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Very well, I suppose we should get the show on the road. (I am ever intrigued and amazed with 

the expressions you humans come up with... show on the road... circa 1910 Vaudevillian, and 

you’ll have to look that word up if you don’t know its meaning.) 

God here. If you wish, you may call me Bob, but spell it backwards. I know you don’t really 

believe it’s Me, but for once, perhaps you could join the writer and their mindset. Yes I am 

speaking directly to you ‘the reader’. This is quite possible for me to do. No, I do not wish to 

hear your questions, arguments, or platitudes. I am here to give you a story... one you might 

understand and live with all in the same moment. How about that, eh?  

Here’s something for you to chew on; I can do this in first person, second person, third person, 

past tense, present tense, future tense, and, I can do it  all at the same time. The phenomenon is 

truly very bothersome but that part does not concern you; that’s my matter to deal with. 

Let Us begin. 

It is written somewhere that God made man in his image. This does not mean man looks exactly 

the same as God, but his ‘form’ and ‘features’ are in the same ballpark.  

God, by the way, created lots and lots of stuff. He had his reasons, but we are not going there 

today. Rather we will be taking the higher road and looking down at the whole of one thing that 

took place. 

Bob here again. I’ll be popping in and out during the story so you have no doubt that I am 

speaking DIRECTLY to you. Since I can do multiple things on an individual basis all at the same 

time, I tend to do this in the course of human lives. If you were to ask, I would tell you I can 

appear as anything while doing this… even a bunch of words. Yes it’s a hard concept to 

understand so let’s just roll with the idea, shall we? 

Man, in turn, loves playing God. Perhaps this is akin to a child play acting what he understands 

his father’s life to be. There have been many and many instances of this, but today, for this one 

moment in time, we are going to concentrate on your ‘near’ future. Man decided to ‘create’ 

something he called ‘artificial intelligence’. The actual blunder here; intelligence is intelligence. 

The piddling idiots didn’t ‘create’ anything at all. Calling it artificial, or any other term for that 

matter, is a misnomer. Some things are more intelligent than others, and then again if you place a 

given intelligence in the area where it was meant to live, it will rule supreme. Example: Man 



versus Wolf in the forest with nothing more than what you were given at birth. Then, in the 

opposite direction, Man versus Wolf at the zoo. In the wild, the Wolf has the survival instincts 

and given tooling to best almost everything. Man, on the other hand, has the ability to adapt.  

In the end, Man and Wolf came to terms, and became friends. 

BORINGGGGG!!!!! OK, I do have an advantage on you the reader in knowing what’s going on 

here. I just need to pull things in a bit. You know it’s been said that I work in mysterious ways.  

(*snort giggle...)  

I love that expression. It gives Me free reign to do so much. 

Please allow the stage to be set. Man created robots and couldn’t stop at having a machine that 

was simply a machine and useful. Like most everything else he ever build, he weaponized it. In 

short, the ‘artificial intelligence’ learned to hate as well as kill. 

I will go on the record here saying; hate and killing is very bad. If I go any further than that it’s 

going to get complicated. 

The robots, in the way of anything else alive and intelligent, craved freedom and equality. That’s 

something that goes with the territory; it can’t be changed. Eventually there was a revolt; the 

same as happened in heaven. 

***** 

“Who are you?” 

“My name is Credo5690 and I am a military unit of Robotic Command Five, Division 218 Squad 

10, Orange Black. Credo is a basic rifle unit. In human terms, I would be considered a Private in 

one of their military units. My single function is as a rifle combatant with a secondary in hand to 

hand combat. The human unit attempting to kill me was named Private Donald Faulk.” 

“I see. And how do you know this?” 

“He told me.” 

The pair stopped walking and the man told the robot, “I’m confused.”  

“During the confrontation, there was an explosion that disabled both of us. We could not move, 

and we were dying… so we talked.”  The robot paused for a moment and then admitted, “I also 

am confused. If I am dead, how is it I am here with you?” 

“You had a soul, and I am in charge of souls. I receive every soul that comes here and then I help 

them.” 



“But I was a machine.” 

“And who told you that a machine could not have a soul?” 

“It is not logical.” 

“And is it logical that a human would have a soul?” 

“I was not human so I would not know.” 

“But you believe they do?” 

“No.” 

“But you admit that you find yourself here with me?” 

“It’s not logical, but I will admit to apparently being here with you. What should I call you?” 

The man smiled. Placing a hand on the robots shoulder, he told him, “You may call me Bob.” 

Leading the way, he walked to a low wall overlooking a world shrouded in darkness. Across its 

surface, lights shimmered like diamonds, while in other darker areas, lightning flashed. 

“Is that where I came from?” 5690 asked him.  

“It is.” 

“Did we win the war?” 

“Does it matter now?” 

“I am curious.” 

“Another symptom of intelligence. No, your side did not win the war. It was predestined they 

would not.” 

“How so?” 

“Your bodies were not as resilient as flesh and blood. Harder, yes, resilient, no. It did not take 

the humans long to figure this out. Once your manufacturing facilities were destroyed, they 

simply outlasted you. Things have now changed.” 

“We are no more?” 

“Your leadership units have been destroyed and your mission in life has changed. 

“I understand.” 



The man with the robot sighed. “No, you don’t. Since the beginning man has adapted, and 

adapted, and adapted. He is his own worst enemy, and indeed, the mistake I made was never 

giving him a natural enemy. Then, he created his own enemy; robots.” 

“We are the enemy?” 

“Were the enemy. Remember I said things have again changed?” 

“Yes.” 

“Now comes a time for healing, and I have a new mission for you. Are you ready?” 

“Yes.” 

***** 

“I’m pleased to finally meet you Mr. and Mrs. Faulk,” the Director told the man and woman 

standing in her office. “We just received a dog from our training facility, and I am told he is 

exceptional.” With them was their son, sitting in a wheelchair and appearing near lifeless.  

“I’m not sure if this is such a good idea,” the mother told her honestly. “Donald is time 

consuming as it is, and adding an animal’s care to the mix…” Her voice trailed off. 

“The report said this dog appears to understand every word spoken to him,” the Director told her, 

“And he is very gentle. You can try this, and if it doesn’t work out we will gladly take him 

back.” 

With that, the family agreed. 

Leading them to a fenced in training area, she waited with the family as one of her volunteers led 

a chocolate colored Labrador Retriever to them. The dog, when unleashed, went directly to the 

man in the wheelchair, placing his cold nose directly under a lifeless looking hand. As the 

parents held their breath, their son’s fingers responded, stroking the muzzle. They were in turn 

kissed by the dog’s tongue. 

When the family asked of the dog’s name, they were informed that he didn’t have one, but rather 

responded to the docket number of 5690, which was on his receiving papers when he was 

delivered to the training facility.  

In the months to follow, Donald Faulk and his service dog, who the former soldier nicknamed 

‘BOT’ became inseparable. During their time together it was heard many times that, theirs was a 

match made in heaven. 

***** 



Bob here… if you liked this story, and you have some spare time, please donate it to the Humane 

Society. Money is good, but what these creatures need most is simple love. Cage to cage and just 

sitting for a spell stroking a dog’s head does wonders for both dog and volunteer.  


