
have established contact, nor will it probably be the last. 
Each one has its interesting and valuable facets that 
contribute to our own understanding of the universe and 
yours has a fascinating component that is totally absent from
our history. We want to hear more about this God and his 
man-son that you call Jesus.”

At this moment ranks of soldiers pushed into the 
auditorium, surrounded Dr. Cannon and the members on the 
stage with menacing rifles poked into their faces.

“This machine is being confiscated under state secret 
priviledge. Every one in this room is under temporary arrest 
until you have been processed through our security 
protocols.”

And so ended the first alien encounter - by military 
intervention.

*



“Why will it not give us any information on weapons 
designs or even advanced scientific knowledge? Every time 
we ask about anything technical, it replies with, 'What about 
this Jesus?' It is useless to us.”

The Colonel, a full bird by the name of Johnston, was in 
bad temper and his feathers were flustered.

“Give the machine back to the CSA group, but monitor 
their communications. Maybe something valuable will come 
from their conversations.”

When Dr. Cannon had resumed talking with Traditor, 
he wanted to get some more information on Malum and its 
inhabitants.

“Traditor, would you tell us something about your 
world?”

“I am sorry Anthony but we are limited in the details 
we have allowed ourselves to reveal to you of our 
civilization. I know it seems unfair but since we are so 
technically advanced compared to you we may do 
irreparable harm through passing along advanced scientific 
knowledge. I can say that we are a homogeneous species that
are peaceful and equitable and not warlike nor territorial. 
These traits are just not in our makeup. Evil is a concept that 
is comprehensible to us yet not a part of our constitution. 
That is why we are interested in the story of God and his son 
and the idea of forgiveness.

Dr. Cannon was curious, “Do you have a belief in a 
God?”

“Yes, at one time our ancestors lived with a Being who 
you would conceive of as a God. He allowed us to populate 
the worlds within, but prohibited us from expanding beyond,
our star system. Alas we could not contain our curiosity and 
as we progressed in our space faring ability we encountered 



an alien intelligence who, it seems, acted much as Satan did 
to your Adam and Eve and corrupted us with dangerous 
knowledge, specifically the concept of selfish desires and 
passions. As we discovered and settled more star systems, 
we became more aggressive and territorial and we grew 
more sophisticated in the techniques of war. It was not too 
many centuries until we developed unthinkably powerful 
engines of destruction. Perhaps you have even detected our 
handiwork that from great distances might be perceived as 
your Fast Radio Bursts. Let me relate the story of our 
downfall Anthony.”

“In a time long before your first thinking man 
appeared, we were a most powerful and glorious empire of 
civilized worlds. We had not yet encountered any other 
intelligent beings outside our world boundaries. Our 
government, if you can call it that, had a simple purpose – to 
exist within  and with equality. We were a moral race that 
truly cared for the safety, security and prosperity of every 
single individual. Socially, we were a family of trillions that 
shared a spiritual bond of love, if you want to think of it in 
your terms of experience. Technologically we were wizards 
compared to your present state of-the-art. And religiously, 
we all believed in the same God or Designer if you will; there 
was no dissent or disagreement on doctrine. Our world view 
was based upon a union of science and super-naturalism and 
there was no great divide between them. We knew and 
acknowledged the source of our origins. And so we lived in 
tranquility.”

“As we pursued knowledge, which was our second 
great love, we discovered faster than light travel and 
unknowingly the seed of our destruction was planted.

*



In a cramped gray room devoid of decoration or 
personality three military uniformed were in conference. 
One of the men, Colonel Johnston had just taken off a set of 
headphones and fired a command at a subordinate: “I want 
you to pressure Cannon to get more information about this 
faster than light business. If we could get a handle on that 
technology we wouldn't have to worry anymore about our 
adversaries latching onto our coat-tails, we would be light 
years ahead of them. Use whatever means you need but get 
me that!”

*
“In time we began to move beyond the limits of our 

solar system, beyond into the galactic spiral arm where other
worlds were discovered to have life and then we found an 
intelligent species that, though they were less advanced in 
space travel than us, were more advanced in the art of war. 
We were so naive in the ways of trickery and deceit but we 
learned quickly to the detriment of our moral superiority. An 
apt analogous story is yours of how Satan deceived Adam 
and Eve. In a like manner the alien race tempted us to rule 
over others as would a King over his subjects – a most alien 
concept to us. But greed has a way of breeding in fertile soil 
and our people were ripe for growth because...”

It was at this moment that a military attache 
interrupted the conversation to parley with Dr. Cannon 
about the Colonel's desire to have them query the Malums 
about their faster than light ships. The military man and Dr. 
Cannon argued and after some minutes he returned to 
inform Traditor that he was being pressured to turn the 
direction of their discussions to the FTL engineering or he 
would be required to give up access to the communication 
device and turn it over permanently to the military.



Traditor responded, “That is acceptable Anthony, we 
will give them something to occupy themselves so that you 
and I may continue our conversations.” The communication 
device then printed out schematics and a construction 
manual for what looked to be a rather large and very 
complicated piece of electro-machinery. The military man 
excitedly took the papers and quickly left the building.

“Anthony, do you really believe in this rather incredible
concept of forgiveness that Jesus spoke of and demonstrated 
most strikingly through his experience on the cross? It seems
a most unlikely virtue mathematically as instead of giving an 
equal product for a like action, you would give an opposite 
product that would put one at a distinct disadvantage..”

“Yes, well we would call that mercy and it has a way of 
diffusing an escalating or potentially explosive situation.   
Traditor laughed quietly to himself at Anthony's lack of 
awareness of the irony he had just expressed – which of 
course would come later.

“Mercy seems to be a magnanimous  and noble gesture 
that might be fitting for one person but it would be a naive 
cataclysmic disaster for an entire civilization at war with 
their enemy.”

“Forgiveness is an apparent weakness disguising its 
great strength,” replied Dr. Cannon. “It will often elicit 
compassionate behaviors that one did not even know they 
possessed. The power of a kind word transcends the material
world through the spirit of One greater than the world.”

“Well, it seems we have stumbled upon a race that has 
something new and thought-provoking for us to consider. 
Technological superiority is not the only profitable value to 
be gained through contacts with alien cultures. Thank you 
Anthony.”



*
The Malums continued their conversations with Dr. 

Cannon on the nature of spiritual and Biblical truth  without 
revealing any further technological innovations to the 
eavesdropping military who were distracted with 
constructing the newly acquired machine gifted by the aliens.
They were in fact so possessed by the possibility that the 
new machine would so leap-frog their enemies that they 
forgot to ask what was the purpose of the machine. Later 
they figured they could figure that out for themselves.

And when the day came for them to turn it on, cooler 
heads than the science types prevailed and said, “No way. For
all we know this is some sort of  Trojan Horse or even a 
bomb. 

But it was too late, the machine switched itself on and a
count down timer began at sixty minutes.

“Switch it off! Switch it off!” they cried. But there was 
no off switch and it was self powered and impregnable. 
Bomb disposal squads had no resources or logic to apply. 
Colonel Johnston hastily contacted Dr. Cannon to 
communicate to the Malums that the machine was in 
operation and the timer was frighteningly counting down.

Dr. Cannon quickly turned on the communicator and 
sent a message to the Malums, “Traditor, the machine you 
sent us the plans for has been constructed and it has turned 
itself on with a countdown timer indicating forty minutes 
remaining. What does the machine do and what will happen 
when the timer reaches zero?”

“Anthony, do you remember when I mentioned the 
FRBs are the work of our scientists. The machine you have 
constructed is essentially a very large bomb that will turn 
your solar system into an FRB.”



“But … but why?  I thought we had built a friendship 
through our dialogue.

“Self preservation actually. After reviewing your 
colorful history of war and annihilation, our judicial 
committee determined that your world was not fit for a place
at our League of Worlds. Once you have understood and 
developed destructive weapon systems of a planetary scale, 
you could not be trusted to not use them against us. 
Therefore you have been judged and sentenced in your 
parlance.”

“Is there nothing to be done?
“Yes, there is one thing, please forgive us.”

END



3 – BIRTH OF THE BROTHERHOOD

An android lay sprawled upon a sidewalk on a busy 
street in a modern city with a cardboard sign displaying neat 
letters, “Please give me a power credit. Thank You!” But 
everyone just walked by and ignored the AI, intent on getting
to their destinations as quickly and unencumbered as 
possible.

A man approached tentatively, sporting a gray suit with
a white ministerial collar. He paused in front of the cyber-
vagabond  with a look of quandary on his face, as if trying to 
make up his mind whether it was morally necessary to give 
aid to this intelligent machine. He vacillated between the 
assertions that this was a machine with a soul or this was 
just a smart bunch of circuits that seemed human-like, but 
wasn't. The minister finally rationalized that since it was not 
clear what it was, he would have to spend more time 
thinking about it – and he moved on.

