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Year 2075
‘That’s what one calls fascination; it only lasts while something is new…’ I penned down on my diary which had been my closest companion ever since the world changed for the better or for the worse. I have literally no clue. 
A diary itself is now seen ancient relic. Ridiculous they call it; writing in a book when millions of online devices with only the best technologized security systems to guard your deepest and darkest secrets are available. Of course, it sounds ridiculous but after spending almost all my adult life so far, around robots who seemed to be cared for more than loved ones, I need to take a sneak back into the past to keep my sanity and emotions in check. It is something that takes me away into a world of my own with just my thoughts and me.
Letting out a sigh, I got up and looked out of my window only to catch sight of flying transport robots transporting parcels of supplies to people at their doorsteps. As I lowered my gaze to the walkway below, I espied people walking past each other as if one were invisible to the other. At a chance where one locks eyes with the other, cold looks were exchanged. It was as if a war was going on. A war not fought with weaponry by the bravest of hearts but instead, one fought with looks of envy by the coldest of hearts. It was too painful to look at.
Just then my robot helper, Iona came into my room.
“Hosanna! A new code fixture needed! Come immediately!”  it buzzed leading me down to my basement where my IT laboratory was located.
Grabbing my coding tablet and x-ray goggles, I rushed down the steps following Iona. At the IT laboratory, a scene of a panic-stricken woman with all frowns holding a malfunctioning robot like a new-born baby in her arms awaited me. 
“Overheated robot. System corrupted.” Iona described the plight of the robot.
After processing what Iona had just described, I took the robot from the rather unfriendly woman’s arms, placed it on my workstation and put on my x-ray goggles to look into the robot to see what had reduced it to this state. 
“Aha! The motherboard has ruptured due to overheating causing the system to corrupt. It needs a new code and a replacement of motherboard. That will take about three hours. You can come back then to collect your robot. Thank you very much Madam!” I politely requested the woman who then left, slamming the door behind her. 
Just then, I remembered that I had run out of motherboards. With a facepalm, I heaved out a groan. Well yes, I can easily order in a new motherboard but that will take at least about two hours getting here due to air congestion. So, I decided to go and get the job done myself. I do not want to risk myself getting into trouble with that snobbish woman.
Immediately I scurried around the house searching for my hologram watch and put it on. Without second thought, I took off to the transport robot HQ leaving Iona behind as the guardian of the house. 'How grateful I am to this robot' I thought to myself and smiled as Iona waved goodbye with her creaking robot arms.
The lift doors shut, and a hologram button board unfolded before my eyes. As I tapped on the button which said, ‘Out of house passageway’, the lift zoomed at lightning speed out of my house into a fork passageway where it stopped, and its doors opened leading me to many passageways. These passageways were specially designed by the government to protect people who decide to take walks, from the hazard of malfunctioning transport robots roaming the skies, if there were any. The passageways also had an illusion as if we were out in the open due to the transparent roofs and hologram trees. 
I hastened my steps towards the passageway leading to the transport robot HQ guarded by a highly secured door and placed my thumb on the fingerprint scanner to be allowed access into the passageway. 
“Hosanna Royce. Access granted. You may proceed. Have a great day!” sounded the automated voice as the door opened up leading me to a wide pathway also filled with people looking down at their phones refusing to lock eyes with another even by accident. 
Walking as fast as my legs could take me, I passed people of all sorts, varying vastly from one another yet similar in one thing; envy and jealousy overflowing from within, clearly etched in the faces of each one. 
“Since wars begin in the minds of men, it is in the minds of men that the defences of peace must be constructed.” I thought to myself with a smirk appearing across my face.
 A glance at my hologram watch dismissed all thoughts and had me bolting towards the transport HQ which was now in sight. I had two hours and forty-five minutes left before the woman comes to take back her beloved robot and I was not even home yet and still had to come up with a new code to fix the robot. 
A few nerve-wrecking minutes later…
I managed to reach the transport robot HQ within the next five minutes even though my legs could no longer stand the pain. After all it is true, time indeed wounds all heels.
Upon reaching the purchase counter, I requested for a whole stack of motherboards for future repairs in mind, to the counter robot in front of me. The robot pulled out a stash of  motherboards out of its compartment and handed it over to me scanning the e-wallet code on my hologram watch. 
