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The Abyss

22nd July 2025, Library of the First National University of Technology, Earth

“Come on John! We’re going to be late for the meeting!” my friend, Nathan, shouted as I stuffed by pile of books and notes into my bag. 
I ran out of the lecture theatre as fast as I possible could, trying to catch up with Nathan and headed towards the backroom of the university library. The library was on the opposite of the school and by the time we reached, the meeting had already begun. A small group of around 7 people were gathered around a man who was standing on one of the tables and speaking in exaggerated arm gestures. His tone was firm and his speech, passionate.  
“I have a vision of a new world order. For as long as I can remember I have been reimagining our world. This world is filled with problems, and the answer to all our problems should be to use technology to better the lives of the people! I envision a technological utopia where people won’t have to work, people won’t have to suffer and with our advancement in our understanding of quantum mechanics, and artificial intelligence we will revolutionize the way people live!” 
The man’s eyes were those of a mad man. It should come as no surprise that his obsession with AI had earned him the nickname “The Robot King”, a name he embraced. 
“The earth is dying. There will come a day where we will be able to use our scientific knowledge to get to Mars and make it habitable. What we need, is for someone to lead the charge in this robotic revolution! And I know, it must be us! Who’s with me!?”
The room of nine erupted into cheers and applause.
With the conclusion of his speech, he jumped off the makeshift stage and upon catching sight, ran towards me.
“John! How nice of you to come and listen to me speak,” the Robot King said.
“Of course, Tom, anything for my brother.” I replied.
‘You know, John. I am tired of all of this.” he said with a grin which could only be described as pure evil. “I know I can do a much better job.”
There it was. The cliché moment in every movie where the bad guy announces his big bold plans and tries to enlist his old buddy to defect to the “dark side” and help him achieve his evil dreams of, pick one, world domination, extermination of species, revenge, a mix of all?
“Ok Tom, I’ll help you.”
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“You could have at least allowed me to reveal my grand master plan, couldn’t you?” He said with a sigh.
“You’re my brother for goodness’s sake. I’ll always support you no matter how misguided you are. Which is all the time.” I joked, chuckling. 
“Listen, do you remember dad’s old journal?” he now said in a hushed and more serious tone.
Our late father, Dr Arthur Franklin, the famous former Dean of Physics at the First National University of Technology, of which we now studied at, had passed on from cancer just a year prior. Dr Franklin was one of the trailblazers of the modern field of quantum physics. However, his career was also marked with much controversy. He had a side interest in artificial intelligence and was infamous for his radical ideas of a society run by robots where humans would reap the benefits in a welfare state of sorts. Naturally, this did not go down well with the academic elite of the time who saw him as too political, and he was expelled from the International Association of Scientists.
“Yes of course.”
What he whispered into my ear next, left me dumbstruck and in awe. This “robotic revolution” thing might just become reality.

1st August 2500, Mars

I love my life. I really do.
On the second Tuesday of every month, a small yellow drone makes its way into my living room and drops a cheque for $5000 on the velvet carpet of the floor. Always the same spot. As it was programmed to do. I look up from my reclined position on my couch, yawned, and went back to my peaceful slumber. [footnoteRef:2] [2:  The cheque would later be scanned and transferred into a bank account. Sending the money electronically, makes it more susceptible to hacking and was thus abolished in the year 2424] 

These days, I rarely leave this position. Sometimes for days on end. Ever since the Great Industrial Revolution of 2376, there really is not a need to. I sometimes forget my past life. I 
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sometimes forget I used to work. What as, don’t ask me. I forgot. Everyone seems to forget things these days.
From the depths of my dreams, a sudden annoying sound suddenly buzzed. I woke up with a shock. Glancing at the hologram next to me, I scowled. It was supplies day. The one day of the year I actually had to do get out of my space pod. Or house, if you will, as they used to call it.
I stood up for the first time in probably a month. My legs feeling great thanks to the new technology I had installed. Geez, how did people survive back in the old days? Before the Robotic Government took over and settled everything for us? 
Looking around the pod, it was old with the walls yellowing and the technology rusty and broken. I was considered one of the lucky ones. 
I stepped outside and felt the cold chill of the Martian air surround me. I better make a complain when I get back.  They still don’t do a good enough job of regulating the temperature. When would the day come when technology is so advanced, we can walk and always experience the optimal temperature of 24? The robots seem to be really incompetent at terraforming.
I walked into the telep[footnoteRef:3] right outside my port. It was made of glass and smelled of fresh paint for some reason. Argh, another defect. Could this day get any worse?  [3:  Short form for Teleporter] 