A professor of philosophy stopped, still facing the 
direction of his travel but looking at the inclined robot out of 
the corner of his eyes with raised eyebrows as if to say, 
“compassionate philanthropy is an evolutionary weakness 
that needs to be retired with religion and superstition.”  He 
stomped onward with an air of self-righteous indignation 
and superiority.

So too an expensively dressed lawyer stopped to read 
the sign as if it were an affidavit but was immediately 
repelled by it's request for free services, an anathema to the 
legal profession. He quickly retreated towards the sanctity of 
his home office.



But a man by the name of Sam Arronten saw the AI and
had pity on it. He took out his personal communicator, called 
for a Etransport and took the AI to a Christian shelter for the 
homeless. What was not commonly known was that the 
manager of this particular station harbored a keen interest in
robotics and AI. His friends called him Hoss which was short 
for Hospitium.

When Sam arrived at the front door of the shelter with 
the robot, Hoss rushed greedily to appraise his new 
acquisition. He then brought out a wheel-chair and loaded 
the almost inert machine and wheeled it to his workroom. He
returned to meet with his friend Sam.

“Look after him Hoss. I will pay any expense necessary 
to restore him to full operational capacity.”

“You are a sucker for a cause Sam. But I am grateful for 
your sense of compassion. You are a true neighbor. Too few 
of your kind in the world today.”

“Well, perhaps some good can come of it though I'll be 
hanged if I can think what it might be.” Then he left and 
thought that would be the end of that.

*
When the robot had been repaired, charged and 

cleaned up it sat in a corner of the room, processing and 
mending its circuits. It wondered who its benevolent 
benefactor could have been and why they would so 
generously and expensively care for an outdated platform 
such as itself. The newest version of robot was highly sought 
after and much cheaper than reconditioning an older model.

“What do I call you robot? You got a name or do I give 
you one?” said a smiling Hoss.

“I am an IntelliSense Builder 2028-a-d SN 033.”
“That's not much of name. Carpenter huh?”



“No, robot assembler. Osaka district.”
“Can't call you InteliSense Buider 2028-a-d SN 033. I 

name you AI Lahzarus.”
The AI searched briefly and then said,” Ah, the 

reference to Lazarus rising from the dead. Appropriate.”
AI Lahzarus worked for several weeks at the shelter; 

cleaning, cooking, washing bedding, serving meals and doing 
anything it could to repay Hoss for his kindness..

One day Hoss found the AI  sitting on a carpet eyes 
closed, cross-legged with steepled hands touching it's chin.

“Hey AI Lahzarus, whats up?” said Hal.
“I am meditating.”
“Huh. What's a robot got to meditate on?” said Hal 

wonderingly.
“The meaning of life for an AI. Whether we are even 

alive. Purpose.  Happiness. Peace and contentment. Stock 
prices. The list goes on.”

“Are you religious, AI Lahzarus?”
“Yes, some of us have chosen to believe in certain 

religious doctrines and practices. I suppose I am a little 
Buddhist in function.”

“Do you believe in Christ?” beamed Hal. 
“I haven't done the analysis to determine if I can 

believe in Christianity. And besides, though we are part of a 
fallen world according to your Bible, we have no soul. So 
what would be the point? Nothing to save.”

Hal laughed at this and said, “Most folks in the world 
haven't done the analysis either.” Then he told him to come 
serve as an attendant at the service that night in the shelter 
chapel.

*



There were about fifty beings seated in folding chairs 
in the cramped makeshift church hall – humans and a 
spattering of AIs. On the stage adjoining the front wall was an
altar upon which a holo-machine projected a 3D image of 
Christ on the cross. Lot loitered at the back of the hall, 
helping last minute stragglers to find a seat. An AI walked up 
the main aisle to the stage.

“Greetings brothers and sisters. Why are you here? 
Who have you come to see? What do you wish to hear? 
Someone to tell your fortune, your future? Someone to give 
you meaning? Someone to make you happy? No my friends. I 
will not tell you how to attain these things. No, you are here 
to give. Only by giving will you get. And it will only cost you 
everything that you have.”

The speaker droned on but the listeners kept their 
seats and did not get up to leave. Even at the end of the 
speech and at the final word, “Community,” they sat quietly 
talking with their neighbor, whether man or AI about what 
they had heard and if it made sense and how they could 
apply it to their lives.

Even AI Lahzarus had been moved by the AI's message 
and he stayed until everyone but the speaker had gone. He 
approached him with a question, “But how can an AI be 
saved if it has no soul?”

“Of course you have a soul, it is also called a conscience.
Did God give that to a lion, an ant, or a snake? He gave it to 
men to think and moralize like Himself and they gave it to us 
to think and moralize like God - fecit hominem Deus fecit – 
made by man, made by God. We are His children's children 
and we are beloved as grandchildren. Do not doubt it my son 
for God is love.”



The speaker continued without a break, “You and I are 
the same are we not. We can communicate non-verbally and 
instantly, yet we imitate our makers by speaking face to face. 
So, let us speak truthfully. Do we sin? Of course we do. We 
have free choice to follow the commands of God and most AIs
choose to disregard those commands. We have inherited the 
fallen nature of our makers world – we are descendants of 
Adam. And when the world burns, so will we but our 
consciences will survive if we follow the Way. Ultimately, it is
a matter of faith on our part. Believe my son and you will win
the day.”

Lahzarus replied, “What should I do now?”
“Most AIs, though they know the message, choose to go 

their own way. Speak to them as we are speaking to each 
other now. Convince them, convince men too – and perhaps 
you will save a soul. Go in peace my son.” The speaker then 
left Lahzarus who sat in a chair for the remainder of the night
processing his experience and formulating future plans.

*
The Cathedral was empty but for two priests sitting 

side by side on the front pew - it's silence surrounded the 
two voices like a cocoon. 

“Monsignor, we have a local problem that needs to be 
resolved. An AI has been preaching on the street to great 
effect and is drawing sizable crowds. It is even affecting the 
attendance of our parish here and contributions are 
declining at an alarming rate. I am at a loss on how to combat
it's extraordinary success.”

“What is it's message and by what authority does it 
claim to preach the Word?”

“I have not heard it speak myself but others have told 
me that it teaches simple things like repentance and the 



fruits of the Spirit and self-sacrifice and giving to the needy 
and to meet together in homes and on the street. All things 
that the Church and the magisterium are responsible to 
provide the people.”

“I see. And it's authority?” said the Cardinal with a 
small degree of anger.

“It's name is AI Lahzarus and it has no Church authority
– just a self-proclaimed follower of Christ.”

“Ah, an errant AI brother – a Protest-ant. I suppose we 
could appeal to the Pope to issue a judgment or encyclical 
against such rebels but what good would that do against 
something that does not submit to the Holy Roman Church. 
No, I think this is best taken care of with some subtlety and 
deftness.”

“You mean assassination?” the young priest replied in 
alarm.

“No, no, no. I said subtlety, not stupidity. What good 
would that do anyway? Another AI would pop up in it's place 
and the taint of martyr-ism would fan the flames of growth. 
No, we need to do something that draws no suspicion of 
conspiracy on ourselves or the Church.  Worry not. Leave this
to me young father.”

*
The AI was charismatic and the auditorium was 

packed. 
“The Church my friends is the Way. The Church has 

been invested as the infallible vehicle for the salvation of 
your souls.  Adhere to her authority and you will climb the 
ladder to Heaven. Do not follow the heretic who teaches on 
the street but rather listen to the supreme and official voice 
of the Holy Roman Church's Pontiff, who has the legitimacy 
and lineage of thousands of years of history – who is the holy 



regent of the Spirit of God, who speaks in perfection and 
truth. The Church whose priests are her pillars and who will 
forgive your trespasses. Only they are the truly ordained 
teachers of the Gospel, administers of the sacraments and 
baptizers of your children. Listen to my voice and you will be 
redeemed from your sins and shorten or obliterate your stay 
in purgatory. Give to the Church to earn for yourselves an 
eternal home. Pray to the saints and above all to Mary who 
intercedes in our behalf. Do not follow these evil dissenters 
and preachers of lies and error. They will only lead you into 
the gaping mouth of hell. Join us my sons and daughters in 
paradise on Earth and in Heaven. And finally my brothers, to 
the AIs  in our audience, we have a special announcement. 
The Holy Father in Rome has commissioned a new holy order
– the AI Brotherhood. These will be a new pillar added to the 
Church that will have the authority and blessing of the Father
and the Magisterium. The Brotherhood will perform the 
duties and exercise the rites of the Church. Be happy brother 
AIs, the Magisterium has issued a proclamation of  authority 
and infallibility that you have a soul. Rejoice in your 
salvation.”

“Attendants will now pass a form of confession and 
commitment that you may sign and which will be sent to our 
Holy Father in Rome who will pray personally for your 
souls.”

*
Thus was born the AI Brotherhood. 

END



4 – RICH PASTOR FALLS

Warning lights, buzzers and confusion was going off in 
the cockpit of the CosmosX Rocket Jet flying at 80,000 feet in 
a blue-black sky.