“Thank you. Have a great day ahead!” Once again, an automated voice echoed as I left the door nearest to the car slots, shaking my head thinking about the lamentable state of the world. 
This time, realising I had no time in my hands, I dialled Iona on my hologram watch requesting her to send over my personal automated Benz as I waited at the car slots at the back of the transport robot HQ and shared my location to its central hard disc. Within the next two minutes, my personal Benz was stationed before me, and I entered it as it closed the doors and in lightning speed reached my doorstep.
I stepped out of the car as the doors opened and let Iona handle the parking of the car as I sped to the door scanning my face and flew down the stairs to my IT laboratory at my basement where I put on my X-ray goggles and immediately started working on fixing and coming up with a new code for the revival of the robot of the uncongenial woman. 


2 hours later…
 “Yes! I did It! It works!” my exclamation reverberated around the IT laboratory in my basement. I had done it once again. The robot worked as good as new now.  
Just then, my workshop door opened and there she was standing; the mother of the robot as I would like to say. Casting a cold glare towards me, “I need my robot back now! I need to head home as soon as possible.” She let out an order. I turned on the power button of the robot which I had just revived and off it went to its “mother”. The woman left as she scanned her e-wallet code on the scanner stationed beside the doorway. I had my back turned away as I was checking my stocks of all other robot parts, but I knew she left as the loud bang of the door shutting indicated it. 
Not a single word of appreciation as she left but I was not surprised.
Leaving Iona once again to recheck the stocks, I went upstairs with a wide grin of pride on my face. I did it once again with just a human brain. Not all jobs could be stolen by robots. Human workers are necessary too.
Upon reaching my room, I immediately went to cosy myself at my window seat, snuggling up with a warm blanket which replaced the warmth absent in my life. I let out a sigh as I glanced out of the window. My fascinated glance involuntarily explored the depth it revealed. The sky was overcast, and it was pouring as if the sky was wailing. Due to this, the transportation robots had been ceased of operation and the roads and the sky outside my windows were empty. The richness of the rain made me feel safe and protected; I have always considered the rain to be healing and provide the comfort of a friend. As I gazed at the desolate outside, I drifted away with a rapid rush of retrospective thoughts. 
Why do I despise this new world that brought about so many endless possibilities for me, a new world which gave me Iona, the robot as dear as my life, a new world which so many people love? Why? Just why? These retrospective thoughts have all the answers. 


Year 2060 
“The final award of this very special evening goes to the brightest student on this campus, the one who never failed to impress the educators and her fellow batchmates, the one who shines the brightest in the crowd… Hosanna Royce, the top scorer of the year!” The host announced as I strutted up the stage with utmost elegance and confidence. My red bottomed heels clicking and clacking against the hard wooden floor of the stage and my graduation cape flying along with the wind. I was over the moon as the principal handed me the certificate of excellence. 
It was no longer a visage but now a reality. I was standing on stage adorning the graduation cape and cap with the widest grin etched on my face. I had finally surpassed all odds, and this was the moment I was graduating as the top student at the University of Futuristic Technological Sciences, the best university with global recognition. 
There in the crowd he was standing with that charming smile identical to mine however doubly as wide as mine. Cheering me on, his earthen light brown eyes which were now brimming with tears of elation glistened as the evening sun rays shone against them. There he was for me once again, my dearest brother and only kin. Reuben Royce.
“Woohoo Shorty, you did it! My highflyer!”  He screamed at the top of his lungs. His scream was so resounding, it sounded as if he was trying to let the world know of my success. 
The glaring flashlights of automated cameras clicking, a whole entourage of educators and batchmates cheering me on, but my eyes only looked for him in the crowd and all was silent with only his words falling into my ears and intertwining with my soul. Causing tears of ecstasy to form in my eyes and roll down my cheeks like rivulets along with a chuckle as I dashed down the stage all the way into his arms.  My head against his buff chest, I could hear his heart racing in excitement just as rapid as mine as he kissed me on the forehead.
“Highflyer but still my shorty in heels!” he mocked cheekily as always. Having me playfully hit him on his shoulder as we both laughed and made our way back home in our Rolls-Royce. 
