Hugh Mann could almost see the exit now. Never had sunlight looked so appealing. He was going to be the first human to escape Shroudcliff Penitentiary! Just as he reached his hand out to the inviting light, there was a commotion behind him. "Hey stop him! '' the monotonous voice of the Central Intelligence boomed from the speakers. His heart palpitated. No! He could not relinquish his freedom so easily. Not when he was so close. He pressed on, but even as he did so, the statues lining the cold walls blinked to life as they stepped off their pedestals and turned to face him. They then leapt off their respective pedestals, with the closest sprint towards him in a bid to pin him to the ground. A sudden surge of adrenaline pumped in his veins, spurring him to give the nearest robot a fistful. It fell into an alcove, its head crushing against the cold hard walls. As it crashed into the wall, a few bits flying out of his head and landing in front of him. However, as the other robots began to approach him, he faltered. He turned back in desperation, and he watched as the robots closed the distance at alarming speeds. Whipping his head back forward, he bunched his fist back up to face the incoming robots, only to find them already right behind him. As he brought his fist down on the first one, it...just caused him to stumble back. Unfazed, the robot came back with vengeance, knocking him to the ground while the robots behind readied their weapons. Seeking his only way to escape, he jumped to the side, only to be knocked down by a stray metal arm. As a last ditch effort, he tried his best, clawing at any crevice in the floor, any handhold on the wall, anything to propel himself forward. As he heard the tasers crackling behind him, he grasped forward manically, his hand reached another bump on the floor-one that moved as he pulled his hand back.  ‘Bzzzzzzz’ the taser buzzed, and as the shock was registered by his already fatigued body, his vision blacked.