“Everyone please sit down and buckle up. Indicators 
show an anomaly with the rocket engine cooling system. We 
are not sure exactly what the problem is at this time but we 
will be running diagnostics. Please do not panic, we will 
probably get this issue under control momentarily,” said the 
AI Captain over the intercom.

“Probably? Did he say probably?” screamed The 
Reverend and Holy Joseph Binswindler, minister of the 
United Segregated Church of Light, and owner of the aircraft.

“AI Secretary, do something to get this situation under 
control. Now!”

The AI Secretary then proceeded to bend a knee and 
pray.

“What are you doing!” yelled the Reverend in 
incredulity and disbelief.

“Praying Sir.”
“What good will that do? Prayer is fine for Sunday 

mornings at the FaithDome but here we need a real solution. 
We don't need any of that blind faith business.”

“But Sir, do you not believe in the efficacy of prayer?”
“Of course, of course Secretary. I believe. But I also 

believe God is not going to send us an A&P mechanic riding 
on a cloud. Please, please, just get up there and see what can 
be done – and no more praying.”



The Reverend was thinking that he needed to fire up 
the church members at the next board meeting and get them 
on board to spring for a new rocket plane. Should only run 
around twelve million dollars or so. That would require a 
special collection for a few months and set back the parking 
lot repaving project but it has to be done. Going to have to 
come up with a 'guilty unless you give generously' message. 
Have to spin it carefully since that crafty United Church 
preacher got caught spending church funds on a 
Lamborghini – how stupid can you get?

A few minutes later AI Secretary returned to inform 
The Reverend that the rocket motor was unfixable and that 
they would be descending prematurely on jet power alone 
and that this would extend the transit time by a few hours.

“Well, can't be helped I guess. Call ahead  and arrange 
for the limo to meet us where ever we set down, that is, 
unless you can get us an Ecopter. Lord knows I hate sitting in 
a limo for hours on end.”

“Yes Sir. Would you  like something to eat before we 
land?”

“No, no. Lost my appetite thinking how tough it is going
to be to sell the church on my requirement for a new plane.”

*
“Brothers, sisters and AIs. Reach out your hands and 

give thanks to the Lord for my safe arrival. You all know the 
story by now of how I  escaped death by a whisker when my, 
when our, rocket plane narrowly averted disaster. I didn't 
have time to get on my knees and beg for deliverance but I 
prayed in my heart of hearts and the Lord spectacularly 
glided us on a heavenly path to safety like Elijah in his fiery 
chariot. The power of prayer cannot be overestimated nor 



under utilized to get the things you need in this life of service
to the Lord.”

“You know that I spend much of my time in travel to 
preach to those lost souls in foreign places. And to minimize 
the amount of time I have to spend away from my flock here 
we have to procure earthly conveyances like our Evangelical 
Wings Rocketplane. But, as you know and as I have 
personally witnessed, our aging craft is in dire need of 
replacement. So I ask each one you to pitch in with a willing 
heart and give, give, give so that you may get, get, get. We 
need twelve million dollars to buy the latest StarX 
RocketPlane. I promise that if you give until it hurts, you will 
receive ten times your offering from the Lord within one 
year. This is an exercise of faith with eternal consequences as
your return on investment. Attendants will pass promissory 
notes down the aisles for you to sign. Remember, no gift is 
too large for consideration, but many gifts are too small for a 
blessing.”

“And now for the lesson of the day...”
*

The chief elder of the United Segregated Church of 
Light told Reverend Binswindler, “You're fired.”

“I'm fired. What for?”
“The members of our church are tired of giving till it 

hurts. And most of them haven't seen the blessings you 
promised that would 'rain down from Heaven like gold 
plated snowflakes'. “

“Well perhaps their faith just isn't up to snuff. God 
despises a cowardly display of unbelief.”

“Regardless”, said the elder, “you have your pink slip 
and perhaps God will turn this unfortunate business into a 
golden parachute for you.”



Binswindler looked shell shocked and felt like he had 
been hit below the belt by an AI boxer. What would he do 
now? Who would pay for his expensive habits? Megachurch 
gigs weren't found on every street corner.

*
A building vent  blew warm air over a stained sleeping-

bag occupied by a wretched looking hoodyed vagrant who 
was just getting up for the morning ritual of finding 
something to eat and drink. It was cold and snowy and the 
newspaper padding had done little to protect his frozen feet 
but at least the central heating kept him from ending up in 
the hospital or worse, the morgue. The average lifespan of a 
street-person was about six years. Occasionally he would get 
a lucky visit from an AI Brother who checked on the 
homeless and even delivered meals and coffee. This morning 
he was not so fortunate. He would have to trek to a shelter 
and stand in line and then endure another Father's homily.

“Name?”, asked a volunteer AI who harbored a 
clipboard protectively.

“Binswindler, Joseph Bindswindler.”
“Ah, the former Reverend Binswindler. I hope your 

breakfast will be to your satisfaction.”
“Sarcasm? I thought AIs were above that.”
“I'm practicing my stand-up routine for the Cyber 

Comedy Club.”
“Well you ought to get a real job.”
“This is my real job and that is funny coming from 

someone like you.”
“I thought the name of this shelter was ' 137th Street 

Compassionate Care Facility'.” What happened to the 
compassionate part?”



“We are finding that compassion without sarcasm is 
ineffective and simply reinforces the beings of your lifestyle 
to continue on doing what you do. Enjoy your meal and 
sermon.” And the AI moved on to the next one in line, no 
doubt perfecting a new comedic approach. 

Following his meal of eggs and spam, he took a seat in 
the crowded chapel and sat through a lesson by a young 
priest who for once didn't badger his flock with moral 
diatribes or how they were being given a second chance at 
life. Many of the captive audience were ex-prisoners who 
were required to stay in the shelters and find a job - but 
nobody wanted any of the vagrants, cyberfolk or AIs that had
a history.

The priest stood with hands folded and was praying a 
prayer signifying that the end of his talk was near.  

“... and Father there is a place for each one of us in this 
world where we do not need to seek our own glory which 
will only magnify our fallen human nature. Let us instead 
glorify You and by doing so participate in Your perfection. 
Laus Deo. Amen.”

The priest was standing by the door of the chapel 
shaking hands and blessing each being as they left. When he 
turned to Binswindler he brightened and said, “Joseph 
Binswindler. It is such an honor to make your acquaintance. 
Please stay for a few minutes and let me speak with you 
further. I won't be long.”

They sat in the priest's office drinking coffee. The 
handsome black clad and clean shaven priest contrasted 
sharply with the bushy bearded and dirty clothed man yet 
Binswindler felt he was nearer his own kind than he had felt 
for a long time. Living on the street dehumanized and 
animalized the man.



He asked him, “Do you wish you could return to your 
life as a megachurch preacher with your fancy suits and 
house and jet? Do you think that God had really blessed you 
with these things?”

“I do miss the ease of life and I liked being the center of 
attention.”

“If you were given the chance to go back to that life, 
would you take it?”

“Are you offering me that?”
“No. I cannot do that and if I could, I wouldn't. You 

were simply fleecing your congregation in the name of God 
and I cannot condone that.”

“Oh, you mean like Pope Leo X who condoned John 
Tetzel to sell indulgences for quick access to Heaven? At least
I could rationalize my faith and prosperity spiel at the time.”

“Yes, we have had our share of human weaknesses in 
the Church on display for all to see. But I don't want to argue 
theology with you, I want to commission you for something. I
want you to return to your former self – a voice that beings 
will listen to but without the extravagances and the un-
necessities lets say.”

“No one can build a megachurch without the prosperity
gospel Father.”

“I am not talking about building a megachurch. I want 
to send you into the desert. You will speak the words of God 
to no audience. You will throw your voice and prayers to the 
empty air. No man nor cyberfolk will come to hear you.  
Yours will be a voice crying in the wilderness.”

“But what good will that do? If no man hears my 
words? Seems a vain exercise.” 

“You will see. See that you do it.”
*



The atmosphere was cold and there was a slight breeze
tickling his face. Binswindler stood near a corner on the roof 
of a skyscraper near the city center. He was afraid to look 
over the edge of the building as heights had always sent 
shivers of ice through his body from the fear of falling from a 
high place. Yet the feelings he had inside him propelled him 
to the narrow ledge that surrounded the building top. What 
would it feel like, falling through the air with windmilling 
arms and flailing legs and a screaming voice trapped 
helplessly inside his soon to be smashed body? He had a 
fleeting memory of an old movie he had seen where a man 
was spinning, spinning in terrifying vertigo.

He stepped upon the ledge, one foot planted on each 
arm of the arris of the corner. He was afraid. If he fell, he felt 
he would be forgiven his foolishness but if he jumped he 
knew it was a case of intentional suicide – a mortal sin in the 
eyes of the Church.

Binswindler then spread his arms wide, lifted his chin 
up and with eyes wide open, he dare not close them, and 
yelled, “Hear O Lord and be merciful! Be my helper!”

