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THE SUIT

by David Sloma

––––––––

Robotic suits that people wear are all the rage and the hottest status symbol. They make life easier for their owners and a lot more fun! The first problem with the suits is that they are very expensive. Oswald “Wally” Manske, a humble mailroom clerk, saved up for most of his life for a suit and now he's finally got it. He's looking forward to his new life of popularity and easy times. The second problem with the suits is that they can be hacked and turned against their owners...A short sci-fi story.
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“Yes, I'll take the automated model!” Oswald “Wally” Manske said to the owner of the robotic suit store.

“Very good, sir,” the shop owner said. “This latest model is capable of walking and performing a wide variety of functions, even with you sleeping inside it. And, if you were to become incapacitated, it can get you to help.”

“Yes, it's splendid!” Wally said, rubbing his thin hands together. Finally, he had enough money to buy himself one of the advanced robotic suits. No more riding to work in a hot, smelly, crowded tram! Now he could walk alone with ease and in comfort through the polluted air and high temperatures of the city to his job in the office tower in the financial district, or anywhere else he pleased.

“Will that be cash or charge?” the shop owner said. He guided the empty robotic suit by remote control, that Wally had tried on, to the front of the store.

“Charge, please.”

“Very good, sir.” 

The robotic suits had been made by a weapons manufacturer. Originally designed for military functions, the suits had started to be offered to the general public in a version that carried no weapons. Still, the suits had many advanced features which a regular person could enjoy and benefit from. Also, they were a prized status symbol...something for someone who has everything and wants the latest in personal protection, comfort, and convenience.

Wally had worked hard for decades at his job as a mailroom clerk for one of the largest law firms in the mega city. The firm had started with several floors and had grown over the time Wally was there to own the entire building—over 100 floors. 

It was a lot more work for Wally with the expansions, but additional staff had been hired, fresh out of high school like Wally had been. Wally helped train all new mailroom boys; seems women were never hired there for some reason. It was something about tradition (many law firms were big on that), and also keeping any monkey business out of the mailroom, he had once heard. 

But it was a long time ago he'd heard those things, when he first started work at the firm, before most people in the firm now were born. He was just eighteen years old then and had finished high school in four and a half years, instead of the usual five, so he found himself with six months to fill before going on to university where he was going to study to become a lawyer. 

It was a great temporary job (he thought at the time) for Wally. He would get to work in the “bowels” of the law firm and see its “guts”—as the mailroom “boy” Percy, in his sixties and nearly retired, who trained Wally, was fond of saying. Percy was a mailroom lifer if ever there was one, and Wally had followed in his footsteps and was now almost sixty years of age himself.
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