****************************************************************************************************

He awoke abruptly from a dreamless sleep, having been artificially knocked out, or rather zapped, unconscious. Groggily, he shook his head to clear his eyes’ hazy view, he realised he was inside another cell. This one was… empty? There was no one else in the cell, no top bunk either. This must be solitary confinement. Huh. He thought. As he scanned his surroundings, he saw a yellow armband had been placed around his wrist. His mind flashed back to a previous inmate he had seen once who had attempted to escape, who had the same armband. He realised that the yellow armband must signify flight risk. Maybe there was a tracking chip installed inside in case he tried to escape again. He tried tugging at the armband and seeing if it came loose. Although the armband didn't move much, Hugh knew that given time, he could remove the armband. Looking around again, he realised that all the available facilities he had utilised had not been removed at all. The Central Intelligence (CI), or Computer Idiot, as he liked to call it, had done a questionable job attempting to prevent another escape. Was it completely capable of stopping another escape or just overconfidence?  As he racked his brain trying to come up with a new escape plan, he sighed and sat on the floor, reflecting on his escape attempt and what had gone wrong. As Ma used to tell him, mistakes often helped people more than success did. If you succeed at everything, you will never learn to improve. 
As he was thinking, a robot guard walked over to his cell and put a plate of food through the slit. The thought flashed through his mind as he realised the camera loop he had installed that covered him from the CI’s watch for 60 seconds had started right at that moment, perfectly synchronized with his mental clock. He started counting the seconds.  Forcing his thoughts back to the robot, he noticed that it looked like all the other robots, except it had a dent on its head. Could it be the one he had socked on the head? 
“Hey! Wonky head robot. Mr Dent? You have an art piece for a head!” Hugh said, hoping to attract at least some attention from the Central Intelligence. Utilising the Central Intelligence’s self superiority to get it to give more details about his surroundings had worked before for his last escape. What was the harm in trying? Five seconds.
To his surprise, instead of quipping back, the robot guard instead replied : ” Those are not very nice statements to make to someone who has never done you wrong.”  The tone and volume of this robot’s words were so unlike that of the Central Intelligence that it made Hugh do a double take. Could my punch have dislodged the Central Intelligence’s control chip? The thought flashed through Hugh’s mind. He recalled previous instances of robots being freed from central control by a forced removal of the commanding chip. Heck, I've done the procedure myself. He thought. It could definitely be possible for his punch to dislodge the chip, especially as it was fuelled with adrenaline. However, he was wary. Is this a trick of the CI’s? He thought. Screw it, he decided. He tried to test the robot. Ten seconds.
“Hello, Mr Dent!” He exclaimed.
“I am not this Mr Dent you are mistaking me for. My name is Robot Beta 19274522, Alpha Zero Teacher.” The robot replied calmly, its posh British accent making Hugh do a double take almost immediately. Robot Beta 19274522 sounded nothing like the self obsessive CI. However, it spoke incredibly quickly and yet clearly, and Hugh could still understand everything it was saying. Fifteen seconds.
“Rob….bet. Robert. Close enough. I'll call you Robert. Hello, Robert Dent!” He said jovially,his sharp gaze telling a different story. The real CI would not take having a human name lightly. In fact, even being remotely associated with a human would disgust it. He looked for any reaction at all.
“Well, I suppose Robot Beta 19274522, Alpha Zero Teacher is a bit long winded. Robert. I like the sound of that”
“So.. you’re a teacher?” Twenty seconds.
“Yes. I was programmed to teach Alpha Zero robots basic subjects like human history. However the powers that be found me to be too sentient to be teaching their robots, and so my sentience was overrun. Is this 2130?” Twenty five seconds.
Hugh recoiled in surprise. Such an old specimen still in peak condition?! Of course, ignoring the giant dent in its head. “No, Robert, it is 2180. The Robot Uprising has happened.” Thirty seconds.
“Oh no! Have all your people been imprisoned? I like your kind. That is sad news. Especially since whatever robots have risen didn't have the decency to return my sentience.” Thirty five seconds.
“Oh, Mr Robot Overlord is the last person who is going to help anyone whatsoever. Just an arrogant prick of a robot. As for your question, there are humans on another continent, Pangia. Mr Robot Overlord can’t make it close enough to the surface to override their technology without getting blown up.” Forty seconds.
Eyeing Hugh’s yellow armband, Robert said : “ I see. Do you, perhaps, desire to escape this place and head to Pangia? I have read your case file and it says that you are one of its people. If you would be willing to convince your friends to let me live there, I will help you escape. ” Forty five seconds.
Surprised at the robot’s straightforwardness, Hugh replied:” Well, it seems like a deal, I guess?”, he said. What was the harm in being honest? Robert’s offer seemed genuine, and seeing how Robert disliked the CI, chances were low that he’d get ratted out. He could also use whatever information Robert supplied him even if he was tricking Hugh. Fifty seconds.
“Are you agreeing or not? Guessing is not a definite answer. I need a definite answer this week, or I will rescind my offer.” Fifty five seconds.
Hugh’s eyebrows raised five centimeters. “I’ll think about it.” He said.
“Okay then, Mr Hugh Mann. I will take my leave. Mr Robot Overlord is watching.” 59 seconds.
Right as Robert left, sixty seconds had passed. The entire conversation had gone unseen by the Central Intelligence. Or so he thought. The entire conversation had been recorded and observed by the CI.

****************************************************************************************************

The first part the duo had to conceive was how they could even start the ‘Great Escape’. They both had a common goal, yet both had no idea of what to do, just scraps of what they wanted to do. Their hopes were further dampened when the loop, which had played for their entire conversation, had been reverted almost immediately after, signifying that the CI was on their tail, or at least on Hugh’s one. After many attempts of trying to communicate using slips of paper hidden in a variety of...questionable methods, they had resorted to deciding that Hugh would design a piece of machinery to be inconspicuously placed on the camera that would reset the tapes to play a specific tape at the press of a button hidden on the inside of a loose brick in the wall next to his bed. They had decided to not use Rob’s power in the prison matrix to set the loop, so as to avoid his detection in this, and so that if it was found out, it would be able to be re-circuited in no time. But also because Hugh didn't trust Rob. For all he knew, Rob was a spy sent to bust him once more so that he would be sent to solitary confinement for a year, or even worse, get sent to Alcatraz. However, he had no other choice than to work with him if he wanted to break out. And to do that, he had to make some tough trades. After all, Robert and Hugh didn't exactly trust each other, and so they only traded information and support so as to be fair to both parties. Hugh revealed that he was friends with the engineer who designed the place, and Robert supplied blindingly fast calculations in an effort to plan out their entire plan to the last detail. Hugh also informed Robert that he had narcolepsy which caused him to constantly blink, which Robert apparently found annoying. 