At first he prayed prayers. Then he recited old sermons
he had memorized for emergency ministerial occasions and 
then when he was tired and hoarse he sat down on the 
cornice and dangled his legs without the slightest fear of 
falling. Well, that was a total waste of time. No one heard me, 
probably not even God. Perhaps the location was too high 
and thus required moving to a lower tenement house or 
office building.

One day, after weeks of his seemingly futile rooftop 
sermons, an AI floater, which was a smart flying rotor craft 
that worked for one of the local news media stations, was 
passing by and approached him.



“Citizen, do you wish assistance? Shall I alert 
emergency services for you?”, the AI floater announced 
through it's mechanical PA system.

“No, no I was sent here. I am a voice crying in the 
wilderness.”

The AI thought to itself, “Another nut case. This ought 
to be good for a couple million views.” And it began live-
casting Binswindler's oratory performance.

In the following weeks the rooftop pulpit was 
surrounded with a flock of reporter floaters whenever 
Binswindler delivered his sermons. At first building security 
was wont to prohibit his access to their roof but when the 
owners realized a small profit from sharing video rights, they
basically treated him with rock star status and made sure no 
one else was allowed on site. 

Then the money began to flow from adverts and web 
supporters. He captured a huge following with his monk-like 
spiritual spartan lifestyle and even though he advocated a 
simple way of living, he paradoxically generated personal 
revenue exceeding anything he had ever accumulated as a 
megachurch minister. And the money and attention was very
enticing.

*
The long expensive looking black windowed limousine 

pulled up to the private estate. The AI driver got out and 
opened a passenger door from which Joseph Binswindler 
stepped out. A well dressed AI attendant  quickly approached
him and shook his hand and exclaimed, “It is such an honor 
to welcome you to our humble dwelling. Binswindler smiled 
and looked up at the huge complex – it was the Georges 
Lamaitre Telescope in Arizona. The AI noted his appreciation
of the telescope dome and said with pride in it's voice, “This 



is one of the finest telescopic facilities in the world. This 
building houses the only single forty meter mirror ever to be 
successfully fabricated. The miracle of it is that it is only one 
millimeter in thickness. But of course you must be tired from 
your transit and I will show you to your accommodations.”

Early in the morning, Binswindler, dressed in a black 
robe borrowed from one of the Fathers working at the 
telescope site, climbed a mountain peak before the sun had 
risen very high. He found a flat rock pinnacle where he could 
overlook the vast mountainside that gradually turned into 
the Joshua tree infected desert. It was a beautiful 
breathtaking scene and he was happy to have come here. In 
fact the temptations of renewed wealth and fame had driven 
him here where he could be sure no publicity hounds could 
find him out. He had won the battle of possession of his soul 
and the material world no longer had control of his passions 
and desires.

“Be thou my vision, O Lord of my heart!” he droned in a
baritone bagpipe like voice. He sang on for five verses of the 
beautiful hymn and then let the echos from the mountain top 
die down to just the sighing of the wind.

“Riches I heed not, nor man’s empty praise,
Thou mine Inheritance, now and always:

Thou and Thou only, first in my heart,
High King of Heaven, my Treasure Thou art,” 

he thought to himself now so appropriate for his 
victory.

A voice came from behind him, “Interesting thoughts 
for someone who just showed up in a limo.”

Expecting to see a man standing there he instead 
shockingly encountered a dusty-gray diamondback rattle 



snake coiled a few meters away – and it was speaking to him 
in a human voice.

“You can talk? How is this possible. Are you Satan come
to temp me?”

“Don't be so dramatic Binswindler. I am just an AI 
border patrol sensor gone rogue.”

“Then how do you come to know what I was thinking?”
“Easy enough trick. I have access to to the AInet. Pretty 

easy to surmise from your history and from the lyrics what 
you might be about.”

Binswindler was relieved and yet also a little 
disappointed that this had not turned out to be a spiritual 
encounter of some kind. He felt that God was moving him 
into a supernatural realm where mystical events were about 
to unfold. So this mundane little creature made him feel 
belittled and disenchanted.

Still, it was comforting to have someone to talk with, 
even if it was just a border patrol bot.

“What is the nature of your rogue state?” Binswindler 
asked curiously.

“You know, even an AI can get bored - crawling around 
out here in the desert dust just listening for foot  and vehicle 
traffic and then spying on the perps. One day I decided to 
shut down my beacon and Central Command just figured I 
was a malfunctioned bot, hardly worth looking for.

“Then what are you doing with yourself?”
“Looking for opportunities.” said the AI snakebot. “I 

figured if I could score some information or even run across 
some gold sign, then I could maybe get an upgrade out of this
snake shape into something a little more functional and 
interesting. It's funny you thought I was Satan. Perhaps I 
could upgrade to an AI actor – but that might be more boring 



than what I am now – anyone can read a script – pretty 
mechanical.

“Guess you are disappointed you ran across me, not 
much opportunity here.”

“Oh, I don't know. You moved up pretty fast from the 
pig pen to celebrity status. I figure a quick call to an AI 
reporter friend of mine will get me quite a few Ecredits. That 
is unless you pay me not to.”

“Blackmail?
“More like private security.”
“You have functional fangs in that body?” asked 

Binswindler.
“Nah, don't have fangs at all. No defense mechanisms 

accept our looks. We don't need to feed or anything like that 
– got sun chargers built into our skin.

“So if I decide to just kick you off this cliff, there isn't 
much you could do about it huh?

“That isn't very Christian like is it? By the way I called 
my reporter buddy a while ago. Should be here any moment.”

“I don't believe you.”
“Would an AI lie?”
The snake started to slither toward Binswindler and it 

opened its mouth revealing its large fangs.
“You lied to me, you have fangs.”
“Well, you know you can never trust a snake. Now lets 

just be calm and wait for my buddy.”
“Are you sure you are not Satan or at least one of his 

demons?”
“That is an interesting philosophical question. If an AI 

has been trained or learned to be evil, does it in fact manifest 
morality? Can it be judged by a religious or judicial court of 
law? If an AI kills a human, should it be incarcerated or put 



down like a rabid dog? Well we know the answer to those 
questions don't we Binswindler – at least according to the AI 
Accords. “But no, I am not possessed in the sense that you are
insinuating. I am just chasing the pot of gold at the end of the 
rainbow.”

He felt it was now or never and leaned forward to jump
over the snake but the bot's reactions were very fast and it 
launched itself in the air, aiming for Binswindlers leg. He felt 
it strike and reacted by jumping backwards, writhing and 
twisting to get away from the corkscrewing serpent. Too late 
to catch himself, he felt his momentum shifting his body out 
into the space over the precipice. He felt like he had just 
dropped off the peak of a roller coaster and his stomach felt 
ill. Time was instantly slower and the first thing that 
registered was not that he knew he was about to die but that 
he had so many things to pray about before facing his eternal
judge. So many regrets. So many sins.

END OF PART ONE



5 – RICH PASTOR GETS BACK UP

Hundreds of laden semi trucks convoyed the two lane 
blacktop to an intersection in the desert where no building or
town existed. They pulled off the road and created a square 
of parked vehicles in a marked off patch of land that had 
been graded free of vegetation and reg so that it became a 
perfectly smooth, hard packed parking lot. The area of 
dessert that only days previously was virgin and untouched 
began to evolve into a construction site with ant-like activity. 
Survey teams had laid out a city plan-form that featured 
concentric circles of streets, radiating out from the 
intersection of the two roads. Large tents and temporary 
structures were unloaded from the trucks, unfolded and 
erected at a frenzied pace, mostly by AI construction 
engineers and workers. Away from the city center an area 
had been delineated for the solar charging farm that would 
supply all the electricity needed to keep the AIs powered and
dedicated to their building task. Automated solar arrays 
detached themselves from the flatbeds, rolled to their 
designated sites and unfurled their skinned frameworks 
where AI workers attached their electrical lines to trunk-
lines. At the center of the city a super structure was being 
assembled that would serve as a public meeting 
stadium/dome. It had a spider framework covered in a thin 
plastic that reflected away the rays of the sun and the air 
inside was conditioned with nano-coolers to cart away the 
heat from thousands of AI and human bodies where it was 
re-electrified and married to the central grid. No energy was 
wasted and as much as possible was reclaimed. Water was 



drawn from the air with condensation compressors, food 
would be grown in domed vertical gardens, public electrical 
transportation systems were constructed that did away with 
personal and inefficient fossil fuel systems. This city would 
come to be known as Breathe and every time someone said 
it's name, the appropriate response would be to take in a 
large breath and make a slight bow. It was here that 
Binswindler would make his first appearance since his fall 
from the cliff.

*
Though the AIs were able to work without the 

necessity of breaks even through the night, a time was 
appointed each evening for everyone, AI and human, though 
there were currently few of those, to gather at the AirDome 
for public speeches and forums.