I walked into the machine and shouted for the thing to take me to the Supplies Centre. The robots have somehow managed to measure the quantum states of the over 6.5 octillion atom in the body to facilitate Quantum teleportation through quantum entanglement.[footnoteRef:4] [4:  Bouwmeester, D., Pan, J., Mattle, K., Eibl, M., Weinfurter, H., & Zeilinger, A. (1998). Experimental Quantum Teleportation. Philosophical Transactions: Mathematical, Physical and Engineering Sciences, 356(1743), 1733-1737. Retrieved July 29, 2021, from http://www.jstor.org/stable/55008 ] 

The machine made a weird buzzing sound and after around 7 seconds opened to the other side of town, not too far just yet.  
Stepping out if the machine, I experienced about 3 seconds of vertigo before quickly recovering. Not good enough.
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I felt myself dragging my feet as I entered the Supplies Centre. Well, you knew it was the Supplies Centre because there was a giant sign telling you so. We are humans, not blind. As I entered, I witnessed a flood of humans just like me queuing up in lines stretching literal miles. Great! Just how I want to spend my day! Waiting in lines with my fellow species, to be served by robot bureaucrats. 
If things could not get any worse, to my chagrin, the imbecile in front of me decided to engage me with small talk. 
Robert, he said his name was. I nodded. Great Grandparents came to Mars during the Great Exodus of 2400. I grunted. Ancestors were from a long line of successful doctors back on the Other World. [footnoteRef:5] These days spent his time working on breeding exotic fish. Soon, he proceeded into a long monologue on how he managed to recreate and other world-like environment for his fish to live. [5:  Earth] 