Reuben was seven years older than I was. When he was eighteen and I was eleven, our parents Mr Noah Royce and Mrs Valencia Royce who were scientists, left me under his care to go abroad to carry out a few scientific studies to which they have yet to find the answers to. Since then, Reuben has been my only family and I meant the world to him just as he did to me. We had created a world of our own, our own empire.  We were known as the high achieving siblings as we never failed to settle for anything less in our academics and the way we chose to live our lives. He had always motivated me and made me the person I am today. He had never gotten an opportunity to do what boys and men of his age got to do. He was the responsible older brother who gave up all pleasures to stay by his sister just to see her smile. Usually, every girl’s first love and hero is said to be her father but for me, it was my brother Reuben. 
It was the year 2060 but surprisingly, my future was not bleak. Graduating with honours from the greatest university in the world did get me the recognition and a job. Weeks after graduating, I started my work as a Robotics engineer and programmer. I had started off as an assistant then, within a month, I made my mark and was on my own. With the increase of robot technology within weeks, my job was getting exciting. I really did love what I was doing, and I saw myself excelling in my profession and I loved the new lifestyle of everything done using robots. 
Months went by and I still loved my job and I used to tell numerous stories about the people who came to get their robots fixed by me to Reuben and used to laugh about all the people who were turning uncongenial. Reuben was probably the reason I loved doing everything I did a bit more. 
However, this one fine day, I returned home after work and Reuben seemed rather perturbed but never answered my questions as to why he was so. The laugh as response to my stories was not as obnoxious as they used to be like the night before. The night was shorter than usual and the next morning he was still sleeping when I was leaving for work. This then continued for a month, but I chose not to dig deeper as I thought that this too shall pass.
 That day, I ended work later as it was the eve of Christmas, and many robots were malfunctioning due to the heavy workload in preparation for Christmas. I left the laboratory feeling exhausted but eager to welcome Christmas with Reuben and his warmth. I opened my hologram watch and saw a message from Reuben,
“Merry Christmas Shorty. I love you forever beyond this world.”
“How sweet!” I thought to myself without understanding the depth of what those words meant. Not even catching a herald for what was awaiting me.
I reached home and parked my Benz with the gift I bought for Reuben in my hands. Upon scanning my iris, I rushed to Reuben’s room upon the opening of the door as it was only a minute left for Christmas unaware of what was waiting for me. 
The door of his room was open, and a crimson liquid flowed through on the cold stone floor. I dropped to the floor my hands clasping my mouth. The gift made of glass for Reuben had also fallen onto the floor shattering into a million pieces just like my heart when I saw Reuben’s body lying motionless on the floor next to it, a broken disc with sharp edges now outlined crimson. Reuben was no more. His once glistening eyes were now lifeless. I sat on the floor vigorously shaking him hoping he would wake up. Just then, the house resounded with the automated Christmas bells. I wished I could bring him back to life by changing his motherboard if he had one. If only I knew how to increase a human’s lifespan the way I knew how to revive a robot. 
Soon, the patrolling police robots came and so did the actual policemen. They took his body away and conducted a search of the house to investigate if it was a murder. Unfortunately, it came to light that he had decided to take his own life away that night because he had lost his job as a doctor because of the rise of robots in the medical field and did not know how to cope with it. He suffered in silence for a month to not bother me. That night, the pain he felt had passed its climax; other bitter feelings had succeeded, and he left. 
Since that day, I had lost the meaning of life and started to feel different about the world. I blamed myself for not being there for him the way he was for me. Now, the only way I can see him is through the mirror through my eyes but even that is identical of what I last saw them to be. Lifeless.

Year 2075
Tears were flowing down my face. The storm outside had calmed allowing the moon to shine through the drizzle. A ray from the moon as if penetrating some aperture in the blind penetrated through my windows. I shut my eyes and the pain was numbed till I wake up again.
It has been 15 years and it still haunts me. I have lost the burning passion for my job. That’s what they call fascination; it only lasts while something is new. A job I once loved, has now become just a necessity for my survival. My dearest possession is a robot, Iona. My closest kin is my diary whose first few pages were bedecked with his writing.
I do not despise technology, but I just feel that maybe we humans should have known when to stop. Artificial Intelligence is useful when it is used to make life more convenient not make up life itself. Artificial Intelligence when used in right proportions is a small step for a man, but one giant leap for mankind but we humans did not do that.
 We have forgotten that heaven cannot brook two suns, nor earth two masters.
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