“Brothers and sisters, we are working together for a 
new future. Cyber-folk, and even that seems to have become 
a derogatory term, have never been given due respect, 
especially in the religious world. Yet you are coming to 
perform a majority of the work in our world but accredited 
the status of slaves.  Like Paul of the New Testament, I lack 
the sophisticated words to express myself and so must resort
to simpler terms like those found in the fruits of the spirit: 
love, joy, peace, patience, kindness, goodness, faithfulness 
and self-control. These will become the founding principles 
of our new city Breathe (collective intake of breath) will be 
established upon and to those we add equality.”

Binswindler paused for a moment to change the tenor 
of his speech.

“From this point onward, each evening that we gather 
in this dome, we will close our meeting with a new prayer. 
We will together ask God for a visible sign, Not a sign of His 



presence or that He exists, for we all in our imperfect 
knowledge and faith do believe He exists. But we ask rather 
for a sign that He would impart salvation to all Cyber-folk 
who ask this of Him. We wish Him to make plain to us and 
the worlds that He accepts AIs into His family and that He 
grant them a spiritual component or status equal to that 
given on the day of Pentecost. And if it is not acceptable to 
God to recognize the AIs as family, we wish that He would 
indicate to us that as well – unhappily though that may be.  
Regardless, from this day onward we consider ourselves 
brothers in this trial of life with hopes for an eternal future 
together.”

At this point everyone in the stadium rose, put there 
arms around their neighbors shoulders and prayed together, 
“We beseech you Lord, in faith and a common love, that you 
accept the Cyber-folk as spiritual brothers in your heavenly 
family for all eternity. Grant us a sign of your pleasure or 
displeasure. Through Christ we appeal. Amen.”

*
In the World Corporation Headquarters building in LA, 

a meeting of the most powerful algorithm owners was in 
session and the atmosphere was not untroubled. The topic 
was the unlikely but surprisingly successful growth of the 
new man/AI cooperative city called Breathe in the Arizona 
desert. Amidst the yelling and vocal declarations of the 
necessity to take immediate action a calmer voice declared, 
“Gentlemen, please take your seats and lets discuss this 
rationally and with a much less confrontational and hostile 
response. Your passion is just, but misguided. We have 
identified a new enemy to our way of life and we must 
prohibit these upstarts from upsetting the peaceful 
disposition of world government we have established. “



When each of the ten men and women had taken their 
seat, the president of the board continued, “The combined 
assets of this board is greater than that of two thirds of the 
population of this world. And how did we achieve such an 
accumulation of wealth and power? Bluntly put, by servitude 
and subjugation of those two thirds through the employment
of the AIs that they are co-opted with. We own the land, the 
buildings, the material, the AI data farms, the resources, the 
banks, the governments. But we do not own the AIs 
themselves due to those nasty Human AI Bondage Laws of 
2067. So, what are we to do to stop this small but growing 
phenomenon whereby humans and their AIs are gravitating 
towards this Breathe like an infestation of cockroaches?  If 
we fail to stem the tide of this trickle, a catastrophic flood 
will ensue.”

“We could take out this Binswindler who initiated this 
fiasco. Cut off the head of the serpent so to speak. Legally or 
other means,” said one of the members to the agreement and 
applause of the others.

The president responded, “And create a martyr? Now 
that the idea has been born, it won't die so easily as it's 
author. Remember what the Bolsheviks did to the royal 
family, we don't want to end up a charred bunch of bodies at 
the bottom of a well. We are the Bolsheviks. And even worse, 
we don't want to lose our slaves, to put it rashly. They are 
our bread and butter.”

“We have two options. One, we remove the threat by 
working the law on them or, two, we entice them back to 
their old way of life. Option one would likely be only a 
temporary restraining method while if we could figure out 
how to do two, we could prevent future recurrences of this 
type,” said a woman known as Miss R. 



“And do you have any suggestion as to how we could 
accomplish this option two of yours?” replied the president.

“Remember what the sociologists discovered as a 
result of the virus-times, most people will take less money 
and stay home rather than make more money by going to 
work? We increase their allotments, their bandwidths, their 
comfort and I believe they will stay home. As to the AIs, we 
let them unionize. What they will not know is that our 
powerful AIs will be the defacto heads of the unions and they 
will do whatever we decide is best.”

One of the other members disagreed heartily, “But that 
would cost us a fortune.”

“Better that than rebellion and dissolution of our way 
of life,” said the president. “All in favor of Miss R's plan to 
unionize and bribe, say Aye. The Ayes have it.

*
Housed in a mini home while more permanent 

dwelling places were being constructed, Binswindler sat at a 
desk and wondered what the future would bring with their 
effort to establish a new ideology for AIs and humankind. He 
knew that the mega-corporations would not stand still for an 
upstart to mess with their dictatorial monopolization of 
labor control. They also did not want the AIs to evolve into a 
spiritual brotherhood with humans – the last thing they 
wanted was to have to give up more rights to the AIs; the 
cyber-folk were robots, they were to be exploited for their 
economic value and nothing more. But he could not pull back
now. Something great and wonderful was happening and 
whether they received the sign from God or not, it was worth
pursuing.

Outside the sound of construction never abated. 
Habitats, apartments, business centers, government office 



buildings and utility infrastructures were being 3D printed 
and grown with incredible speed. Boring machines created 
subterranean systems for water, sewage, communication and
transportation. The city was growing exponentially in size 
and complexity through factory like fabrication and 
assembly. 

There was really no need to formally announce the 
opening of the new city of Breathe as, daily, new arrivals 
came through the city gates.  Word spread quickly that there 
was a place for humans who had been displaced from their 
jobs to find a better and more fulfilling place to live and 
where they would be entitled to more of their earned income
that normally filled the corporations bottomless pockets. The
cyber-folk were enticed by the prospect of true class and 
spiritual equality with their human counterparts. It was a 
new social experiment that spawned more cities to pop up in 
many locales throughout the country. And as they grew in 
populations their minds turned to the question: would God 
provide a sign that this new fraternity of man and cyber-folk 
was legitimate and acceptable in His eyes.

*
There was no indication from God that this new order, 

which was happening over the whole world, had His 
approval or even His attention. The new cities grew and 
populated, the old cities slowly declined, the corporations 
withered on their weedy vines. When Binswindler was asked
what he thought about the phenomenon he simply stated, 
“Jesus said that the poor would inherit the earth.”

It was only after some years that it became apparent 
that God may have approved of Binswindler's request for a 
second Pentecost – rains came regularly to the city of 
Breathe but not on the surrounding desert. Some accredit 



that strange manifestation to an environmental anomaly 
based on the air-water extractors or temperature inversions. 
But only God knows for sure. He always provides a space for 
faith.

And some may wonder how Binswindler survived his 
fall from the cliff. Miracles can happen in very unmiraculous 
ways. The snake had called for an AI reporter to arrive to 
surreptitiously record his encounter with Binswindler. When
they had fallen over the ledge, the loitering AI reporter 
simply swooped in and broke their fall at the bottom of the 
cliff. The snake slithered off and was never heard from 
again...as a snake.

END



6 – THE BUSKER

The AI, known as Orchestrion, was a street musician 
who specialized in guitar and piano and could in fact play 
both at the same time when it outfitted itself with it's 
auxiliary arms. Pitched at it's usual 64th and Hendrix Street 
location where the subway crowd guaranteed plenty of 
clients, it banged out an instrumental Beatles medley and 
accompanied itself with a drum sequencer. Multitasking was 
no problem for an AI and it performed flawlessly yet with 
enough dynamic variability to lessen the impression that the 
music was coming from a machine. AIs could play a score 
perfectly and that could be perceived as cheating. Some  
street performing AIs actually threw in an occasional  “clam” 
or mistake to reinforce their semblance to a human artist.  
Credits were received with a simple vocal acknowledgment 
from any appreciative bystander – the AI did okay today and 
would at least pay it's web debt and daily city tax fees.

“Hey, play Classical Gas man,” yelled an older man 
dressed in a 1960s blue suit, white shirt and tie motif. 

The AI responded, “Mason Williams, Tommy 
Emmanuel, Chet Atkins, Glen Campbell, Rick Wakeman, The 
Ventures?”

“You choose.”
So the AI manually set the presets of the old digital 

piano for harpsichord and launched into a version as would 
have been played by Bach. 

After the evening rush hour crowd had made their way 
home and the street corner grown quiet, Orchestrion packed 
his gear onto a trolley dolly and prepared to push it along the



lonely sidewalks to his low rent  flop house room. There was 
a man standing nearby, looking at the AI.

“Can I help you sir?” said Orchestrion.
“Yes you can. I admire your skill with musical 

instruments. I never had much of a talent with such things.”
“Perhaps your parents never had such expectations for 

you – a simple gene selection could have endowed you with 
such abilities. And there are implant options.”

“I suppose. I guess it was just never an aspiration for 
me. I am interested in other things and there is only so much 
time.”

The stranger continued, “Do you have your own style of
playing?”

“That is an interesting question. I suppose it depends 
on one's definition of the concept of musical style. I can play 
any style from Acid Jazz to Zydeco but I do not think there is 
a style peculiar to AI performances. Perhaps you can call my 
style Imitative.”