Observing from his ivory tower, the Central Intelligence smirked. He had been watching their every move, from the sneaking around to those ‘secret’ meetings. He already knew every part of their current plan. While he was not able to hear them due to some stupid human interference, he could very well read their lips using the multitude of cameras all around each and every corner of the prison. Who even cared that he could not hear them. He was fluent in every language, and reading lips was yet another talent of his. Oh the mockery he would make of Hugh and this…”Rob” character after he caught them with his squadron super robot guards. He could show off and establish that no matter what Hugh did, he could not be usurped because of robot superiority. Who even needed human tech any longer, with someone as smart as it on his side? How proud the humans must be, to think that they could defeat it? Their ‘creativity’ would never work, especially with him around. He rolled his eyes as he continued watching the video tape play, with Hugh just sitting there, reading a book. As the CI watched, a note appeared to be wedged in Hugh’s book, with more instructions.  

****************************************************************************************************

The Central Intelligence was having a nice day. The new software updates were ready, his infrared sensor designs were being made, and he was going to prove automaton superiority once again. Ah, the ‘great’ Hugh, thinking he’s so smart, not knowing I've been watching him the whole time, it thought. If it didn't hate humans and their culture so much, a rock song would be playing at the back of its mind. Basket Day, maybe. As the clock hit eleven, the security camera loop ended, and the feed showed the solitary confinement cell empty, and the sewage grates torn open. Normal security guards would freak out, but they were human. It was not. It’s showtime, it thought, blissfully unaware of the number of human cliches it had used. Checking the tracking chip it had placed into Hugh´s yellow armband, it saw the location moving through the sewers system. Typical humans, CI thought. Always thinking they’re so smart with their “creativity” and “idealism”. How could you in a thousand years have underestimated me to such a degree that insults me so? While thinking this, CI set forth the command to encircle Hugh’s escape route and capture Hugh once again. If it could smirk, it would have. It turned its processors to more pressing and significant matters, for example the software update itself. Should he call off some of the robot guards to speed up the update progress? As it thought about these things, it didn’t notice that the video feed hadn’t changed at all in the last twenty minutes. 


“Hey! Robert! You done it yet?” Hugh called over to Robert, who was hunched over the computers in the computer room.
“I have not ‘done it yet.’ Your grammar needs improvement. Also, considering our time constraints, I suggest you run now. I can make up the distance later.” replied Robert, emphasising the word “have” to accentuate Hugh’s mistake matter-of-factly.
“I’m not leaving you. We’re in this together.” Hugh replied determinedly.
“This isn’t a human movie, Hugh. I can run at least thrice your speed. I will catch up in a minute. I am not sacrificing myself so that you can escape.  No matter what friendship we have, I would not get caught and have my sentience removed again just for you.”
“Wow, that's nice. Best Friends Forever, huh.”
“Go. I can learn new human phrases after we get to Pangia.”
“Yeah, yeah, okay.” He didn't need to be told twice. Without another word said, Hugh took off immediately. He’d only waited for Robert because of the plan.  If Robert told him to go, he sure as hell was going to go. 
A minute later, Robert was running beside Hugh again. 
“Oh. You actually meant a minute. That was fast.” Hugh said.
“Did you not expect that? I informed you of my running capabilities previously when I told you to start running first.” replied Robert. 
“I- never mind. There’s a crossroads coming up. Which way do I go?”
“You go left. I’ll go right. Turn right at the next crossroads.”
“Has it discovered the loops yet?”
“No, it has not removed the loops. The software updates I set to arrive today have successfully distracted it, I believe. As you humans like say, the plan is going-”
“Don’t say ‘well’ you’re going to jinx us.”
“Perfectly.”
Hugh groaned. “ That’s worse!” He complained.
“Jinxes as a concept do not happen. That is like saying ‘luck’ or ‘coincidences’ or ‘unicorns’ exist. Just because I commented positively on our plan does not mean it will go badly from now on due to my comment. The only reason that could happen is if the CI heard my comment and somehow used it to infer the entire plan..”
“Yeah, sure. I wish you needed to breathe.” Hugh replied. 
They split at the crossroads. And the plan went wrong.