“You’ve got to create a special chamber in your space pod with specially regulated temperature of around 25 degrees. Much higher than the 13 degrees for us. There is also this place that sells the most amazing fish food…”
I tried hinting that I wasn’t the least bit in fish nor anything he had to say but he didn’t seem to get it. 
You would think that with such scientific advancement, that there would be a much faster way to deal with this bureaucratic nonsense but no, you would be very wrong. You see, the robots need us to physically go down to the Supplies Centre to ascertain if we really needed certain things. The whole process was painstakingly long and even with around a million robots, it still took a whole day to facilitate over 12 billion humans. 
After a while, Robert finally chose to keep quiet, and I decided to pass the time but scrolling through the news on my phone (nothing less than the latest Spartacus X holographic smartphone! Although I heard they are giving out the XI today!). 
As I read through my twitter [footnoteRef:6] news feed, it was apparent that the situation in the Martian Pole was getting from bad to worse. The conflict with the native Martians yielding no clear winner at this point and the robots were desperately fighting off the Martians with fierce  [6:  The company is now run by the Robotic Government] 
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defense. They too, were technologically advanced and warding off the Robots with fiery determination.
Suddenly, I felt an icy cold, almost numbing tab on my shoulder that literally sent a shiver down my spine. I turned to face a humanoid figure that at first glance one would have thought to be a human. 
“Dr Franklin, how nice to see you again.”
Hearing it refer to me with my name, not my alias, but my real name, brought back everything. Years of memories flooded back to me. I knew better. It was a robot. And I helped design it.
“Please follow me.” She (it?) said to me in a monotonous voice, putting emphasise on the wrong words. Seriously? My lives work has amounted to this? I felt a sense of disappointment more than anything else. And there was almost no way of knowing if I have seen this particular one before. She must have been preprogrammed to say certain things. Although I can’t remember anymore.
“What do you want?” I spat with a scowl. “I am retired. I don’t want to be involved in any of your nonsense projects!”
My outburst started receiving attention. Attention was the last thing I wanted. But attention was what I got. It felt like every eye in the wrong was transfixed on me and the robot. Even my old pal Rob looked up from that exotic fish supplies website.
“Come on John, let’s not make this any harder than it should be. The King wants to see you. And you don’t want to disappoint him now, do you?” 
There was an audible gasp in the room. The King? They whispered in hush voices. Everyone knew he was the man to fear. The man in charge. The man so scary, so savage, and so Machiavellian, he had his dissidents, and even his whole family, and his allies, brutally slaughtered. 
But I wasn’t afraid of him.
“Why can’t you people just leave me alone?”
“It is an urgent matter; the King does not like to wait.” 
Seeing as I had no other option, I resigned to my fate and followed the Robot lady. At least I didn’t have to listen to Robert talk about fish again. I thought, shuddering.
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-
The robot, whose name I learned is, XX1562, led me out of the building and into one of the space cars.
“We’re not teleporting?” I asked.
“There are some places here that cannot be teleported to.” She now replied in a raspy voice for some reason. Seriously, there are so many issues with the system.
I was honestly a bit surprised by how large the space car was. I had meant it to be a lot smaller in my blueprints. As I stepped in, I was greeted by a pristine wide vehicle with comfortable seats. XX1562 gave me a quick rundown on the car’s specifications. was run on power harnessed from the sun and had propellers in place of the wheels. I wasn’t rich and could not afford a vehicle as expensive as this. It was absolutely stunning and incredible to see my designs come to life. 
As the car took off, I had an ariel view of the whole Martian downtown. It was dotted with skyscrapers, some, a kilometer high. The whole planet was covered with a large dome where an artificial sky was constructed, and the weather centrally controlled.
The car was fast as it swept through the city weaving past the buildings and headed to the tallest, and largest of them all - the Headquarters, home of the Robotic Government and the man I was summoned to visit.
The car landed on the hanger and me and my humanoid chaperone got out ceremoniously and was greeted by two armed guards. 
“I take it you’re here to see the King,” the dark-haired guard said.
“It’s not like I have a choice.” I retorted, immediately regretting my choice of words upon seeing the guards’ guns.
They ignored my comment and led me into the building. There was a flurry of actively as robots rushed around doing paperwork and a grand central station where the quantum computers were running, keeping the whole planet running.
I was let down the passageway into a narrow corridor and finally, to a room. 
“He’s in there, go in.” XX1562 instructed me.
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As I walked into the room, I noticed a newspaper lying on the floor. The headlines read: “TEAM OF SCIENTISTS SUCCEED IN CREATING FIRST TELEPORTATION PROTOTYPE”. A picture of my brother and I, and our team at the university grinning into the camera was attached.
I looked up and realized the whole room was filled these newspaper clippings. The whole place was a mess; littered with books from Einstein to Schrödinger. 
“Hello John.” My brother said with a grimace, his voice hoarse and weak, and nothing more than a whisper in the wind. His face was far more wrinkled than I remembered, worn out over the centuries. He was clearly a skeleton of his former self and bore no resemblance to the man in the newspaper. It had been years since our falling out and I scarcely recognised him. A thin white scar above his left eye was still present even after all these years… 
He lay on a large bed and connected to an even larger machine. It was clear he was on his deathbed. No matter how powerful the technology, a man simply could not live forever.
I approached him slowly and held his hand gingerly.
“You know, I regret everything.” He said looking me straight in the eyes.
I was taken aback by his words. 
“What do you mean?”
“I mean, this whole thing. The revolution, everything. It was a mistake. I mean, it was a complete success. Except for the most important thing. This revolution was supposed to bring joy, meaning, and purpose into people’s lives. But look at what I have created. A society where humans don’t work, where the artificial intelligence doesn’t do its job, where people don’t think anymore,” He mumbled with a sigh. “The thing is, one day this will also crumble down and I despite all this technological advancement, how has it help improve the lives of the people we have set out to help? Let’s face it. I have pulled mankind into the intellectual abyss.”
-
The abyss, the chasm. It was wide and open. Darker. Darker. Darker. And then nothing. 
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