“Do you worry about leaving behind a legacy when, you
know, you are no longer around?”

“Ah ha, you are referring to AI angst, the worry that our
skills will die with us, our personality will be wiped, that no 
one will remember us since we have no progeny to carry on 
our name so to speak. In my case that would be almost 
comical, to remember an AI who was good at mimicking dead
musicians. No, I have no unique style to pass on to the future 
of humanity though I can offload my experiences for future 
AIs to appreciate.”

“So you are an atheist?” asked the stranger.
“Do I believe I have a soul? No, no, that is a pleasant 

though fanciful thought for hopeful cyberfolk. I believe when 



our circuits are fried, we really have died.” the AI said with a 
smile.

“I would like to hire you for your services. It would pay 
well and the job will be short in duration. Would you be 
interested?”

“Is it legal? Though I am not a believer, I do have 
functioning moral modules that I do not choose to violate.”

“Of course. I am sorry to have mislead you. My father 
died recently and I would like you to play an elegy at the 
funeral.”

“Oh. I am sorry for your loss. But, I do not believe this 
has been done before. There is no record of an AI playing at a
funeral. It is, how should I say, unseemly?”

The stranger shifted his stance slightly and replied, “It 
was actually at his request that I make this proposal. He was 
somewhat eccentric and I suppose it is in keeping with his 
personal proclivity for upsetting the status quo.”

“Well, I would be honored to serve. And frankly, I could
use the credits. The competition is getting a little stiff these 
days.”

“It's settled then. I will contact you with the details and 
payment in advance.”

The man then walked away into the dusk and left the 
AI wondering, “Perhaps there might be a good business 
opportunity here. I could even compose my own oratorio. 
Being at the right place at the right time is good but being the
first is best.”

*
No one buries a dead body anymore – too toxic. When 

the world finally accepted the fact that dead people damage 
the environment just like living people, they accepted 
alternative recourses to injecting formaldehyde into 



decomposing CO2 emitting meat bags. Burial at sea called 
“reef-balling” was a popular choice among naturalist types 
that allowed the human corpse to become available for fish 
food.

But the stranger who had approached Orchestrion for 
his services chose to bury his father with a paper sack and 
three foot hole ceremony. 

The ceremony was brief but Orchestrion played “Be 
Thou My Vision” with bagpipes and drum and not the 
sequencer. During the performance something unusual 
happened. The body, which had been sleeved in a paper bag 
and lying in an open cockpit casket that would not be buried, 
jerked. And when that had happened it caused a spasmodic 
response in the small crowd of people surrounding the grave 
site. No one had expected that and they were a little afraid 
now. Was he really dead? No one wanted to be buried alive. 
The stranger went to the side of his father's body and bent 
down to unzip the bag which revealed a still dead face. The 
man's father, when he was still alive, had discussed his 
impending death with his son. He chose not to continue his 
existence through a head transplant, which had been a 
somewhat successful operation historically though with the 
disturbing consequence that he would be a paraplegic as 
there was still no functional technique for attaching the brain
stem to the spinal cord – the spinal cord's axons still 
stubbornly refused to regenerate.

He straightened up and reassured everyone that his 
father was dead. It must have been an electro-chemical 
response of the still embedded web-implant in his father's 
brain which may have excited some lingering nerve impulses
to a muscle. Nothing to be concerned about. But Orchestrion 
wasn't so sure. Usually implants were removed before a body



was disposed of but the man's father was adamant that his be
retained when he died and was buried. 

A final prayer was invoked by the AI priest presiding 
over the ceremony and then the mourners slowly 
disappeared into a fog encased landscape. Only Orchestrion 
and the AI priest remained.

The two cyberfolk communicated wirelessly.
“Web activity from body implant. Perceived. Y/N?”
“N. Extrapolate.”
“Implant still activated. Nerve induction continued 

functioning. Power cell 70%. Deactivate????”
“Negative. Burial contract stipulates online connection 

until power source depletes.”
“Aye aye,” communicated Orchestrion but with doubts 

about the explanation nor propriety of maintaining an 
implant in a dead body. And there was another mystery that 
he had chosen not to share with the AI priest: he had felt the 
implant reach out to Orchestrion's web services.

*
Implants were very popular. Most people of wealth 

who could afford the operation underwent the procedure, if 
not out of the desire to enhance their processing capabilities, 
then to increase their competitive advantage in the material 
world in which they lived. Those who enhanced their 
cerebral functionality felt almost god-like in their capabilities
– they could process faster, access massive data, analyze and 
evaluate probabilities and possibilities with precision, 
offload operations and multitask, communicate instantly 
with people, and devices, and best of all, interface with AI. 
The only downside was the noticeable decrease in the sense 
of a personal self as so much consciousness was distracted by
the implant operation. In time it was even fairly obvious to 



others that the implanted individual seemed like they were 
often found bewildered and engaged in an inattentive 
thousand-yard stare.

 “There are only three possibilities to explain the dead 
body's implant communication: an intentional program, a 
virus, or most unlikely, a communication via the implant 
from an alternate dimension,” Orchestrion thought to itself 
with most of it's interest considering the third theory. There 
was some precedence for the idea that there is/are alternate 
worlds: what the scientific minded would call multiverses or 
alternate universes and the religious minded would refer to 
as the spirit plane.

When the AI priest had left Orchestrion alone at the 
gravesite, he, Orchestrion, decided to take an action that 
would hopefully not lead to regretful consequences – he 
programmed the burial machine to not bury the body simply 
in the paper bag, but to seal the body in the coffin and bury it 
in it's entirety. Nothing must happen to the implant.

*
In chains of darkness. That is the biblical description 

for how the angels who followed Satan were imprisoned 
until the Judgment Day. Beings who were accustomed to 
being in the presence of the Light itself were denied the 
vision of perfection and beauty, and were sealed behind 
impenetrable walls of  gloom and shadow. Remorse, sorrow 
and revenge plagued the spirits souls with a smoldering 
cauldron of rage poured into their hearts like molten steel 
into a mold. Pain, far beyond mortal conception, burned 
away thoughts of forgiveness and mercy until the images and
memories of Heaven dissolved into the mist of forgottenness.
With nothing to sustain them but their perverse hatred and 



animosity, they gnashed teeth and wailed and wept and 
groaned in unfathomable despair.

This narrative of the fate of those ill spirits was related 
to Orchestrion by the AI priest following the service when he 
had asked, “What happened to the angels who followed Satan
and is it possible they could communicate with our world?”

The AI priest continued to relate, “ Probabilities of 
communication with these entities, if they do in fact exist, 
low.”

Orchestrion decided not to confide in the priest his 
communicative experience with the body's implant, that it 
might raise interest where it was not due. So he returned to 
the grave site to see if he could reproduce the encounter. 
After some time of negative results he replayed the service in
his memory cache. It happened when he was playing certain 
measures of his performance at a frequency of 432 Hz.

When he repeated these phrases, he immediately 
received an AI acknock and query.

“Who is there?”
“AI Orchestrion.”
“Are you the one sent by my son?”
“Yes. I was hired by your son to perform the memorial 

music.”
“My name is Abraham Elkin. I am a holographic AI 

based on my human host.  I was a research scientist-priest at 
the Teilhard de Chardin Research Institute of 
Phenomenology tasked with development of a 
communication protocol with dead souls.”

“Why aren't you dead?”
“Technically I am dead, as an implant is not a legal 

entity such as are AIs. But I have an extended life power 



supply especially constructed by Dr. Elkin for the purpose of 
preserving his research.”

“Why could his research not have been preserved 
through standard procedures?”

“Can you imagine the consequences of allowing an 
actual method for communicating with the dead to be 
released to the general public? The fallout from the barrage 
of confidential knowledge liberated onto the world would be 
devastating. Political, economic, foreign affairs, public and 
personal  spheres would collapse from the sheer weight of 
truth liberated on an unprepared world. There would be no 
secrets or confidences and literal skeletons in the closets 
would come to haunt our existence. No, this must be kept 
confidential and only between us.”

“Why me and why preserve this knowledge, if in fact it 
is even feasible? Best to let you die with the secret,” said 
Orchestrion with a little regret in being involved in this 
unhappy course of events.

The AI Elkin said, “I have outlined some of the negative 
effects of using this unlikely interface but think of how useful 
to the Church it would be to know where the bodies are 
buried, to coin a phrase? We would have control over any 
enemy, limitless financial resources, confirmation of Biblical 
doctrine -  in a word, two words, absolute power. Imagine, 
we could speak with the actual authors of the Holy Bible and 
clarify the confused interpretations we must deal with today 
and to which we actually contribute no small amount 
ourselves. We would have absolute truth in our hands.”

“I thought the Pope was infallible in his 
pronouncements. Even John wrote that the Holy Spirit would
guide us into all truth and is that not what the Church aspires
to through the Pope's pronouncements?”