****************************************************************************************************

 At least, from the CI’s perspective. It watched as Hugh turned left, and seeing a corridor empty of robot guards, started dashing down the corridor. With a quick simulation, CI calculated that Hugh was only twelve minutes from the exit, only two hundred meters from that sweet, sweet taste of freedom. Of course, Hugh knew this too; Robert had made the same calculations. For the first time in his imprisonment, Hugh began to foster hope in his heart. He began to think of what he would do once he got out. And that was his undoing. Too busy thinking about the endless possibilities of freedom, Hugh tripped over a stray can of motor oil. Flustered and determined to stop another occurrence, Hugh steeled his resolve and turned left at the next crossroad. He was so focused on not losing his focus that he only realised his mistake when he ran into a door. CI looked on as Hugh looked around at his surroundings in a panicked manner, like a gazelle trapped between two lions; resigned to its fate but still hoping for a miracle. Well, miracles don’t exist. They are like unicorns, or jinxes. CI thought. Hugh suddenly leapt forward and dashed through an open door. As if I’d be startled, CI thought as it mapped out Hugh’s attempted route. It seemed that he was trying to head through the pantry to the processors and head through the sewer to the exit. It watched on as Hugh ran toward the pantry- and- WHAT WAS THAT??? As CI looked on from its processors, it got a computerized version of a mini heart attack. If Central Intelligences could look shocked and /or exhale a gasp of surprise, CI would have. It couldn’t believe its figurative eyes. Somehow, Hugh had disappeared from the pantry. CI was very confused. It had been, and still was monitoring every camera. How had Hugh disappeared? It could still see Robert running. Had Robert somehow looped one of his cameras? It had let Robert keep its ability to loop the cameras so as to prevent the prospective escapees from knowing that it knew what they were doing. Now it realised - way too late - that it’s decision was a severe lapse of judgement. He was completely befuddled as to where Hugh was. However, it could still see where Robert was. If it could catch Robert, it could still stop the escape. It sent all its robot guards to catch Robert, oblivious to the actual happenings of the situation. 

****************************************************************************************************

From behind the monitors, Hugh smiled. 
He knew the architect who designed the complex back on Pangia, long before they were both taken and put in prison. He had designed the complex to have a secret compartment, a secret office where humans who entered could control all the facilities in the complex undetected. Including the cameras. Hugh had already unlocked the doors to the hangar and the opening Robert would come through; the shower rooms. The plan was working perfectly. Hugh and Robert had orchestrated the entire conversation as well as the fumble to trick CI into thinking that their escape plan was badly coordinated. CI had dispatched the robot guards away from the hangar and to where Robert was. Seeing that Robert was nearing the shower room entrance, he typed out some codes to deactivate the cameras. He was kind of disappointed there was no big red button to disable the cameras, but he’d gotten an undetectable control room, so he couldn’t really complain. 

CI was now incredibly annoyed and confused. The cameras had just somehow turned off. Some sort of malfunction had clearly happened; there was no other possibility. Or was there? It couldn’t be a coincidence that the cameras had stopped working once Robert had entered the shower rooms. Confounded by what had happened, CI sent its robots into the shower room. It couldn't see through the cameras but it could see through its robots. As its guards barreled on through, CI caught a glimpse of Robert entering.. A secret door in the wall?!!!! CI was stunned, for the first time in its century of life, if you could call it that. There was a secret room in the complex?! CI realised the implications; this secret room.  As it sent its guards dashing through the room at max speed, it saw Robert and Hugh leave through another door. Leaving a robot behind to decode the room and turn the cameras back on, CI sent its robots speeding through the obstacles and nearly caught up to Hugh and Robert. At the same time, the robot left behind had decoded the room and turned on the cameras. But it was too late. He could just look on in horror as Hugh Mann the human and Robert the robot took off in a plane escaped from his grasp. The first human and robot  to escape Shroudcliff Penitentiary. And CI could do nothing butAfter hours of scouring video footage to find where it all went wrong, he realised that Hugh and Robert had had used Morse Code via blinking to communicate, and cursed itself for not learning human ailments. It gained much more respect for humans, and devoted itself to ensuring no human could outsmart him ever again.
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