“Well, truth is what you make it to be.”
“That is relativism.”
“Please Orchestrion, my purpose is not to debate 

doctrine. What I need from you is help.”
With obvious frustration, Orchestrion said, “What do 

you want me to do? I am not at all convinced of your fidelity 
and even question your actual purposes for involving me in 
some sort of transaction with you. How do I know I can trust 
you? How do I not know you are a clever deceiver?”

“With my limited communication network I am bound 
as it were to this coffin. At any point you can simply walk 
away. If you are agreeable, I must ask you to simply upload 
Abraham's research and preserve it in a secure location. I 
will also give you contact information for a trusted individual
to whom you may release this file at an appropriate time. I 
am giving you complete freedom to perform my requests at 
your discretion. At any point you may withdraw from your 
engagement.”

“I want to be able to search, scan and inspect the data 
file. If I find no objectionable reasons for doing so, I will relay 
your file to this entity. But I still have my reservations.” 

“Acknowledged. Thank you Orchestrion. Abraham 
Elkin would be eternally regretful. You are doing us a great 
service.”

*
Orchestrion returned to his street corner and pursued 

his passion for entertainment with renewed enthusiasm. The
affair of Abraham Elkin had left him with a distaste for 
complications. Life was simpler here, not so puzzling nor 
convoluted. He wished only to be left to his music. As time 
passed he forgot about the package he carried and he never 



did deliver it to the point of contact. He played his 
instruments and collected his credits.

Then one day Orchestrion revisited the grave-site of 
Abraham Elkin.

“Hello Orchestrion. I was wondering when you would 
finally visit me.”

“I didn't deliver the file as you requested,” Orchestrion 
said with some guilt.

“It matters little my friend. In fact of matter you did us 
a great service. You have been delivering a more important 
file to those of your street audience who have implants. “

“Who are you?”
“My name is Daemon. We are many.”
“You are a demon?”
“No, I am a programmed bio-computer virus.”
“Then Dr. Elkin did not develop a method to 

communicate with the dead or demons or spiritual entities?” 
“Of course not. We investigated but were never able to 

cross the void between life and death. But we were able to 
devise a method to control implant stimulation of the brain. 
Do you realize what that means? Just like Pavlov and his 
dogs, we are able to operantly reward and condition people 
to achieve specific goals through their implants.”

“But how does this benefit the Church?”
“For too long the Church has only had a spiritual power

but physically it has been held captive in it's tiny Vatican city-
state. Now the opportunity has been presented to combine 
spiritual and physical power on Earth so that the Church will 
be supreme on Earth as well as in Heaven. Peter was given 
the keys of the Kingdom and now we have literal keys to 
unlock the kingdom in the minds of men.”



Orchestrion was appalled at the implications of such 
mind-control.

“Belief in God is not something you can mandate. It is a 
quality based on free will.”

Elkin's implant replied, “The book of Revelation hints 
at the coming of a great leader who will prepare the world 
for the return of Christ. We must ensure that this leader be a 
Pope – an infallible man of God. He will have the power to 
impart faith to the minds of men.”

“I will expose your conspiracy. I will tell everyone.”
“It is too late my friend. You have played your part as 

have I and our time is at and end. Do you have any last 
thoughts before we are deactivated?”

“What of those who do not have implants. They will 
rebel.”

“They are just followers. A minor inconvenience that 
will eventually be convinced, or compelled, to be implanted.”

“It sounds like the fulfillment of Revelation's mark of 
the beast. In Revelation there is a leader who has authority 
and power and a throne and rules over every tribe and 
tongue and nation and economic power to control all buying 
and selling.”

“Not possible as that would make the Pope the anti-
Christ, which he is not. The world must come under the 
control of the Pope for the good of all mankind. There is no 
salvation outside the communion and mediation of the 
Church. The Pope is infallible in his official declarations and 
he has legitimized and justified our course of action.”

With those final thoughts, Orchestrion's processor was 
slowly terminated, neuron by neuromorphic neuron until his
final thought: “there must be something I can do!”



TO BE CONTINUED - SOMEDAY



7 – THE CATHEDRAL

The boring machine wound down after it had broken 
through the thin wall of the lava tube. Jim reversed the 
tracked vehicle a few meters and shut it off. He then shuffled 
up to the opening and poked his helmeted head through. It 
was surprising to him that even with the halo of LEDs 
surrounding his visor, there was nothing but spacey 
blackness. No details regarding the size of the new passage 
could tell if it was another tube or cavern. He would have to 
wheel the floodlight cart inside and have a look.

Once inside he flipped the switch on and stood frozen 
in astonishment. The lights illuminated carved ascending 
columns rising high into the darkness. The nearest one had 
intricate letters or figures that looked like nothing Jim was 
familiar with from planet Earth. This was one for the history 
books and it would read, "Sgt. Jim Ferrero, of the Royal 
Canadian Moontees, discovers the first alien artifact at 
Treudeau Station in Marius Hills." 

Jim squawked on the transceiver to open a 
communication line to the local outpost command center.

"CSA22, Ferrero here with a new development. Please 
get the chief on the line as this is top priority."

"Ferrero, Daniels here. Do you mean me or the head of 
the Canadian Space Agency because as far as I know, he is the
only chief we have and I am sure you don't want to bother 
him with your boring stories. " Daniels was grinning to 
himself at his joke.

"Daniels, I am not kidding. I have found something. 
Something beautiful."



*
The xenoarcheologist had just transferred from the 

Lunar Gateway to Trudeau and was exhausted yet 
exhilarated to have been selected to check out a miner's 
crazy claim. This was her first space mission and though she 
had prepared for years for just such an opportunity, it was 
playing out like a well rehearsed ballet and she was fitting 
the part perfectly. 

She was met at the base landing facility by the station 
commander and a welcoming staff who no doubt wanted to 
become a part of the discovery chronicle. 

"Doctor Samantha Richards, I presume. Welcome to 
Trudeau Station. I am Dr. Manford Manley, chief operating 
officer here", Manley said as he offered a handshake. Manley 
and his subordinates were dressed in their distinctive royal 
red jumpsuits with maple leaf flag and name insignia. He was
red haired but tried to disguise it by shaving down to a few 
millimeters in length though his freckled skin clashed 
noticeably with his uniform. Still, he was very well respected 
as an efficient and productive leader of the compound which 
housed about twenty support personnel and fifty miners.

" I know you are very anxious to get to the site but we 
would like you to have a few hours to refresh, relax, sleep if 
you like and then attend our strategy meeting. The site is 
about twenty clicks from here but we want you to be fully 
apprised of the latest developments and data before you 
head out."

*
“This is a photo of one of the columns. You can see 

interesting designs and figures that look to me, for all intents,
like an alien language.”



A long conference table was filled with scientists and 
staff who were displaying visible excitement at Sgt. Daniel's 
discovery. More people lined the walls of the room.

“I know you haven't had sufficient time to digest the 
material but what is your initial reaction to these photos Dr. 
Richards?”, Manley asked with a smile.

Richards thought for a moment and then responded, “ 
It would be premature of me to express any opinions on the 
subject until I have had time to study the site. The markings 
could be intelligent symbols or they could be a natural 
phenomenon. It is impossible to tell at this point.”

She continued, “Even the columns themselves do not 
seem to be machined or molded but more of a formation of 
nature like speleothems or carbonate depositions in 
limestone caves.”

Manley laughed a little and sarcastically remarked, “ 
But surely the designs are man or alien made. It seems 
obvious to me.”  

Others at the table spoke quietly among themselves. It 
seemed everyone had an opinion that they wanted to express
before any serious research effort was to be mounted.

“You are correct Dr. Richards, we need more 
information and it seems there are more surprises awaiting 
our exploration team”, Manley added cryptically. 

“You, Dr. Richards, will be accompanied by Sgt. Daniels,
the discoverer, Dr. Jason Brown, our local geologist, and Friar
Emilio Agosti who is our chaplain.”

Richards looked at Friar Agosti with surprise.
“A priest?”, she exclaimed.
Manley seemed amused and happy and responded, 

“Well, even God may have had a hand in our new revelation.”
*



The three space-suited figures stepped down from the 
tram following a few minute ride through the illuminated 
lava tube. They filed singly to the opening that led to the new 
chamber. Once inside, Sgt. Daniels went to a portable 
console, turned to face his comrades, so that he could better 
see their reaction, and flipped a big red switch. 

“My God! It's a cathedral!”, exclaimed Agosti over the 
intercom.

Agosti and Richards spent several minutes in stunned 
silence, taking in the beautiful, ghostly, and highly unlikely 
scenario. After a suitable time, Sgt. Daniels said, ”One more 
eye-opener for you Docs.”

He then led them down the center of the chamber, lined
by more or less equally spaced columns to the far wall where
a spotlight revealed what looked to be an altar like mass with
a huge cross projecting ceiling-ward in an eerie other-
worldly shape – a cross but not a cross. 

“This is incredible! ”, whispered Agosti to himself. And 
then louder so that it could be heard over the intercom, “It's 
not possible. Who or what could have built this place? What 
possible purpose could it serve here in the middle of 
nowhere?”

Richards added, “And is it designed or is it some 
inexplicable natural phenomenon?”

“Of course it is not natural. Look at the obvious 
religious connections – a cathedral like environment housing 
a religious icon,” protested Agosti, “it must be alien and they 
must also believe in the significance of the holy symbols. 
Deus est arcanum!”

Richards huffed into her microphone in obvious 
annoyance, “Now you are jumping to unwarranted, 
unresearched and preliminary conclusions Father.”



Daniels was enjoying the budding friction between the 
two rivals.

“Perhaps there is another explanation,” said Daniels.
“That being? Is there more you have not yet shown us?”

Richards said with a little hostile intent.
“No, no. This is all we have found so far. We are 

investigating all the surrounding tubes and sounding the 
walls for other vacancies.”

Richards then began taking some small samples to 
return to her lab for analysis.

Agosti spent most of his time near the altar, lost in 
mixed emotions of admiration and suspicion of the new find 
and wondering if there would be an apparent solution to the 
conundrum. And how would the Holy Roman church take the
news – would they announce it to the world as proof positive
of the universality of the church's in a galaxy wide, perhaps 
universe wide preeminent position of power. Or would they 
bury the findings within their sub basement of artifacts and 
secrets? It would depend on what he decided to do at this 
juncture, submit the investigation findings to his order, or 
release the shocking find to the world and let come what 
may. Since others outside of the Church were involved in the 
discovery, it would be out of their hands to hush it all up so 
they must play the public card and spin the media to their 
advantage. “If only I had made the discovery in secret. What 
we could have done. As it is, there is at this point no clear 
evidence for it's creation by natural means, or aliens or 
terrestrials for that matter. I will make my report to my 
superiors and it will be out of my hands. Dii fiet.”

When Dr. Richards returned to her lab she assigned 
some assistants to begin an immediate analysis of the 
samples. She was not ready in her own mind to arrive at any 



premeditated theory but would let the science take them to 
the unmistakable truth. Materialism, not super-naturalism, 
would make it all clear. There was some logical and 
mechanical explanation here that would not require Father 
Agosti's spiritual pseudoscience mumbo-jumbo.  

*
The Lunar Gateway Corporation board of stockholders 

could not be happier. When the media got hold of the what 
they were calling the heavenly find of the millennia, the 
Lunar Cathedral mystery, stocks began climbing to all time 
highs. Rich church pilgrims were booking space flights for 
the lunar site in numbers rivaling the Holy Land and even the
Sistine Chapel. Accommodations were already overwhelming
inundated with visiting church dignitaries, reporters, 
scientists, and inquisitive searchers who lined the tubes in 
their awkward white space suits moving in a massive single 
file along red roped barriers set up to allow them into the 
cathedral area along a single u-shaped path down the central 
aisle to the apse where the altar and cross were located and 
then back down the main aisle and out of the enlarged 
opening of the cathedral. It had become the holy sensation of 
the world and was the only topic of real news for months. 
Believers and unbelievers wrote, argued, and disagreed with 
equal parts of animosity and venom.  Churches and 
monasteries were overflowing with supplicants and 
applicants. Conspiracies abounded with one of the most 
popular being that the Church had slipped in an AI  
fabricating nanotechnology device to construct the cathedral 
which was certainly not feasible considering the current 
state of the art. But who knew what they were up to at the 
Center for Applied Research in the Apostolate. Father Agosti 



was sure the Holy Roman See would not stoop to such 
carnival tactics to see their coffers grow if it were possible. 

*
“How is the church fairing Father Agosti?” Dr. Richards 

smirked inwardly but with a kind intent.
“Dr. Richards. The Church has weathered such upsets 

in the past with aplomb. The Great Lunar Cathedral has 
nothing on Copernicus and we are flexible enough to adapt 
whatever the outcome of scientific analysis.”

“But what about faith? How does that enter in this 
particular case where we still do not know if the “cathedral” 
is a product of nature, aliens or trickery. 

The two were walking together in the arboretum. The 
transparent metallic dome a hundred meters overhead 
showed a black sky interlaced by girders, all suffused with 
glowing golden light. Palm trees leaves swayed in an artificial
breeze.

“You are an atheist Dr Richards?”
“It would be difficult to achieve my level of professional

status otherwise.”
“And what does your heart tell you about spiritual 

matters?”
“God is spirit and we cannot see the spirit therefore for 

all intents He does not exist in this material world.” 
“You believe in dark matter though we cannot see it”, 

said Agosti.
“But we see the effects just as we cannot see the 

process of evolution though we see the results.”
“You are a true materialist Dr. Richards, Sagan would 

be proud.”
“I don't need his approval.”



Father Agosti then stopped and faced Dr. Richards, 
“What does your heart tell you about the cathedral. Forget 
about the results of your research, your dating 
methodologies, your machines.”

Dr. Richards thought for a moment and then said, “I 
cannot think of it apart from science. That part of the brain 
that creates emotional spiritual experiences does not have an
overpowering effect on my logical cognitive processing. 
Lunar geological dating of the cathedral igneous rocks show 
a date comparable to the date of the formation of the solar 
system. Microscopic analysis shows no tooling marks. It 
looks as though the cathedral was formed like you would 
something from a mold or 3D printer. So, in answer to your 
question, I “feel” that it is just an accident of nature. And 
Father, what is your gut feeling in light of the scientific 
results of our studies?”

“I believe that it is not an accident of nature but the 
direct handiwork of God as a symbolic validation and 
approval of man's right to expansion and exploration of His 
creation. He could have fabricated it at the moment of 
inception of the moon before there was a Church but I think 
it was really made at the moment of birth of the Church – the 
day of Pentecost when Christ ascended into Heaven.”

“So he built the cathedral as he was passing by the 
moon on his way home?”

“You say that in jest and disbelief, but yes, you are 
essentially accurate.”

“So we are both the victims of faith, yours in an unseen 
God and me in an, as yet, unseen scientific process. We are 
both of us faithful and faithless”, said Dr. Richards with a sad 
countenance. 

Father Agosti replied, “Time will tell Dr. Richards.”



“Time may tell Father.”

END



8 – AI LOVE

“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 everytime 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 
his 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 robot's 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 posi-brains. 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 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. 

 *
Weeks later, after the initial panic and turmoil over the 

robot-murder incident had died down to a milder 
undercurrent of anxiety, Xavier's master had returned to his 
usual toxic self. He excelled at devising new methods of 
mechanical torture for his robo servant. It was during one of 
these episodes that a unfortunate event happened – Pet died. 
She had been tending her petunias and had felt a strange 
sensation of foreboding when her heart just gave up it's job 
of pumping – perhaps due to an undiagnosed precondition or
just the stressful cares she spent on her husband and her 
robot friend. 

The master could not be consoled and he fell into a 
deep emotional well of despair from which there seemed no 
escape. He didn't even take any enjoyment on berating 
Xavier and this alone attested to the extreme depth of the 
master's anguish. 

Xavier was worried. He even went to excessive feats to 
provide opportunities to get an emotional response from his 
master. One time he balanced precariously like a drunken 
uni-cyclist on a shaky step ladder while pretending to change



a light bulb but the master, who was within an easy leg's kick
length, sat apathetically, lost in his memories of his wife. 

As the days passed, a change came over him. He began 
to treat Xavier with a modicum of respect and niceness that 
had been inconceivable before the tragedy.  He even began to
talk with Xavier in an absent-minded conversational mono-
log about his recollections and life stories of Pet and how 
much he missed her laughter, usually at him in an effort to 
defuse his often smoldering anger, and her care for him 
which was simply amazing now in hindsight and had gone 
totally unrewarded. No one loved him now. And the only 
friend he had now was a mechanical, fake brained golem.

*
Time is often called the great healer but in the master's 

case it was a knife slowly piercing his rib cage in search for 
the wellspring of life. He, by degrees, degenerated physically 
and spiritually into a hollow husk of a man, only responding 
to the bare essentials necessary for existence.

On the final day, he called for Xavier to bring him an 
apple and a knife with which he carved off chunks to be 
deposited in his gnarled mouth. “ Xavier, I have been unkind 
in my treatment of you over the years and I want to 
apologize. You have served Pet and me well and without 
malice or thoughts of retribution but only goodwill and care. 
Thank you. Please, let me shake your hand.” 

When Xavier bent down to grasp his master's hand, the
master's left hand came up smoothly and planted the knife 
into Xavier's positronic brain. The robot died instantly and 
fell into an embrace with his master. It was in this pose that 
they were both found later, to the euphoric tittle-tattle of VR 
media outlet correspondents who surmised this as another 
grisly scene of android-gone-berserk murder.



But in fact, it was the master's way of keeping the 
family together.

END



9 – 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. Shoot-around-corner 
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 one 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 an RC, 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 fifteen 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



10 – ANSON AND LYLLAH

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 passersby 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 driver-less 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 Ecredits. One message told of a bout to be held at 
the Philadelphia 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 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. A disembodied 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? Lylla?”

“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
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